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From what is said in the Introduction to the Monastery, it 
must necessarily he inferred, that the Author considered that 
romance as something very like a failui*e. It is true, the 
booksellers did not complain of the sale, be(a,iise, miless on 
very felicitous occasions, or on those which are equally the 
reverse, literary popularity is not gained or lost by a single 
publication. Leisure must be allowed for the tide both to tlow 
and ebb. But 1 was conscious that, in my situation, not to 
advance was in some degree to recede, and being naturally 
unwilling to think that the principle of decay lay in myself, T was 
at least desirous to know of a certainty, whctlier tlie degree of 
discountenance which I had incurred, was now owing to an ill- 
managed story, or an ill-chosen subject. 

I was never, I confess, one of those who are willing to suppose 
the brains of an author to be a kind of milk, which will not stand 
above a single creaming, and who are eternally harping to young 
authors to husband their efforts, and to be chary of their reputa- 
tion, lest it grow hackneyed in the eyes of men. Perhaps I was, 
and have always been, the more indificrent to the degree of 
estimation in which L might be held as an author, because I did not 
put so high a value as many others upon what is termed literary 
reputation in the abstract, or at least upon tlie species of popu- 
larity which had fallen to my share ; for though it were worse tlian 
affectation to deny that my vanity was satisfied at my success in 
the department in which chance had in some measure enlisted 
me, I was, nevertheless, far from thinking that the novelist or 
romance-writer stands high in tlie ranks of literature. But I 
spare the reader fartlier egotism on this subject, as I have 
expressed my opinion very fully in the Introductory Epistle to 
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the Fortunes of Nigel, first edition ; and, although it bo composed 
in an imaginary character, it is as sincere and candid as if it had 
been written “ without my gown and band.” 

In a word, when I considered mysolf as having been unsuc- 
cessful in the Monastery, T was tempted to try whether I could 
not restore, even at the risk of totally losing, niy so called reputa- 
tion, by a new hazard — I looked round iny library, and could not 
but observe, that, from the time of Chaucer to that of Byron, the 
most pppular authors liad been the most prolific. Even tlie 
aristarch Johnson allowed that the quality of readiness and pro- 
fusion had a merit in itself, independent of the intrinsic value of 
the composition. Talking of Churchill, I believe, who had little 
merit in his prejudiced eyes, he allowed him that of fertility, with 
some such qualification as this, “ A crab-apple can bear but crabs 
after all ; but there is a great difference in favour of that which 
bears a large quantity of fruit, how'ever indifferent, and that which 
produces only a few.” 

Looking more attentively at the patriarchs of literature, whose 
career was as long as it was brilliant, I thought I perceived that 
in the busy and prolonged course of exertion, there wert^ no doubt 
occasional failures, but tliat still those who were favourites of 
their age triumphed over these miscarriages. By the new efforts 
which they made, their errors wore obliterated, tliey became 
identified with the literature of their country, and after having 
long received law from the critics, came in some degree to impose 
it. And when such a writer was at length called from the scene, 
his death first made the public sensible what a large shai'e he had 
occupied in their attention. 1 recollected a passage in Grimm’s 
Correspondence, that while the unexhausted Voltaire sent forth 
tract after tract to the very dose of a long life, the first impression 
made by each as it appeared, was, that it was inferior to its pre- 
decessors; Hii opinion adopted from the general idea that the 
Ptatriarcli of Ferney must at last find the point from which he 
was to decline. But the opinion of the public finally ranked in 
succession the last of Voltaire’s Essays on the same footing with 
those which had formerly charmed the French nation. The 
inference from this and similar facts seemed to me to be, that new 
works were often judged of by the public, not so much from tlieir 
own intrinsic merit, as from extrinsic ideas which readers had 
previously formed with regard to tliem, and over which a writer 
might hope to triumph by patience and by exertion. There is a 
risk in the attempt ; 

** If bo fall in, good night, or sink or swim." 
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But this is a chanco incident to every literary attempt, and by 
\^’llicil men of a sanguine temper are little moved. 

I may illustrate what I mean, by the feelings of most men in 
travelling. If we have found any stage particularly tedious, or 
in an especial degree interesting, particularly short, or much longer 
than wo expected, our imaginations are so apt to exaggerate the 
original impression, that, on repeating the journey, we usually 
find that wo have considerably over-rated the predominating 
tpiality, and tlie road appears to be duller or more pleasant, shorter 
or more tedious, than what we expected, and, consequently, tlian 
what is the actual case. It requires a third or fourth journey to 
enable us to form an accurate judgment of its beauty, its length, 
or its other attributes. 

In the same manner, the public, judging of a new work, which 
it receives perhaps with little expectation, if surprised into 
apijlausc, becomes very often ecstatic, gives a great deal more 
approbation than is due, and elevates tlie child of its immediate 
favour to a rank which, as it affects the author, it is equally 
difficult to kticp, and painful to lose. If, on this occasion, the 
author trembles at the height to which he is raised, and becomes 
afraid of the shadow of his own renown, ho may indeed retire 
from the lottery with the prize which he has drawn, but, in future 
ages, his honour will be only in proportion to his labours. If, 
on the contrary, he rushes again into the lists, he is sure to be 
judged with severity proportioned to the former favoitr of Uie 
public. If he he daunted by a bad reception on this second occa- 
sion, he may again become a stranger to tlie arena. If, on the 
contrary, he can keep his ground, and stand the shuttlecock’s fate, 
of being struck up and down, ho will probably, at length, hold 
with some certainty the level in public opinion which he may be 
found to deserve ; and he may perhaps boast of arresting the 
general attention, in the same manner as the Bachelor Samson 
Carrasco, of fixing the weathercock La Giralda of Seville for 
weeks, months, or years, that is, for as long as the wind shall 
uniformly blow from one quarter. To this degree of popularity 
the author liad the hardihood to aspire, whDe, in order to attain 
it, he assumed the daring resolution to keep himself in the view 
of the public by frequent appearances before them. 

It must be added, that the author’s incognito gave him the 
greater courage to renew his attempts to please the public, and 
an advantage similar to tliat which Jack the Giant-killer received 
from his coat of darluioss. In sending the Abbot forth so soon 
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after the Monastery, he had used the well-known practice recom 
mended by Basaanio : — 

“ In my school days, whpn I had lost one shaft, 

1 shot another of tlie self same fliR:ht, 

The selfsame way, with more advised watch, 

To find the other forth.” 

And, to continue the simile, Ms shafts, like those of the lesser 
Ajax, were discharged more readily that the archer was as 
inaccessible to criticism, |)ersonally speaking, as the Grecian 
archer under his brother’s sevenfold shield. 

Should file reader desire to know upon what principles the 
Abbot was expected to amend the fortune of the Monastery, I 
have first to rec^uest his attention to the Intn^diictory Epistlo 
addressed to the imaginary Captain Clutterbiick ; a mf)de by 
which, like his predecessors in this walk of fiction, the real author 
makes one of his dramatis personoe the means of comniuiiicating 
his own sentiments to the public, somewhat more artificially than 
by a direct address to tlie readers. A pleasing French writer of 
fairy tales. Monsieur Pajoii, author of the History of Prince Soly, 
has set a diverting example of the same machinery, where he 
introduces the presiding Genius of the land of Komance convers- 
ing with one of the personages of the tale. 

In this Introductory Epistle, the author communicates, in con- 
fidence, to Captain Clutterbuck, his sense that the White Lady 
had not met the taste of the times, and his rca.son for withdrawiig 
her from the scene. The author did not deem it equally neces- 
sary to bo candid respecting anotlicr alteration. The Monastery 
was designed, at fii’gt, to have contained some supernatural 
agency, arising out of the fact, that Melrose had been the place 
of deposit of the rpeeat Robert Bruce’s heart. The writer shrunk, 
however, from filling up, in tliis particular, the sketch as it w'as 
originally tmeed ; nor did he veiitui’e to resume, in the continua- 
tion, the subject which he had left unattempted in tlie original 
work. Thus, the incident of the discovery of the heart, which 
occupies the greater part of the Introduction to tlie Monastery, 
is a mystery unnecessarily introduced, and which remains at last 
very imperfectly explained. In this particular, I was happy to 
shroud myself by tlie example of the author of “Caleb Williams,” 
who never condescends to inform us of the actual contents of that 
Iron Chest which makes such a figure in his interesting work, 
and gives the name to Mr Colman’s drama. 

The public had some claim to inquire into this matter, but it 
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t?eeraed indifferent policy in the author to give the explanation. 
For, whatever praise may be due to the ingenuity which brings 
to a general combination all the loose threads of a narrative, like 
the knitter at the finishing of her stocking, 1 am greatly deciuved 
if in many cases a superior advantage is not attained, by the air 
of reality which the deficiency of explanation attaches to a work 
written on a different system. In life itself, many things befall 
every mortal, of which the individual never knows the real cause 
or origvi ; and were we to point out the most marked distinction 
between a real and a fictitious narrative, we would say, that the 
former, in reference to the remote causes of the events it relates, 
is obscuiHi, doubtful, and mysterious ; w'hcroas, in the latter case, 
it is a part of the author’s duty to afford satisfactory detiiils upon 
the causes of the separate events ho has recorded, and, in a word, 
to account for every thing. The reader, like Mungo in the Pad- 
lock, will not be satisfied w ith hearing what hi* is not made fully 
to comprehend. 

J omitted, therefore, in the Introduction to the Abbot, any 
attempt to explain the previous story, or to apologize fin* uninUd- 
ligibility. 

Neither would it have been prudent to have endeavoured to 
proclaim, in the Introduction to the Abbot, the real spring, by 
which 1 hoped it might attract a greater degree of interest than 
its immediate predecessor. A taking title, or the aunouncement 
of a popular subject, is a recipe for success much in favour with 
booksellers, but which authors w'ill not always find efficacious. 
The cause is worth a moment’s examinatiun. 

I'lierc. occur in every country some peculiar historical charac- 
ters, which are, like a spell or charm, sovereign to excite curiosity 
and attract attention, since every one in the slightest degree 
interested in tlie land which they belong to, has heard mucli of 
them, and longs to hear more. A tale turning on the fo^tun^^s of 
Alfred or Elizaboth in England, or of Wallace or Bruce in Scot- 
land, is sure by the very announcement to excite public curiosity 
to a considerable degree, and ensure the publisher’s being roheved 
of the greater part of an impression, even before the contents of 
tlie work are known. This is of the last importance to the book- 
seller, who is at once, to use a technical phrase, brought home,” 
all his outlay being repaid. But it is a diffeireiit case with the 
author, since it cannot be denied that wo are apt to feel least 
satisfied with the works of w'hich we have been induced, by titles 
and laudatory advertisements, to entertain exaggarated expec- 
tations. The intention of the work has been anticipated, and 
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misconceived or misrepresented, and although tlie difficulty of 
executing the work again reminds us of Hotspur's task of "o’er- 
walkiug a current roaring loud,” yet the adventurer must look 
for more ridicule if he fails, tlian applause if he executes, his 
undertaking. 

Notwithstanding a risk, which should make authors pause ero 
they adopt a themo which, exciting general interest and curiosity, 
is often the preparative for disappointment, yet it would be an 
injudicious regulation wdiich should deter the poet or painter from 
attempting to introduce historical portraits, merely from the diffi- 
culty of executing the task in a satisfactory manner. Something 
must be trusted to the generous impulse*, which often tliinists an 
artist upon feats of which he knows the difficulty, while he trusts 
courage and exertion may afford the means of surmounting it. 

It is especially when he is sensible of losing ground with the 
public, tliat an author may be justified in using with address, such 
selection of subject or title as is most likely to procure a rehear- 
ing. It was with these feelings of hope and apprehension, that I 
ventured to awaken, in a work of fiction, the memory of Queen 
Mary, so interesting by her wit, her beauty, her misfortunes, and 
the mystery which still does, and probably always will, overhang 
lier history. Jn doing so, I was aware that failure would be a 
conclusive disaster, so that my task was something like that of an 
enchanter who raises a spirit over whom he is uncertain of pos- 
sessing an effectual control ; and I naturally paid attention to 
such principles of composition, as 1 conceived were best suited to 
the historical novel. 

Enough has been already said to explain the purpose of com- 
posing the Abbot. I’he historical references are, as usual, 
explained in the notes. That which relates to Queen Mary’s 
escape from Lochleveii Castle, is a more minute account of that 
romantic adventure, than is to be found in the histories of the 
period. 


A BBOYSPORO, 

\tt January, 1831. 



INTRODUCTORY EPISTLP: 


FROM 

THE AUTHOR OF « WAVERLEY 

TO 

CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCrC, 

OF Ills MAJliSXy’s REOIMENT OF INFANTRY. 


Dear Capt4.in, 

I AM sorry to observe, by your last favour, tliat you disapprove 
of the numerous retrenchments and alterations which 1 have been 
under the necessity of making on the Manuscript of your friend, 
the Benedictine, and I willingly make you the medium of apology 
to many, who have honoured mo more than I deserve. 

1 admit that iny retrenchments have been numerous, and 
leave gaps in the story, which, in your original manuscript, would 
have ruu well-nigli to a fourth volume, as my printer assures me. 
I am sensible, besides, that, in consequence of the liberty of cur- 
tailment you have allowed me, some parts of the story have been 
huddled up without the necessary details. But, after all, it is 
better tliat the travellers should have to step over a ditch, than 
to wade through a morass — that the reader should have to 
suppose what may easily be inferred, thim be obliged to creep 
througii pages of dull explanation. I have struck out, for ex- 
ample, the w'hole machinery of the White Lady, and the poetry 
by which it is so ably supported, in the original manuscript. But 
you must allow that the public taste gives little encouragement 
to those legendary superstitions, which formed alternately the 
delight and the terror of our predecessors. In like manner, much 
is omitted illustrative of the impulse of enthusiasm in favour of 
tlie ancient religion in Mother Magdalen and tlie Abbot. But 
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we do not feel deep sympathy at this period with what was once 
the most powerful and animating principle in Europe, with the 
exception of that of Hie Rcfornialion, by which it was successfully 
opposed. 

You rightly observe, that these retrenchments have rendered 
the title no longer applicable to the subject, and that sorao other 
would have been more suitable to the Work, in its present state, 
than that of The Aiibot, who made so much greater figure in tho 
original, and for whom your friend, the Benedictine, seems to 
have inspired you with a sympathetic respect. I must plead 
guilty to this accusation, observing, at the same time, in manner 
of extenuation, that tliough the objection might have been easily 
removed, by giving a new title to the Work, yet, in doing so, 1 
should have destroyed the necessai'y coliesion between the present 
history, and its predecessor The Monastktiy, whieli 1 was unwil- 
ling to do, as the period, and several of the personages, were tho 
same. 

After all, my good friend, it is of little consequence what the 
work is called, or on what interest it turns, provided it catches 
tho public attention ; for the quality of the wine (could wo but 
ensure it) may, according to the old proverb, render the bush 
unnecessary, or of little consequence. 

I congratulate you upon your ha\nng found it consistent with 
prudence to establish your Tilbury, and approve of tho colour, 
and of your boy’s livery, (subdued green and pink.) — As you 
talk of completing your descriptive poem on the “ Ruins of Ken- 
naquhair, with notes by an Antiquary,” 1 hope you have procured 
a steady horse. — I remain, with compliments to all friends, dear 
Captain, very much 


Yours, &c. ^c, &;c. 


The Author of Waverley. 
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CHAPTER I. 

JJomuvi mansil — hwani fecit. 

Anciunc Human Epitaph. ' 

She kcepit oluse the lions, and birlit at tliu quhelc. 

Gavvaint Douolab. 

The time which passes over our heads so imperceptibly, makes 
the same gradual change in habits, mauiiers, aiul charactci*, as in 
personal appearance. At the revolution of every fis'C years we 
lind ourselves another, and yet the same — there is a change of 
views, and no less of the light in wiiich we regard them ; a 
change of motives as well as of actions. Neai'ly twice that space 
had glided away over the head of Halbert Glen dinning and his 
lady, betwixt the period of our former narrative, in wliich they 
played a distinguished part, and the date at wliich our present 
talc commences. 

Two circumstances only had imbittcred their union, which W'as 
otherwise as happy as mutual affection could render it. The first 
of these was indeed the comiiion calamity of Scotland, being tlie 
disti'acted state of that unhappy country, where every man’s 
sword was directed against his neighbour’s bosom. Glendin- 
ning had proved what Murray expected of him, a steady friend, 
strong in battle, and wLse in counsel, adhering to him, from 
motives of gratitude, in situations whi're by Ills own unbiassed 
will he would either have stood neuter, or have joined the opixi- 
site party. Hence, when danger was near — and it was seldom 
far distant — Sir Halbert Gleiidiiining, for he now bore the rank 
of knighthood, was perpetually summoned to attend his patr<m on 
distant expeditions, or on perilous enterprises, or to assist him 
with his counsel in tlie doubtful intrigues of a half-barbarous 
court. He was thus frequently, and for a long space, absent 
from his castle and from his lady ; and to this ground of regret 
we must add, that their union had not been blessed with children, 
to occupy the attention of the Lady of Avenel, while she was thus 
deprived of her husband’s domestic society. 
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On such occasions she lived almost entirely secluded from the 
world, within the walls of her paternal mansion. V isiting amongst 
neighbours was a matter entirely out of tho question, unless on 
occasions of solemn festival, and then it was chiefly confliied to 
near kindred. Of these the J^ady of Avenel had none who 
survived, and the dames of the neighbouring barons affected to 
regard her less as the heiress of the House of Avenel, than as tlie 
wife of a peasant, the son of a church- vassiil, raised up to mush- 
room eminence by the capricious favour of Murnay. 

The pride of ancestry, which rankled in the bosom of the 
ancient gentry, was more openly cxpriissed by their ladies, and 
was, moreover, imbittered not a little by tlie political fends of the 
time, for most of the Southron chiefs were friends to the authority 
of the Queen, and very jealous of the power of Murray. The 
Castle of Avenel was, therefore, on all these accounts, as melan- 
choly and solitary a rtjsidence for its lady as could well be 
imagined. Still it had tho essential recommendation of great 
security. The reader is already aware that tlio fortress was built 
upon an islet on a small lake, and was only accessible by a cause- 
way, intersected by a double ditch, defended by two draw-bridges, 
so that without artillery, it might in those days be considered as 
impregnable. It was only necessary, theref()i‘e, to secure against 
surprise, and the service of six able men within the castle was 
sufficient for that purpose. If more serious danger threatened, 
an ample garrison was supplied by the male inhabitants of a little 
hamlet, which, under the auspices of Halbert Glendinning, had 
arisen on a small piece of level ground, betwixt the lake and tlie 
hill, nearly adjoining to the spot where tho causeway joined the 
mainland. The Lord of Avenel had found it an easy matter to 
procure inhabitants, as he was not only a kind and beneficent 
overlord, but well qualified, both by his excpericnce in arms, his 
high character for wistlom and integrity, and his favour with tho 
powerful Earl of Murray, to protect ainl defend those who dwelt 
under his banner. In leaving his castle for any length of time, 
he had, therefore, the consolation to reflect, that this village 
afforded, on the slightest notice, a band of thirty stout men, 
which was more than sufficient for its defence ; while the families 
of the villagers, as was usual on such occasions, fled to tlie recesses 
of the mountains, drove their cattle to the same places of shelter, 
and left the enemy to work their wdll on their miserable cottages. 

One guest only resided generally, if not constantly, at the 
Castle of Avenel. This was Henry Warden, who now felt him- 
self less able for the stormy task imposed on the reforming 
clergy ; and having by his zeal given personal offence to many 
of the loading nobles and chiefs, did not consider himself as 
perfectly safe, unless when within the walls of the strong mansion 
of some assured friend. He ceased not, however, to serve his 
cause as eagerly with his pen, as he had formerly done with his 
tongue, and had engaged in a furious and acrimonious contest. 
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concerning tho sacrifice of the mass, as it was termed, with 
the Abbot Eustatius, formerly the Sub-Prior of Kennaquhair, 
Answers, replies, duplies, triplies, quadniplics, followed thick 
upon each other, and displayed, as is not unusual in controversy, 
fully as much zeal as Cliristian charity. The disputation very 
soon became as celebrated as that of John Knox and the Abbot 
of Crosraguel, raged nearly as fiercely, and, for aught I know, the 
publications to which it gave rise may be as precious in the eyes 
of bibliographers. * But the engrossing nature of his occupation 
rendered the theologian not the most interesting companion for a 
solitary female ; and his grave, stern, and absorbed deportment, 
which seldom sliewed any interest except in that which concerned 
his religious profession, made his presence rather add to than dimi- 
nish the gloom which hung over tho Castle of Avenel. To super- 
intend the tasks of iniincroiis female domesticM, was the pi'ineipftl 
part of the Lady’s daily employment; her spindle and distaff, her 
Bible, and a solitary walk upon the battlements of the castle, or 
upon the causeway, or occasionally, but more seldom, upon the 
banks of the little lake, consumed the rest of the day. But so 
great was tho insecurity of the p(*riod, that when she ventured te 
extend her walk beyond the hamlet, the warder on the watch- 
tower w’as directed to keep a sharp look-out in every direction, 
and four or five men held themselves in readiness to mount and 
sally forth from tho castle on tho slightest ajipearance of alarm. 

Thus stood affairs at the castle, when, after an absence of 
several weeks, the Knight of Aveiicl, which was now tho title 
most frequently given to Sir Halbert G’eiidinuhig, was daily 
expected to return home. Day after day, however, passed away, 
and he returned not. Jjcttcrs hi those days were rarely written, 
and tlie Knight must have resorted to a secretary to express his 
intentions in that manner ; besides intercourso of all kinds was 
precarious and unsafe, and no man cared to give any public 
intimation of the time and direction of a journey, since, if his 
route were publicly known, it was always likely ho might in that 
case meet with more enemies than friends upon the road. The 
precise day, tlierefore, of Sir Halbert’s return was not fixed, but 
that which his lady’s fond expectation had calculated upon in her 
own mind had long since passed, and hope delayed began to make 
tho heart sick. 

It was upon the evening of a sultry summer’s day, when the 
sun was half-sunk behind the distant western mountains of 
Liddesdale, that the Lady took her solitary walk on the battle- 
ments of a range of buildings, which formed the front of tho 
castle, where a flat roof of fiag-stoncs presented a broad and 
convenient promenade. Tho level surface of tho lake, undis- 
turbed except by the occasional dipping of a teai-duck, or coot, 

* The tracts which appeared in the Disputation between the Scottish Reformer 
and Quentin Kennedy, Abbot of Crohraguel, are among the scarcest in Scottidl 
Bibliography. See M‘Crie’8 li/e qf Knox, p. 258. 
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Was gilded with the beams of the setting luminary, and reflected, 
as if in a golden mirror, the hills amongst which it lay embosomed. 
The scene, otherwise so lonely, was occasionally enlivened by the 
voices of the children in the village, which, softened by distance, 
reached the ear of the Lady, in her solitary walk, or by the distant 
call of tlie herdsman, as ho guided his cattle from the glen in 
which they had pastured all day, to place tlicm in greater security 
for the night, in the immediate vicinity of the village. The deep 
lowing of tlie cows seemed to demand the attendance of the milk- 
maidcus, who, singing slirilly and merrily, strolled forth, each 
with her pail on her head, to attend to the duty of the evening. 
The Lady of Avcnel looked and listened ; tlie sounds which she 
heard reminded her of former days, when her most important 
employment, as well as her greatest delight, was to assist Dame 
Glendiuning and Tibb Tacket in milking the cows at Glcndearg. 
The thought was fraught with melancholy. 

“ AVhy was I not,” she said, “ the peasant girl which in all men’s 
eyes I seemed to be 1 Halbert and 1 had then spent our life 
jieacefully in his native glen, undisturbed by the phantoms cither 
of fear or of ambition, llis gi'catost pride had then been to shew 
the fairest herd in the Ualidonie ; his greatest danger to repel 
some pilfering snatcher from the Border ; and the utmost distance 
which would have divided us, would have been the chase of some 
out-lying doer. But, alas ! what avails the blood which Halbert 
has shed, ^nd the dangers which he encounters, to support a name 
and rank, dear to him because he has it from me, but which we 
shall never transmit to our posterity ! with me the name of 
Avenel must expii*e,” 

She sighed as these reflections arose, and, looking towards the 
shore of the lake, her eye was attracted by a group of children of 
various ages, assembled to see a little ship, constructed by some 
village artist, perform its first voyage on the water. It was 
launched amid the shouts of tiny voices and the clapping of little 
hands, and shot bravely forth on its voyage with a favouring 
wind, which pTOmisod to carry it to the other side of the lake. 
Some of the bigger boys ran round to receive and secure it on 
tho farther shore, tryiug their speed against each other as they 
sprang like young fawns along the shingly verge of the lake. 
The rest, for whom such a journey seemed too arduous, remained 
watching the motions of tho foiry vessel from tlie spot where it 
had been launched. The sight of tlieir sports pressed on the 
mind of the childless Lady of Avenel. 

Why are none of these prattlers mine 1” she continued, 
pursuing the tenor of her melancholy reflections. Their parents 
can scarce And them the coarsest food — and I, who could nurse 
them in plenty, I am doomed never to hoar a child call me mother !” 

The thought sunk on her heart with a bitterness which re- 
sembled envy, so deeply is the desire of offspring implanted in 
the female breast. She pressed her hands together as ii' she were 
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wringing them in the extremity of her desolate fooling, as one 
whom Hoavcn had written childless. A large stag-hound of the 
greyhound species approached at tliis moment, and, attracted 
perhaps by the gesture, licked her liands and pressed his large 
hoad against them. He obtained the desired caress in return, 
but still the sad impression remained. 

“ Wolf,” she said, as if the animal could have understood her 
complaints, “ thou art a noble and beautiful animal ; but, alas ! 
the love and affection that T long to bestow, is of a quality higher 
than can fall to tliy share, though I love thee much.” 

And, as if she wore apologizing to W olf for withholding from 
him any part of her regard, she caressed his proud head and 
crest, while, looking in her eyes, he seemed to ask her what she 
wanted, or what he could do to shew his attachment. At tliis 
moment a shriek of distress was heard on the shore, frc»in the 
playful group which had been lately so jovial. The Lady looked, 
and saw the cause with great agony. 

The little ship, the object of the children’s delighted attention, 
had stuck among some tufts of the plant which bears the water- 
lily, that marked a slioal in the lake about an arrow-flight from 
the shore. A hardy little boy, w'ho had taken the lead in tlio 
race round the margin of the lake, did not hesitate a moment to 
strip off his wi/lk-coatf plunge into the water, and swim towards 
the object of their common solicitude. The fii’st movement of 
the Lady was to call for help ; but she observed that the boy 
swam strongly and fearlessly, and as she saw that one or tw'o 
villagers, who were distant spectators of the incident, seemed to 
give themselves no unoasinoss on his account, she supposed tliat 
ho was accustomed to the exercise, and that there w'as no danger. 
But whether, in swimming, the boy had struck his breast against 
a sunken rock, or wdicther he was suddenly taken with cramp, or 
whether he had over-calculated his own strength, it so happened, 
that when he ha<l disembarrassed the little plaything from the 
flags ill which it was entangled, and sent it forward on its course, 
ho had scarce swam a few yards in his way to the shore, than he 
raised himself suddenly from the water, and screamed aloud, 
clapping his hands at the same time with an expression of fear 
and pain. 

The Lady of Avencl, instantly taking the alarm, called hastily 
to the attendants to get the boat ready. But tliis was an affair 
of some time. The only boat permitted to be used on the lake, 
was moored within the second cut which intersected the canal, 
and it was several minutes ere it could be unmoored and got 
under way. Meantime, the Lady of Aveiiel, with agonizing 
anxiety, saw that the efforts tliat the poor boy made to keep him- 
self afloat, were now exchanged for a faint struggling, which would 
soon liave been over, but for aid equally prompt and unhoped for. 
Wolf, who, like some of that large species of greyhound, was a 
practised water-dog, had marked the object of her anxiety, and. 
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quitting his mistress’s side, had sought tlic nearest point from 
which he could with safety plunge into tho lake. With the 
wonderful instinct which tlieae noble animals have so often dis- 
played in the like circumstances^ ho swam straight to tlie spot 
where his assistance was so much wanted, and seizing the child’s 
under-dress in his mouth, ho not only kept him afloat, but towed 
him towards the causeway. The boat having put off witli a couple 
of men, met the dog half-way, and relieved him of his burden. 
They landed on the causeway, close by the gate of the castle, 
with their yet lifeless charge, and w'ero thei*e mot by the Lady of 
Avenel, attended by one or two of her maidens, eagerly waiting 
to administer assistance to tho sufferer. 

He was borne into the casde, deposited upon a bed, and every 
mode of recovery resorted to, which the knowledge of the times, 
and the skill of Henry Warden, who professed some medical 
science, could dictate. For some time it was all in vain, and the 
Lady watched, with unspeakable earnestness, tho pallid counte- 
nance of the beautiful child. He seemed about ton years old. His 
dress was of the meanest sort, but his long curled hair, and the 
noble cast of liis features, partook not of that poverty of appear- 
ance. The proudest noble in Scotland might have been yet 
prouder could he have called that child his lieir. While, with 
breathless anxiety, the Lady of Avenel gazed on his well-formed 
and expressive features, a slight shade of colour returned gra- 
dually to the cheek ; siisj)ciided animation became restored by 
degrees, the child sighed deeply, opened his eyes, which to tho 
human countenance produces the effect of light upon the natural 
landscape, stretched his arms towards the Lady, and muttered tlie 
word “ Mother,” that epithet, of all otlicrs, which is dearest to tlie 
female ear. 

"God, madam,” said the preacher, "has restored tho child 
to your wishes ; it must be yours so to bring him up, that he 
may not one day wish that he had perished in his innocence.” 

" It shall be iny charge,” said the Lady ; and again throwing 
her arms around the boy, she ovei whelmed him with kisses and 
caresses, so much was she agitated by tlie terror arising from the 
danger in which ho had been just placed, and by joy at his unex- 
pected deliverance. 

" But you are not my mother.” said the boy, recovering his 
recollection, and endeavouring, though laintly, to escape from the 
caresses of the Lady of Avenel ; " you are not my mother,” — 
alas 1 I have no mother — only 1 have dreamt that I bad one.” 

" I will read the dream for you, my love,” answered the Lady 
of Avenel ; " an<i I will be myself your mother. Surely God has 
heard my wishes, and, in his own marvellous manner, hath sent 
me an object on which my affections may expand themselves.” 
She looked towards Warden as she spoke. The preacher hesi- 
tated what he should reply to a burst of passionate feeling, which, 
perhaps, seemed to him more enthusiastic than the occasion 
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clemandeil. In the meanwhile, the large stag-hound, W olf, which, 
dripping wet as he was, had followed his mistress into the apart- 
ment, and had sat by the bedside, a patient and quiet spectator 
of all the means used for resuscitation of the being whom he had 
preserved, now became impatient of remaining any longer un- 
noticed, and began to whine and fawn upon the Lady with his 
great rough paws. 

“ Yes,” she said, ‘‘ good Wolf, and you shall be remembered 
also for your day’s work ; and T will think the more of you for 
having proserved tho life of a creature so beautiful.” 

But Wolf w'as not quite satisiied with the share of attention 
which he thus attracted ; he persisted in whining and pawing upon 
his mistress, bis cavesscs rendered still more troublesome by Jiis 
long shaggy hair being so much and thoroughly wetted, till she 
desired one of the domestics, with whom he was familiar, to call the 
animal out of tho apartment. Wolf resisted every invitation to this 
purpose, until hi.s mistress positively commanded him to ho gone, 
in an angry tone ; when, turning towards the bed on which tho boy 
still lay, half aw'ake to sensation, half drowned in the meanders of 
fluctuating delirium, he uttered a deep and savage growl, curled 
up his nose and lips, shewing his full mugo of white and sharpened 
teeth, whicli might have matched those of an actual wolf, and 
then, turning round, sullenly followed the domestic out of tho 
apartment. 

“ It is singular,” said tho liudy, addressing Warden ; ‘‘ tho 
animal is not only so good-iiatuivd to all, but so pai*ticularly fond 
of children. What can ail him at the little fellow whose life he 
IniH saved 1” 

“ I)<jgs,” replied the preacher, ‘‘ arc but too like the human 
ra(‘o ill their foibles, though tlieir instinct bo less erring than the 
reason of poor mortal man when relying upon his own unassisted 
powers. Jealousy, my good lady, is a piission not unknown to 
them, and they often evince it, not only with respect to the pre- 
ferences which they see given by their masters to individuals of 
their own species, but even when their rivals are children. You 
liavc caressed that child much and eagerly, and the dog considers 
liimself as a discarded favourite.*' 

“ It is a strange instinct,” said the Lady ; “ and from the 
gravity with which you mention it, my reverend friend, I would 
almost say that you supposed this singular jealousy of ray favour- 
ite Wolf, was not only well founded, but justifiable. But perhaps 
you speak in jest 1” 

" 1 seldom jest,” answered the preacher ; “ h*fe was not lent to 
us to bo expended in that idle mirth which resembles tho crack- 
ling of thorns under the pot. I would only have you derive, if it 
so please you, tliis lesson from what 1 have said, that tlie best of 
our feelings, when indulged to excess, may give pain to others. 
There is but one in which wc may indulge to the utmost limit of 
vehemence of which our bosom is capable, secure tliat excess 
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cannot exist in the greatest intensity to which it can he excited — 
I mean the love of our Maker.” 

“ Surely,” said the Lady of Avei#l, “we are commanded by 
the same authority to love our neighbour 1” 

“ Ay, madam,” said Warden, “ but our love to God is to be 
unbounded — we arc to love him with our whole heart, our 
whole soul, and our whole strength. The love which the precept 
commands us to bear to our neighbour, has affixed to it a direct 
limit and qualiftcation — we are to love our neighbour as ourself ; 
as it is elsewhere explained by the great commandment, tliut we 
must do unto him as we would that ho should do unto us. Here 
there is a limit, and a bound, even to the most )>raiseworthy of 
our affections, so far as they are turned upon sublunary and ter- 
restrial objects. Wo are to render to our neighbour, whatever be 
his rank or degree, that corresponding portion of aficction with 
which we could rationally expect wc should ourselves be regarded 
by those standing in the same relation to us. Hence, neither 
husband nor wife, neither son nor daughter, neither friend nor 
relation, are lawfully to be made the objects of our idolatry. The 
Lord our God is a jealous God, and will not endure that we bestow 
on the creature that extremity of devotion which Ho who made 
us demands as his own share. I say to you, Lady, that even in 
the fairest, and purest, and most honourable feelings of our nature, 
there is that original taint of sin which ought to make us pause 
and hesitate, ere we indulge them to excess.” 

“ I m^derstand not this, reverend sir,” said the Lady ; “ nor do 
I guess what 1 can have now said or done, to draw down on me 
an admonition which has something a tasto of reproof.” 

“ Lady,” said Warden, “ 1 crave your pardon, if I have urged 
aught beyond the limits of my duty. Hut consider, whether in 
the sacred promise to be not only & protectress, but a mother, to 
this poor child, your purpose may meet the wishes of the noble 
knight your husband. The fondness which you have lavished on 
the unfortunate, and, I own, most lovely child, has met something 
like a reproof in the bearing of your household dog. — Displease 
not your noble husband. Men, as well as animals, are jealous of 
the affections of those tliey love.” 

“ This is too much, reverend sir,” said the Lady of A vend, 
greatly offended. “ You have been long our guest, and have 
received from the Knight of Avcnel and myself tliat honour and 
regard which your character and profession so justly demand. 
But J am yet to learn that we have at any time authorized your 
interference in onr family arrangements, or placed you as a judge 
of our conduct towards each other, I pray tliis may be forborne 
in future.” 

“ Lady,” replied the preacher, with the boldness peculiar to the 
clergy of his persuasion at that time, “ when you weary of my 
admonitions — when 1 see that my services are no longer accept- 
able to you, and the noble knight your husband, I shall know that 
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iny Master wills me no longer to abide here ; and, praying for a 
continuance of his best blessings on your family, 1 will then, were 
the season the depth of wl|ter, and the hour midnight, walk out 
on yonder waste, and travel forth through these wild mountains, as 
lonely and unaided, though far more helpless, than when 1 first 
met your husband in the valley of Glendearg. But while I remain 
here, I will not see you err from the true path, no, not a hair’s- 
breadth, witliout making the old man’s voice and remonstrance 
heard.” 

“ Nay, hut,” said the Lady, w'ho both loved and respected the 
good man, tliough sometimes a little offended at what slie con- 
ceived to be an exuberant degree of zeal, wc will not part this 
way, my good friend. Women ai’o quick and hasty in their feel- 
ings ; but, believe me, my wishes and my purposes towards this 
child are such as both my husband and. you will approve of.” 
The clergyman bowed, and retreated to his own apartment. 


CHAPTER II. 

Ifow Btcadfaatly ho fix’d his cyos on me— 

Ills dark eyes shining Ihrougii Icrgotten tears — 

Then stretch’d his httlo anns, and call’d me mother I 
What could 1 do? I took the bantling homo — 

1 could not tell the imp he bad no mother. 

Count Basil. 

When Warden had loft the apartment, the Lady of Avenel 
gave way to the feelings of tenderness which the sight of the boy, 
Ills sudden danger, and his recent escape, had inspired ; and no 
longer awed by the sternness, as she deemed it, of the preacher, 
heaped with caresses the lovely and interesting child. Ho was 
now, in some measure, recovered from the consequences of liis 
accident, and received passively, though not without wonder, the 
tokens of kindness with which he was thus loaded. The face of 
the lady was strange to him, and her dress different and far more 
sumptuous than any he remembered. But the boy was naturally 
of an undaunted temper ; and indeed children are generally acute 
physiognomists, and not only pleased by that which is beautiful 
in itself, but peculiarly quick in distinguishing and replying to 
the attentions of those who really love them. It they see a person 
in company, tliough a perfect stranger, who is by nature fond of 
children, the little imps seem to discover it by a sort of free- 
masonry, while the awkward attempts of those who make 
advances to them for the purpose of recommending themselves to 
the parents, usually fail in attracting their reciprocal attention. 
The little boy, therefore, appeared in some degree sensible of the 
lady’s caresses, and it was with difficulty she withdrew herself 
from his pillow, to afford him leisure for necessary repose. 



20 


THE ABBOT. 


“ To i^hom belongs our little rescued varlet I” was the first 
question which the Lady of Avenel pjtf to her handmaiden Lilias, 
when they had retired to the liall. # 

“ To an old woman in the hamlet/* said Lilias, « who is even 
now come so far as the porter’s lodge to inquire concerning his 
safety. Is it your pleasure that slie be admitted 

“ Is it ray pleasure 1” said the Lady of Avenel, echoing the 
question with a strong accent of displeasure and surprise ; can 
you make any doubt of it ? What woman but must pity the 
agony of the motlier, whose heart is throbbing for the safety of a 
child so lovely !” 

“ Nay, but, madam,’* said Lilias, “ this woman is too old to be 
the motlier »)f the child ; T rather think she must be his grand- 
mother, or some more distant relation.** 

Be she who she will, Lilias,** replied the Lady, “ she must 
have an aching heart while the safety of a creature so lovely is 
uncertain. Go instantly and brin^her hither. Besides, I would 
willingly learn something concerning his birth,” 

Lilias left the hall, and presently afterwards returned, usher- 
ing in a tall female very poorly dressed, yet with more pretension 
to decency and cleanliness than was usually combined with such 
coarse garments. The Lady of Avenel knew her figure the instant 
she presented herself. It was the fashion of tlic family, that upon 
every Sabbath, and on two evenings in the week besides, Henry 
Warden preached or lectured in ttie chapel at the castle. The 
extension of the Protestant faith was, upon principle, as well as in 
good policy, a primary object with the Knight of Avenel. The in- 
habitants of the village were therefore invited to attend upon the 
instructions of Henry Warden, and many of them were speedily 
won to the doctrine which tlieir master and protector approved. 
These sermons, homilies, and lectu^s, had made a great impres- 
sion on the mind of the Abbot Eustace, or Eustatius, and were a 
sufficient spur to the seventy and sharpness of his controversy 
with his old fellow-col legiatc; and, ere Queen Mary w^as dethroned, 
and while the Catholics still had considerable authority in tlie 
Border provinces, ho more than once threatened to levy his 
vassals, and assail and level with the earth that stronghold of 
heresy the Castle of Avenel. But notwithstanding the Abbot’s 
impotent resentment, and notwithstanding also the disinclination 
of the country to favour the new religion, Henry Warden pro- 
ceeded without remission in his labours, and made weekly con- 
verts from the faith of Rome to that of the reformed church. 
Amongst those who gave most earnest and constant attendance 
on his ministry, was the aged woinan, whose form, tall, and other- 
wise too remarkable to be forgotten, the Lady had of late observed 
frequently as being conspicuous amongst the little audience. She 
had indeed more than once desired to know who that statcly- 
looking woman was, whose appearance was so much above the 
poverty of her vestments. But the reply had always been, that 
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she was an Englishwomani who was taiTj^ing for a season at tlie 
hamlet, and that no one Imew more concerning her. Slie now 
asked her after her name Shd birth. 

“ Magdalen Graeme is my name,” said the woman ; " I come 
of the Greumes of Heathcrgill, in Nicol-forest, * a people of ancient 
blood.” 

“ And what make you,” continued the Lady, “ so far distant 
from your home ?” 

“ I have no home,” said Magdalen Grmme, “ it was burnt by 
your Border-riders — my husband and my son were slain — there 
is not a drop’s blood left in the veins of any one which is of kin 
to mine.” 

“ That is no uncommon fate in these wild times, and in this 
unsettled land,” said the Lady ; " the English hands have been as 
deeply dyed in om' blood as ever those of Scotsmen have ])cen in 
yours.” 

“ You have right to say it. Lady,” answered Magdalen Graeme ; 
“ for men tell of a time when this castle was n()t strong enough to 
save your father’s life, or to afford your mother and her infant a 
place of rtifuge. And why ask je me, then, wherefore 1 dwell 
not in mine* own home, and with mine own people ?” 

“ It was indeed an idle question,” answered the Lady, where 
misery so often makes wanderers ; but wherefore take refuge in 
a hostile country ?” 

“ My neighbours were Popish and mass-mongers,” said tlie old 
w'omaii ; “ it has pleased Heaven to give me a clearer sight of the 
gospel, and I have tarried here to enjoy the ministry of that 
worthy man Henry Warden, w'ho, to the praise and comfort of 
many, toacheth the Evangel in truth and in sincerity.” 

“ Are you poor ?” agaiu demanded the Lady of Avenel. 

'"You hear me ask alms of no one,” answered the English- 
w'oman. 

Here there was a pause. The manner of the woman w'as, if 
not disrespectful, at least much less than gracious ; and she ap- 
peared to give no encouragement to farther communication. The 
Lady of A venel renewed tlie convci*sation on a different topic. 

" You have heard of the danger in which your boy has been 
placed r’ 

" 1 have. Lady, and how by an especial providence he w'as 
rescued from death. May Heaven make him thankful, and me 1” 

" What relation do you bear to him 1” 

" I am his grandmother, Lady, if it so please you ; the only 
relation he hath left upon earth to take charge of him.” 

" The burden of his maintenance must necessarily bo grievous 
to you in your deserted situation ?” pursued the Lady. 

" I have complaiued of it to no one,” said Magdalen Grcemc, 
with the same unmoved, dry, and unconcerned tone of voice, in 
wliich she liad answered all the former questions. 

« A district of Cumberland, lying close to the Scottish Border. 
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“ If/’ said the Lady of Avenel,“yoiirgraiidchild could be received 
into a noble family^ would it not advantage both him and you 1” 

‘‘ llecoived into a noble family I” said the old woman^ drawing 
herself up^ and bending her brows until her forehead was wrinkled 
into a frown of unusual severity ; and for what purpose, I pray 
you 1 — to be my lady’s page, or my lord’s jackman, to cat broken 
victuals, and contend with other menials for the remnants of the 
master’s meal 1 Would you have him to fan the flies from my 
lady’s face while she sleeps, to carry her train while she walks, 
to hand her trencher when she feeds, to ride before her on horse- 
back, to walk after her on foot, to sing when she lists, and to be 
silent when she bids 1 — a very weathercock, which, though fur- 
nished in appearance with wings and plumage, cannot soar into 
the air — cannot fly from the spot where it is perched, but 
receives all its impulses, and performs all its revolutions, obedient 
to the changeful breath of a vain woman ? When the eagle of 
Helvellyn perches on the tower of Lanercost, and turns and 
changes his place to shew how the wind sits, Roland Grteme shall 
be what you would make liim.” 

The woman spoke with a rapidity and vehemence which seemed 
to have in it a touch of insanity ; and a sudden souse of the 
danger to wiiich the child must necessarily be exposed in the 
charge of such a keeper, increased the Lady’s desire to keep him 
in tlie castle if possible. 

You mistake me, dame,” she said, addressing the old woman 
in a soothing manner ; “ I do not wish your boy to be in atten- 
dance on myself, but upon the good knight, my liusband. Were 
he himself the son of a belted earl, ho could not better be trained 
to arms, and all that befits a gentleman, than by the instructions 
and discipline of Sir Halbert Glendinning.” 

“ Ay,” answered the old woman, in the same style of bittbr 
irony, ‘‘I know the wages of that service ; — a curse when the 
corslet is not sufficiently brightened, — a blow when the girth is 
not tightly drawn, — to be beaten because the hounds are at fault, 
— to be reviled because the foray is unsuccessful, — to stain his 
hands for the master’s bidding in the blood alike of beast and of 
man, — to be a butcher of harmless deer, a murderer and defacer 
of God’s own image, not at his own pleasure, but at that of his 
lord, — to live a brawling ruffian, and a common stabber, — exposed 
to heat, to cold, to want of food, to all the privations of an 
anchoret, not for the love of God, but for the service of Satan, — 
to die by the gibbet, or in some obscure skirmish, — to sleep out 
his brief life in carnal security, and to awake in tho eternal fire, 
which is never quenched.” 

“'Nay,” said the Lady of Avenel, “but to such unhallowed 
course of life your grandson will not be here exposed. My hus- 
band is just and kind to those who live under his banner ; and 
you yourself well know, tJiat youth have hero a strict aa well as a 
good preceptor in the person of our chaplain.” 
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The old woman appeared to pause. 

“ You have named,” she said, “ the only circumstance which 
can move me. 1 must soon onward, the vision has said it — 1 
must not tarry in the same spot — I must on — I must on, it is my 
weird. — Swear, then, that you will protect the boy as if lie were 
your own, until 1 return hither and claim him, and I will consent 
for a space to part with him. But especially swear, he shall not lack 
the instruction of the godly man who hatli placed the gospel-truth 
high above tliose idolatrous shavelings, the monks and friars.” 

“ Be satisfied, dame,” said the Lady of Avcnel ; “ the boy shall 
have as much care as if he were born of my own blood. Will 
you see him now ?” 

No,” an.-wered the old woman, sternly ; "to partis enough. I 
go forth on rny own mission. 1 will not soften my heart by use- 
less tears and wailings, as one that is not called to a duty.” 

" Will you not accept of something to aid you in your pilgri- 
mage ?” said the Lady of Aveiiol, putting into her hands two 
crowns of the sun. The old woman Hung them down on the 
table. 

" Am I of the race of Cain,” she said, " proud Lady, that you 
offer me gold in exchange for my own flesh and blood ?” 

" f had no such meaning,” said the Lady, gently ; " nor am I 
the proud woman you term me. Alas ! my own fortunes might 
have taught me humility, even had it not been born with me.” 

The old woman seemed somewhat to relax her tone of severity. 

"You are of gentle blood,” sho said, "else wo had not par- 
leyed thus long together. — You are of gentle blood, and to such,” 
she added, drawing up her tall form as she spoke, " pride is as 
graceful as is the plume upon the bonnet. But for these pieces of 
gold, lady, you must needs resume them. I need not money. 1 
am well provided ; and I may not care for myself, nor think how, 
or by whom, J shall be sustained. Farewell, and keep your word. 
Cause your gates to be opened, and your bridges to be lowered. 
1 will set forward this very night. When I como again, I will 
demand from you a strict account, for I have left with you tlic 
jewel of my life ! Sleep will visit me but in .snatches, food will not 
refresh me, rest will not restore my strength, until I see Roland 
Graeme. Once more, farewell,” 

" Make your obeisance, dame,” said Lilias to Magdalen Graeme, 
as she retired, " make your obeisance to her ladyship, and thank 
her for her goodness, as is but fitting and right.” 

The old woman turned short around on the officious waiting- 
maid. "Let her make her obeisance to me then, and I will 
return it. Why should I bend to her ? — is it because her kirtle 
is of silk, and mine of blue lockeram ? — Go to, my lady’s waiting- 
woman. Know tliat the rank of the man rates that of the wife, 
and that she who marries a churl’s son, were she a king’s daugh- 
ter, is but a peasant’s bride,” 

Lilias was about to reply in great indignation, but her mistress 
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imposed silence on her, and commanded that the old woman 
should be safely conducted to the mainland. 

“ Conduct her safe !’* exclaimed the incensed waiting-woman, 
while Magdalen Graeme left the apartment ; " I say, duck her in 
the loch, and then we will see whether she is witch or not, as every 
body in tlie village of Lochside will say and swear. 1 marvel 
your ladyslnp could bear so long with her insolence.” But the 
commands of the Lady were obeyed, and the old dainc, dismissed 
from the castle, was committed to her fortune. She kept her 
word, and did not long abide in that place, leaving the hamlet on 
the very night succce«ling the interview, and wandering no one 
asked whither. The Lady of Avcncl inquired under what cir- 
cumstances she had appeared among tlicm, but could only learn 
that she was believed to be the widow of some man of consequence 
among the Grsemes who then inhabited the Dehateable Land, a 
name given to a certain portion of territory which was the fre- 
quent subject of dispute betwixt Scotland and England — that 
she had suffered great wrong in some of the frequent forays 
by which that unfortunate district was wasted, and had been 
driven from her dwelling-place. She had arrived in the hamlet 
no one knew for what purpose, and was held by some to be 
a witch, by others a zealous Protestant, and by otliers again a 
Catholic dovotcc. Her language \vas mysterious, and her man- 
ners repulsive ; and all that could be collected from her conver- 
sation seemed to imply that slio was under tho influence either of 
a spell or of a vow, — thoro w'as no saying which, since she talked 
as one who acted under a powerful and external agency. 

Such were the particulars which the Lady’s in(|uiries were 
able to collect concerning Magdalen Grspiiie, being far too meagre 
and contradictory to authorize any satisfactory deduction. In 
truth, tho miseries of the time, and the various turns of fate 
incidental to a frontier country, were perpetually chasing from 
their habitations those who ti'Jid not the means of dofciicc or pro- 
tection. These wanderers in the land were too often scon, to excite 
much attention or sympathy. Tiiey received the cold relief which 
was extorted by general feelings of humanity ; a little excited in 
some breasts, and perhaps rather chilled in others, by the recollec- 
tion that they who gave the charity to-day might themselves want 
it to-morrow. Magdalen Gnome, therefore, camo and departed 
like a shadow from the neigh1>ourhood of Avcnel Castle. 

The boy whom Providence, as she tljought, had thus strangely 
placed under her care, was at once established a favourite with 
the Lady of the castle. How could it be otherwise ? He became 
the object of thoso affectionate feelings, which, finding formerly 
no object on which to expand themselves, had increased the gloom 
of the coi^e, and imbittered the solitude of its mistress. ’'To teach 
him reading and writing as far as her skill went, to attend to 
liis childish comforts, to watch his boyish sports, became the 
Lady’s favourite amusement. In her circumstances, where tlio 
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ear only heard the lowing of the cattle from the distant hills, or 
the heavy step of the warder as he walked upon his post, or the 
half-envied laugh of her maiden as she tunied her wheel, the 
appearance of the blooming and beautiful boy gave an interest 
which can hardly be conceived by those who live amid gayer or 
busier scenes. Young Roland was to the Lady of Avenel what 
the flower, which occupies tlie window of some solitary captive, 
is to the poor wight by whom it is nursed and cultivated, — 
something which at once excited and repaid her care ; and in 
giving the boy her affection, she felt, as it were, grateful to him 
for releasing her from the state of dull apathy in which she had 
usually found herself during the absence of Sir Halbert Glendin- 
uing. 

But even the charms of this blooming favourite were unable to 
chase the recurring apprehensions which arose fi’om lierhushand^s 
procrastinated return. Soon after Roland Grmme became a 
resident at the castle, a groom, despatched by Sir Halbert, 
brought tidings that business still delayed the Knight at the Com-t 
of Holyrood. Tlie more distent period which the messenger had 
assigned for his master’s arrival at length glided away, summer 
melted into autumn, and autumn was about to give place to 
winter, and yet he came not. 


CHAPTER III. 

The waning harvest-moon shone broad and bright, 

Tho warder’s horn was heard at dead of night, 

And while the portals wide wore flung. 

With trampling hoofs the rocky pavement rung. 

LliVDE.V. 

“ And you, too, would bo a soldier, Roland said the Lady of 
Avenel to h<*r young charge, while, seated on a stone chair at 
one end of the battlements, she saw tho l>oy attempt, with a long 
sti(;k, to mimic the motions of the wimlur, as ho alternately 
shouldered, or ported, or sloped pike. 

Yes, Lady,” said tht* boy, — for bo was now familiar, and 
replied to her questions with readiness and alacrity, — ‘‘a soldier 
will I be ; for there ne’er was gentleman but who belted him with 
the brand.” 

“ Thou a gentlemau !” said Lilias^ who, as usual, was in atten- 
dance ; such a gentleman os T would make of a beau-cod with a 
rusty knife.” 

“ Nay, chide him not, Lilias,” said the Ijady of Avenel, ‘‘ for, 
boshrew me, but I think he comes of gentio blood — see how it 
musters in his face at your injurious reproof.” 

‘‘Had I my will, madam,” answered Lilias, “a good birchen 
wand should make his colour muster to better purpose still.” 
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•‘On my word, Lilias,” said the Lady, “one would think 
you had received harm from the poor boy — or is he so far on 
the frosty side of your favour because he enjoys the sunny side of 
mine 1” 

“ Over heavens forbode, my Lady !” answered Lilias ; “ I 
have lived too long with gentles, I praise my stars for it, to fight 
witli either follies or fantasies, whether they relate to beast, bird, 
or boy.” 

Lilias was a favourite in her own class, a spoiled domestic, and 
often accustomtid to take more license than her mistress was at 
all times willing to oucoumge. Cut what did not please the Lady 
of Avcnel, she did not choose to hear, and thus it was on the present 
occasion. She resolved to look more close and sharjily after the 
boy, who had hitherto been committed cliicfly to the management 
of Lilias. He must, she thought, be born of gentle blood ; it 
were shame to think otherwise of a form so noble, and features 
so fair ; — the very wildness in wdiich he occasionally indulged, 
his contempt of danger, and impatience of restraint, had in them 
something noble ; — assuredly the child was born of high rank. 
Such w'as her conclusion, and she acted u]>on it accordingly. 
The domestics around her, less jealous, or less scrupulous than 
Lilias, acted as servants usually dp, following tho bias, and 
flattering, for tlieir own purposes, the liunioiir of tlio Lady ; and 
the boy soon took on him those airs of superiority, which tlic sight 
of habitual deference bcldom fails to inspire. It seemed, in tinith, 
as if to command wore his natural sphere, so easily did he use 
himself to exact and receive compliance with his humours. The 
chaplain, indeed, might have interposed to check tlie air of assump- 
tion which lloland Grocme so readily indulged, and most probably 
would have willingly rendered him that favour ; but the neces- 
sity of adjusting with his brethren some disputed points of church 
discipline had withdrawn him for some time from the castle, and 
detained him in a distant part of the kingdom. 

Matters stood thus in the castle of Avcnel, w’hcn a winded 
bugle sent its shrill and prolonged notes from the shore of tho 
lake, and was replied to cheerily by tlie signal of tlie warder. 
The Lady of A vend knew the sounds of her husband, and nished 
to tho window of the apartment in w'hicli she was sitting. A band 
of about thirty spearmen, with a pennon displayed before them, 
winded along tlio indented shores of the lake, and approached the 
causeway. A single horseman rode at tho head of tlio party, his 
bright arms catching a glance of tlic October sun as he moved 
steadily along. Even at that distance, the Lady recognized the 
lofty plume, bearing tho mingled colours of her own liveries and 
those of Glen don wyne, blended with tlio holly -branch ; and the 
firm seat and dignified demeanour of the rider, joined to tlie stately 
motion of the dark-brown steed, sufficiently announced Halbert 
Glendinning. 

The Lady’s first thought was that of rapturous joy at her has- 
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band’s return — her second was connected with a fear which h&d 
sometimes intruded itself, that he might not altogether approve tlio 
peculiar distinction with wliich she had treated her orphan ward. 
In tins fear there was implied a consciousness, that tlie favour 
she had shewn him was excessive ; for Halbert Glendinning was 
at least as gentle ami indulgent, as he was firm and rational in 
the intercourse of his household ; and to her in particular, his 
conduct had ever been most affectionately tender. 

Yet she did fear, that, on the present occasion, her conduct 
might incur Sir Halbert’s censure ; and hastily resolving that she 
would not mention the anecdote of the boy until the next day, 
she ordered him to be withdrawn from the apartment by Lilias. 

“ 1 will not go with Lilias, madam,” answ'ered the spoiled child, 
who had more than once carried his point by perseverance, and 
who, like bis betters, delighted in the exercise of such authority, 
— I will not go to Lilias’a gousty roinn — I will stay and see 
that brave warrior who comes riding so galkintly along the 
drawbridge.” 

“ You must not stay, Roland,” said the Lady, more positively 
than she usually spoke to her little favourite. 

“ 1 will,” reiterated the boy, who had already felt his conse- 
qiienco, and the probable chance (»f success. 

“ You will, Roland !” answered the Lady, “ wdiat maimor of 
word is that \ I tell yon, you must go.” 

“ Willy'* answered the forward boy, “is a word for a man, and 
must is no word for a lady.” 

“You are saucy, sirrah,” said the Lady — “Lilias, take him 
with you instantly.” 

“I always thought,” said Lilias, smiling, as she seized the 
reluctant boy by tlie arm, “ that my young master must give place: 
to my old one.” 

“ And you, too, are malapert, mistress l”said the Lady; “hatli 
the moon changed, that ye all of you thus forget yourselves ?” 

Lilia-s made no reply, but led off the boy, who, too proud to 
offer unavailing resistance, darted at his benefactress a glance, 
which intimated plainly, how willingly he would have defied her 
authority, had he possessed the power to make good his point. 

The Lady of Avenel was vexed to find how much this trifling 
circumstance had discomposed her, at the moment when she ought 
naturally to have been entirely engrossed by her husband’s I’etnrn. 
But we do not recover composure by the mere feeling that agita- 
tion is mistimed. The glow of displeasure had not left the Lady’s 
cheek, her ruffled deportment was not yet entirely composed, 
when her husband, uiihehneted, but still vvearing the rest of his 
arms, entered the apartment. His appearance banished the 
thoughts of every thing else; she rushed to him, clasped his iron- 
sheatiied frame in her arms, and kissed his martial and manly 
face with an affection which was at once evident and sincere. 
The warrior returned her embrace and her caress with the same 
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fondness ; for the time which had passed since their union liad 
diminish^ its romantic ai‘dour, perhaps^ hut it had rather 
increased its rational tenderness, and Sir Halbert Glendinning^s 
long and frequent absences froiiiliis castle had prevented affection 
from degenerating by habit into indifference. 

When the first eager greetings were paid and received, the 
Lady gazed fondly on her husband’s face as she remarked, You 
are altered, Halbert — you have liddon hard and far to-diiy, or 
you have been ill 

“ 1 have been well, Mary,” answered the Knight, ‘‘ passing 
w'ell have I been ; and a long ride is to me, thou well knowest, 
but a thing of constant custom. Those who are bom noble may 
slumber out their lives within the walls of their castles and 
manor-houses; but he who hath achieved nobility by his own 
deeds must ever be ii» the saddle, to shew that he merits his 
advancement.” 

While he spoke thus, the Lady gazed fondly on him, as if 
endeavouring to read liis inmost sou! ; for the tone in which ho 
.spoke was that of melancholy depression. 

Sir Halbert Gletidiniiiug was the same, yet a different person 
from what he had appeared in his early years. The fiery freedora 
of the aspiring youth had given place to the steady and stern com- 
posure of the approved soldier and skilful politician. There were 
deep traces of care on those noble features, over which each 
emotion used formerly to pass, like light clouds across a sufeiraer 
sky. That sky was now, not perhaps clouded, but still and grave, 
like that of the sober autumn evening. The forehead was liigher 
and more bare than in early youth, and the locks which still 
clustered thick and dark on the warrior’s head, were worn away 
at the temples, not by age, but by the constant pressui’o of the 
steel cap, or helmet. His beard, according to the fashion of the 
times, grew short and thick, and was turned into mustaches on 
the upper lip, and peaked at the extremity. The cheek, weatlier- 
heaten and embrowned, had lost the glow of youth, but shewed 
the vigorous complexion of active and confirmed manhood. Hal- 
bert Glendinniug was, in a word, a knight to ride at a king’s right 
liand, to bear his banner in war, and to bo his counsellor in time 
of peace ; for his looks expressed the considerate firmness which 
can resolve wisely and dare boldly. Still, over these noble features, 
there now spread an air of dejection, of which, i)erhapfl, the owner 
was not conscious, but which did not escape tlie observation of 
his anxious and affectionate partner. 

Something has liappened, or is about to happen,” said the 
Lady of Avenel ; “ this sadness sits not on your brow without 
cause — misfortune, national or particular, must needs be at 
hand.” 

^ There is nothing new that I wot of,” said Halbert Glendin- 
ning; “but there is little of evil which can befall a kingdom, 
that may not be apprehended in this unhappy and divided realm.” 
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“ Nay, then,” said the Lady, “ I see there hath really been 
some fatal work on foot. My Lord of MuiTay has not so long 
detiiined you at Holyrood, save tliat he w:uited your help in some 
weighty purpose.” ^ 

“ I have not been at Holyrood, Mai*y,” answered the Knight ; 

I have been several weeks abroad.” 

“ Abimd ! and sent mo no word?” replied the Lady. 

“ What would the knowledge have availed, but to have ren- 
dered you unhappy, my love?” replied the Knight; “your 
thoughts would have converted the slightest V)reezo tliat curled 
your own lake, into a tempest raging in the German ocean.” 

And have you then really crossed the sea?” .said the Lady, 
to whom the very idea of an element which sho had never seen con- 
veyed notions of terror and of wonder, — “really left your own 
native land, and trodden distant shores, whore the Scottish tongue 
is unlieiu’d and unknown ?” 

“ Really, and really,” said the Knight, taking her hand in 
affectionate playfulness, “ I have done this marvellous deed — 
have rolled on the ocean for three days and three nights, with 
the deep green waves dashing by the side of my pillow, and but 
a thin plank to divide mo from it.” 

“ Jndeod, my Halbert,” said the Lady, “ that was a tempting 
of Divine I'rovideiiee. 1 never bade you unbuckle the sword 
from your side, or Jay the lance from yoiir hand — I i»over bade 
you sk still when your honour called you to i-ise and ride ; but are 
not blade and spear dangers enough for one man’s life, and why 
would you trust rough waves and raging seas ?” 

“Wo have in Germany, and in the Low Countries, as they 
are called,” answered Glendiuning, “ mini w ho are united with 
us in faith, and with whom it is fitting w'o should unite in 
alliance. To some of these I was despatched on business as 
important as it was secret. T went in safety, and 1 retunicd in 
security ; there is more danger to a man’s life betwixt this and 
Holyrood, than are in all the seas that w'ash the lowlands of 
Holland.” 

“ And the country, my Halbert, and the people,” said the Lady, 

, “ are they like om’ Itindly Scots ? or what bearing have they to 
strangers 1” 

“ They ai*c a people, Mary, strong in tlieir wealth, which 
renders all otlier nations weak, and w'eak in those arts of war by 
which other nations are strong.” 

“ I do not understand you,” said the Lady. 

“ The Hollander and the Fleming, Mary, pour forth their 
spirit in trade, and not In war ; tlioir wealth purcliases them the 
arms of foreign soldifjrs, by whose aid tlioy defend it. They erect 
dikes on the soa-shore to protect the land which they have won, and 
they levy regimenks of tlie stubborn Switzers and hardy Germans 
to protect the treasures which tliey have amassed. And thus 
tliey are strong in their weakness ; for the very wealth which 
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tempts their masters to despoil them, arms strangers in theii' 

behalf.” 

" The slothful hinds !” exclaimed Mary, thinking and feeling 
like a Scotswoman of the period ; have they liaiids, and fight not 
for the land which bore them ? They should be notched off at 
the elbow !” 

" Nay, that were hut hard justice,” answered her husband ; 
“ for their hands serve their country, though not in battle, like 
ours. Look at these harreivhills, Mary, and at that deep winding 
vale by which the cattle are even now returning from their 
scanty browse. The hand of the industrious Fleming would 
cover these mountains with \vood, and raise corn where now 
see a shirved and scanty sward of heath and ling. It grieves me, 
Mary, when I look on that land, and think what ])enetit it might 
receive from such men as I have lately seen — men who seek not 
the idle fame derived from dead ancestors, or the bloody renown 
won in modem broils, hut tread along the land as preservers and 
improvers, not as tyrants and destroyers.” 

‘‘ These amendments would hero be hut a vain fancy, my 
Halbert,” answered the Lady of A vend ; “ the trees would b«j 
burned by the Englisli foemen, cre they ceased to be shmbs, and 
the grain that you raised would be gathered in by tlie first neigh- 
bour that possessed more riders than follow your train. Why 
should you repine at this ? The fato tliat made you Scotsman by 
birth, gave you head, and heart, and hand, to uphold the name as 
it must needs be upheld.” 

‘‘It gave me no name to uphold,” said Halbert, pacing the 
floor slowly ; “ my arm has been forem('st in every strife — my 
voice has been heai'd in every council, nor have the wisest 
rebuked me. The crafty Lethington, the deep and dark Morton, 
have held secret council with me, and Grange and Lindsay have 
owned, that in the field I did the devoir of a gallant knight — hut 
let tlie emergence be passed when they nei^l my head and hand, 
and they only know me as son of the obscure portioner of 
Glendcarg.” 

This w'as a theme which the Lady ahvays dreaded; for the 
rank conferred on her husband, the favour in which he was held 
by the powerful Earl of Murray, and the high Uleiits by which he 
vindicated his right to that rank and that favour, were qualities 
which lather increased than diminished the envy which was 
harboured against Sir Halbert Glondinning among a proud 
aristocracy, as a person originally of inferior and obscure birth, 
who had risen to his present eminence solely by his personal 
merit. The natural firmness of his mind did not enable him to 
despise the ideal advantages of a higher pedigree, which were held 
in such universal esteem by all with whom he conversed ; and so 
open are the noblest minds to jealous inconsistencies, that tliere 
were momenta in which he felt mortified that his lady should 
possess those advantages of birth and high descent which ho 
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himBolf did not enjoy, and rt'gretted that his importance as tho 
proprietor of Avenel was qualified by his pos}M>fesing it only as the 
husband of the heiress. Ho was not so unjust as to permit any 
unworthy feelings to retain permanent possession of his mind, but 
yet they recurred from time to time, and did not escape his lady’s 
anxious observation. 

“ Had we been blessed with children,” she was wont on such 
occ 4 isions to .say to herself, ‘‘ had our blood been united in a son 
who might have joined my advantages of descent witli my 
Imsband’s personal worth, these painful and irksome reflections 
liad not disturbed our union even for a moment. But the 
existence of such an heir, in whom our affections, as well as our 
pretensions, might have centred, has been denied to us.” 

With such mutual feelings, it cannot be wondered that it ^ve 
the liady pain to hear her husband verging towards this topic of 
mutual di.sconteut. On the present, as on other similar occasions, 
she endeavoured to divert the knight’s thoughts from this painful 
channel. 

“ How can you,” she said, " suffer yourself to dwell upon things 
which profit nothing I Have you indeed no name to uphold ? 
You, the good and tho brave, the wise in council, and the strong 
in battle, have you not to support tho reputation your own deeds 
have won, a reputation more honourable than mere ancestry can 
supply 1 Good men love and honour you, the wicked fear, and 
the turbulent obey you ; and is it not necessary you should exert 
yourself to ensure the endurance of that love, that honour, that 
wholesome fear, and that necessary obedience 1” 

As she thus tpoke, tho eye of her husband caught from hers 
courage and comfort, and it lightened ns he took her hand and 
replied, It is most true, ray Mary, and 1 deserve thy rebuke, 
who forget what I am, in repining because I am not what I can- 
not be. T am now what the most famed ancestors of those I envy 
were, the mean man raised into eminence by his own exertions ; 
and sure it is a boast as honourable to have those capacities which 
are necessary to the foundation of a family, ns to bo descended 
from one who possessed them some centuries before. The Hay 
of Loiicai'ty, who bequeathed his bloody yoke to his lineage,—' 
the ‘ dark gray man,’ who first founded tlie house of Douglas, had 
yet less of ancestry to boast than I Inive. For thou knowest, 
Mary, that my name derives itself from a line of ancient warriors, 
although my immediate forefathers preferred the humble station 
in which thou didst first find tliem ; and war and counsel are not 
less proper to the house of Gleiidonwyne, even iu its most remote 
descendants, than to the proudest of their baronage.” * 

He strode across the hall as he spoke ; and the Lady smiled 
internally to observe how much his mind dwelt upon tlie prero- 
gatives of birth, and endeavoured to establish his claims, however 


« See Note A. Gkndonwpne o/ Glendonwyne. 
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remote, to a share iii them, at the very moment when he affected 
to hold them in contempt. It will easily be guessed, however, 
that she pc^rmitted no symptom to escape her that could shew she 
was sensible of the weakness of her husband, a perspicacity which 
perhaps his proud spirit could not very easily have brooked. 

As he returned from the extremity of the hall, to which ho had 
stalked while in the act of vindicating the title of the House of 
Glendonwyne in its most remote branches to the full privileges of 
anstocracy, Where,” he said, is Wolf ? I have not seen him 
since my return, and he was usually the first to welcome my 
Iiorae-cioining.” 

“ Wolf,” said the Lady, with a slight dogreo of embarrassment, 
for which, perhaps, she would have found it difficult to assign any 
reason even to herself, “ Wolf is chained up for tlie present. He 
hath been surly to my page.” 

“ Wolf chained up — and Wolf surly to your page !” answered 
Sir Halbert Glendinning ; “ Wolf never was stmly to any one ; 
and the chain will either break his spirit or render him savage — 
So ho, there — set Wolf free directly.” 

Ho w'as obeyed ; and the huge dog rushed into the hall, dis* 
turbing, by his unwieldy and boisterous gambols, the whole 
economy of reels, rocks, and distaffs, with which the maidens of 
the household were employed when the arrival of their lord was 
a signal to them to withdraw, and extracting from Lilias, who 
was summoned to put them again in order, the natural observa- 
tion, That the Laird’s pot was as troublesome as the lady’s 
page.” 

“ And who is this page, Mary ?” said the Knight, his attention 
again called to the subject by tho observation of the waiting- 
woman, — ‘‘ Who is this page, whom every one seems to weigh 
in the balance with my old friend and favourite, Wolf ? — When 
did you aspire to the dignity of keeping a page, or who is the 
boy ?” 

" I trust, my Halbert,” s;iij the Lady, not without a blush, 

you will not think your wife entitled to less attendance than 
other ladies of her quality ?” 

' " Nay, Dame Mary,” answered tlic Knight, it is enough you 
desire such an attendant. — Yet I have never loved to nurse such 
useless menials — a lady’s page — it may well suit the proud 
English dames to have a slender youtli to boar their trains from 
bower to hall, fan them when they slumber, and touch the lute 
for tliem when they please to listen ; but our Scottish matrons 
were wont to be above such vanities, and our Scottish youth 
ouglit to be bred to the spear and the stirrup.” 

“ Nay, but, my husband,” said the Lady, “ I did but jest when 
I called this boy my page ; he is in sooth a little orphan whom 
we saved from perishing in tho lake, and whom I have .since 
kept in the eastlo out of charity.— Lilias, bring little Koland 
hidier.” 
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Roland entered accordingly, and, flying to the Lady’s side, took 
hold of the plaits of her gown, and then turned round, and gazed 
with an attention imt unmingled with fear, upon the stately form 
of the Knight. — “ Roland,” said the Lady, “go kiss tlie hand of 
the noble Knight, and ask him to be thy protector.” — But 
Roland obeyed not, and, keeping his station, continued to gaze 
fixedly and timidly on Sir Hallu^rt GIcndinning. — “Go to the 
Knight, boy,” said the Lady ; “ what dost tlioii fear, child ? Go, 
kiss Sir Halbert’s hand.” 

“ T will kiss no hand save yours. Lady ” answered the boy. 

“ Nay, but do ns you are connnar.ded, child,” replied the Lady. 
— “ Ho is diishotl by your prosonce,” she said, apologizing to her 
husband ; “ but is he not a liandhoino boy ?” 

“ And 80 is said Sir Halbert, as ho patted his huge 

four-footed favourite, “ a handsome dog ; but he has this double 
advantage over your new favourite, that he does what he is com- 
manded, and liears not when he is pmised.” 

“ Nay, now you are displeased with me,” replied the Lady ; 
“ and yet why should you be so ? There is nothing wrong in 
relieving the distn^ssed orphan, or in loving that which is in itself 
lovely and deserving of aff’ection. But you have seen Mr Warden 
at Edinburgh, and he has set you against the poor boy.” 

“ My dear Mary,” answered her husband, “ Mr Warden better 
knows his place iliaii to presume to interfere cither in your affairs 
or in mine. T neither blame your relieving tliis boy, nor your 
kindness for him. But, I think, considering his birth and pros- 
pects, you ought not to treat him with injudicious fondness, which 
can only end in rendering him unfit for the humble situation to 
which Heaven has designed him.” 

“ Nay, but, my Halbert, do but look at the boy,” said the Lady, 
“ and see whether he has not die air of being intended by Heaven 
for something nobler than a mere peasant. May he not be 
designed, as othei's have been, to rise out of a humble situation 
into honour and erainenee ?” 

Thus far had she proceeded, when the consciousness that sJie 
was treading upon dedicate ground at oiico occurred to her,. and 
induced her to take the most natural, but the worst of all courses 
on such occasions, whether in conversation or in an actual bog, 
namely, that of 8 to[)piDg suddenly short in the illustration which 
she had commenced. Her brow crimsoned, and that of Sir 
Halbert GIcndinning was slightly overcast. But it was only for 
ail instant ; for he was incapable of mistaking his lady’s meaning, 
or supposing that she meant intentional disrespect to him. 

“ Be it as you please, my love,” he replied ; “ I owe yon too 
much, to contradict you in aught which may render your solitary 
mode of life more endurable. Make of this youth what you will, 
and you have my full authority for doing so. But remember 
lie is your charge, not mine — remember he hath limbs to do man 
Forvice, a soul and a tongue to worsliip God ; breed liim, therc- 

VOL. XI. c 
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fore, to be true to his cotintry, and to Heaven ; and for the rest, 
dispose of him os you list — it is, and shall rest, your own 
matter.’* 

This conversation decided the fate of Roland Graomo, who 
from thenceforward wns little noticed by the master of the man- 
sion of Avenel, hut indulged and favoured by its mistress. 

This situation led to many importiint consequences, and, in 
truth, tended to bring forth tlie character of the youth in all its 
broad lights aud deep shadows. As the Knight himself seemed 
tacitly to disclaim alike interest and control over the immediate 
favourite of his lady, young Roland was, by circumstances, 
exempted from the strict discipline to which, as the rebiiner of a 
Scottish man of rank, he would otherwise have been subjected, 
according to all the rigour of the age. But the steward, or master 
of the household — such w'as the proud title assumed by the head 
domestic of each petty baron — deemed it not advisable to inter- 
fere with the favourite of the Lady, and c8i)ecially since she had 
brought the estate into the present family. Master Jasper Win- 
gate was a man experienced, us he often boasted, in the ways of 
great families, and knew how to keep the steerage even when 
wind and tide chanced to be in contradiction. 

This prudent personage winked at much, and avoided giving 
opportunity for farther offence, by requesting little of Roland 
Grwme beyond the degree of attention which he was himself dis- 
posed to pay ; rightly conjecturing, tliat however h)wly the place 
which tlie youth might hold in the favour of the Knight of Avenel, 
still to make ark evil report of him would mako an enemy of the 
Lady, without securing the favour of her husband. With those 
prudential considerations, and doubtless not without an eye to his 
own case and convenience, he taught the boy as much, and only 
as much, as he chose to learn, readily admitting whatever apology 
it pleased his pupil to allege in excuse fur idleness or negligence. 
As the oilier persons in castle, to whom such tasks were dele- 
gated, readily imitated the prudential conduct of the major-domo, 
there was little control used towards Roland Graeme, who, of 
coui'se, learned no more than what a very active mind, and a 
total impatience of absolute idleness, led him to acquire upon his 
own account, and by dint of his own exertions. The latter were 
especially earnest, when the Lady herself condescended to be his 
tiitresB, or to examine his progi’ess. 

It f(»llowed also from his quality as my Lady’s favourite, that 
Roland was viewed with no peculiar good-will by the followers of 
the Knight, many of whom, of the same age, and apparently 
sim^r origin, with the fortunate page, were subjected to severe 
observauioc of the ancient and rigorous discipline of a feudal 
retainer. To these, Roland Grseme was of course au object of 
envy, and, in consequence, of dislike and detraction ; but the 
youth possessed qualities which it was impossible to depreciate. 
Fride^ and a sense of early ambition, did for him what severity 
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and constant instruction did for others. In truth, the youthful 
Roland displayed that early flexibility both of body and mind, 
which renders exercise, either mental or bodily, ratlier matter of 
sport than of study ; and it seemed as if he acquired accidentally, 
and by starts, those accomplishments, which earnest and constant 
instruction, enforced by frequent reproof and occasional chastise- 
ment, had taught to others. Such military exercises, such lessons 
of the peri<3d, as he found it agreeable or convenient to apply to, 
he learned so perfectly, as to confound those who were ignorant 
how often the want of constant application is compensated by 
vivacity of talent aud ardent enthusiasm. The lads, therefore, 
who were more regularly trained to arms, to horsemanship, and 
to other necessary exercises of the period, while tliey envied 
Roland Graeme the indulgence or negligence with which he 
seemed to be treated, had little reason to boast of their own supe- 
rior ac(|uirenients ; a few hours, with the powerful exertion i»f a 
most energetic will, seemed to do for him more than the regular 
instruction of weeks could accomplish for others. 

Under these advantages, if, indeed, they were to be termed 
such, the character of young lioland began to developc itself. It 
was bold, peremptory, decisive, and overbearing ; generous, if 
neither withstood nor contradicted ; vehement and passionate, if 
censured or opposed, lie seemed to consider himself as attached 
to no one, and responsible to no one, except his mistress, and 
even over her mind he had gradually acquired that species of 
ascendency which indulgence is so apt to occasion. And although 
the immediate followers and dependents of Sir Halbert Glendin- 
niiig saw his ascendency with jealousy, and often took occasion to 
mortify his vanity, there wanted not those who were willing to 
acquire the favour of the Lady of Avencl by humouring and 
taking part with the youth whotft she protected ; for although a 
favourite, as the poet assures us, has no friend, he seldom fails to 
have both followers and flatterei*8. 

The partisans of Roland Grseme, were chiefly to be found 
amongst the inhabitants of the little hamlet on the shoi*e of the 
lake. These villagers, who were sometimes tempted to compare 
tlieir own situation with that of the immediate and constant fol- 
lowers of the Knight, who attended him on his frequent journeys 
to Edinburgh and elsewhere, delighted in considering and repre- 
senting themselves as more properly the subjects of the Lady of 
Avcucl than of her husbaud. It is true, her wisdom and affection 
on all occasions discountenanced the distinction which was here 
implied ; but the villagers persisted in thinking it must be agree- 
able to her to enjoy their peculiar and undivided homage, or at 
least in acting as if they thought so ; and one chief mode by 
which they evinced their sentiments, was by the respect they paid 
to young Roland Gimme, the favourite attendaut of the desoen- 
dant of tlieir ancient lords. This w'as a mode of flattery too 
pleasing to encounter rebuke or censure ; and the opportunity 
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which it afforded the youth to form, as it were, a party of his own 
within tho limits of the ancient barony of Aveiiel, added not a 
little to the audacity and decisive tone of a character, which was 
by nature bold, impetuous, and incontrollable. 

Of the two members of the household who had manifested an 
early jealousy of Roland Graeme, the prejudices of Wolf were 
easily overcome ; and in process of time the noble dog slept with 
Bran, Luatb, and tlie celebrated hounds of ancient days. But 
Mr Wai’den, tho chaplain, lived, and retained his dislike to the 
youth. That good man, single-minded and benevolent as ho 
really was, entertained rather more than a reasonable idea of the 
respect due to him as a minister, and exacted from tho inhabi- 
tjints of tho castle more deference than the haughty young page, 
proud of his mistress’s favour, and petulant from youth and situa- 
tion, was at all times willing to pay. His bold and free demean- 
our^is attachment to i*icli dress and decoration, his inaptitude to 
receive instruction, and his hardening himself against rebuke, 
were circumstances which induced the good old i»uui, witli more 
haste than charity, to set the forward page down as a vessel of 
wrath, and to presage that the youth nursed that pride and 
haughtiness of spirit which goes before ruin and destruction. On 
tho other hand, Roland evinced at times a marked dislike, and 
even something like contempt, of tho chaplain. Most of the 
attendants and followers of Sir Halbert Glendinning entertained 
tho same charitable thoughts as tho reverend Mr Warden ; but 
while Roland was favoured by their lady, and endured by their 
lord, they saw no pcilicy in making their opinions public. 

Inland Graeme was sufficiently sensible of the unpleasant situa- 
tion in which he stood ; but iii tho haughtiness of his hcai*t he 
retorted upon the other domesUcs tlio di'stant, cold, and sarcastic 
manner in which they treated a«isurned an air of superiority 
which compelled the most obstinate to obedience, and liad the 
satisfaction at least to be dreaded, if he was heartily hated. 

The chaplain’s marked dislike had the effect of recommending 
him to the attention of Sir Halbert’s brother, Edward, who now, 
under the conventual appellation of Father Ambrose, continued 
to be one of the few monks who, with the Abbot Eustatius, had, 
notwithstanding the nearly total downfall of their faith under the 
regency of Muiray, been still permitted to linger in the cloisters 
at Kennaquhair. Respect to Sir Halbert had prevented their 
being altogether driven out of the Abbey, though their order was 
now in a groat measure suppressed, and they wore interdicted the 
public exorcise of their ritual, and only allowed for their support 
a small pension out of their once splendid revenues. Father 
Ambrose, thus situated, was an occasional, though very rare 
visitant, at the (>aHtle of Avenel, and was at such times observed 
to pay particular attention to Roland Greeme, who seemed to re- 
turn it with more depth of feeling tlian consisted with his usual 
habits. 
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Thus situated, years glided on, during which the Knight of 
Aveucl continued to act a frequent and important part in the 
convulsions of his distracted country ; while young Grecnie anti- 
cipated, both iti wishes and personal accomplishments, tlio 
whicli should enablo him to* emerge from the obscurity of his 
present situation. 


CHArTER IV. 

Amid tlieir cups that freely flow'd, 

Tlioir revelry and mirth, 

A youthful lord tax’d Valentine 
With base and doubtful birth. 

Valenttn^ and Orson. 

WiiKN Roland Graeme was a youth about seventeen years of 
age, he chanced one summer morning to descend to the mew in 
wliich Sir Halbert Glendinning kept his hawks, in order to siiper- 
inh'iid the training of an eyas, or young hawk, which ho himself, 
at the imminent risk of neck and limbs, had taken from a cele- 
brated cyry in the neighbourhood, called Glcdscraig. As he waa 
by no means satisfied with the attention which had been bestowed 
oil his favounte bird, he was not slack in testifying his displeasure 
to the falconer’s lad, whose duty it was to have attended upon it. 

** What, lio ! sir knave,” exclaimed Roland, “is it thus you feed 
the eyas with unwashed meat, as if you were gorging the foul 
branchcr of a worthleas hoodie-crow 1 by the mass, and thou hast 
neglected its castings also for these two days ? Thiiik’st thou 1 
ventured my neck to bring the bird down from the crag, that 
thou sliouldht spoil him by thy neglect ?” And to add force 
his remonstrances, he conferred a cuff or two on the negligent 
attendant of the hawks, who, shouting rather louder than was 
necessary under all the circumstances, brought the master £U- 
coner to his assistance. 

Adam Woodcock, the falconer of Avenel, was an Englishman 
by birth, but so Jong in the service of Glendinning, tliat he had lost 
much of his national attachment in that which he had formed to 
liis master. He was a favourite in his department, jealous and 
conceited of his skill, as masters of the game usually are ; for the 
rest of his chai’acter, ho was a jester and a parcel poet, (qualities 
which by no means abated his natural conceit,) a jolly fellow, 
who, though a sound Protestant, loved a flagon of ale better than 
a long sermon, a stout man of his hands when need required, true 
to his master, and a little presuming on his interest with him. 

Adam Woodcock, such as we have described him, by no 
means relished the freedom used by young Gruiino, in chastising 
his assistant. “ Hey, hey, my Lady’s page,” said he, stepping 
between his own boy and Roland, “ fair and softly, an it like 
your gilt jacket — hands off is fair play — if my boy has done 
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amisR, I can beat him myself, and then you may keep your 
liands soft.” 

“I will beat him and thee too,” answered Roland, without 
hesitation, an you look not better after your business. See how 
the bird is cast away between you. 1 found the careless lurdane 
feeding him with unwashed flesh, and she an eyas.” * 

** Go to,” said the falconer, “ tliou art but an eyas thyself, child 
Roland. — What knowest thou of feeding ? I say that the eyas 
should have her meat unwashed, until she becomes a bi'ancher 
— ’twere the ready way to give her the frounce, to wash her 
meat sooner, and so knows every one who knows a gled from a 
falcon.” 

‘Mt is tliine own laziness, thou false English blood, that dost 
nothing but drink and sleep,” retorted the page, and leaves that 
litlier lad to do the work, w'hich he minds as httlc as thou.” 

“ And am I so idle then,” said the falconer, “ tliat have three 
cast of hawks to look after, at perch and mew, and to fly them in 
the field to boot ? — and is my Lady’s page so busy a man that he 
must take me up short 1 — and am T of false English blood 1 — I 
marvel w'hat blood thou art — neitlier Englander nor Scot — fish 
nor flesh — a bastard from the Debateable Land, without either 
kith, kin, or ally ! — Marry, out upon thee, foul kite, that would 
fain be a tercel gentle !” 

The reply to this sarcasm was a box on tlie ear, so well applied, 
that it overthrew the falconer into the cistern in which water was 
kept for the benefit of the hawks. Up started Adam W'^oodcock, 
his wratli no way appeased by tho cold inimersion, and seizing 
on a truncheon which stood by, would have soon requited tho 
injury he had received, had not Roland laid his hand on his 
poniard, and sworn by all that was sacred, that if he offered a 
stroke towards him, ho would sheath the blade in his bowels. 
The noise was now so great, that more than one of tho household 
came in, and amongst otheiB the major-domo, a grave personage, 
already mentioned, whoso gold chain and white wand intimated 
his authority. At the appearance of this dignitary, the strife was 
for tho present appeased. He embraced, however, so favourable 
an opportunity, to read Roland Gi’seme a shrewd lecture on the 
impropriety oi his deportment to his fellow-menials, and to assure 
him, that, should he communicate this fray to his master, (who, 
though now on one of his frequent expeditions, was speedily ex- 
pected to return,) which but for respect to his Lady he would 
most certainly do, tho residence of the culprit in the Castle of 
Avenel would be but of brief duration. “ But, however,” added 
tho prudent master of the household, ** I will report tho matter 
first to my Lady.” 

" Very just, very right. Master Wingate,” exclaimed several 
voices togetlier ; “ my Lady will consider if daggers are to be 

* There ia a diflForence amongat authorities how long the nestling hawk should 
be fed with flesh which has previously been washed. 
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drawn on us for every idle word, and whether we are to live in a 
well-ordered household, where there is the fear of God, or amongst 
dmwu dirks and sharp knives.” 

The object of this general resentment darted an angry glance 
around him, and suppressing with difficulty the desire which 
urged him to reply in furious or in contemptuous language, 
returned his dagger into tho scabbard, looked disdainfully around 
upon the assembled menials, turned sliort upon his heel, and 
pushing aside those who stood betwixt him and tho door, left the 
apartment. 

This will be no tree for ray nest,” said the falconer, “ if this 
cock-sparrow is to crow over us as he seems to do.” 

“ He struck mo with his switch yesterday,” said one of the 
grooms, “ because the tail of his worship’s gelding was not trimmed 
altogether so as suiU'd his humour.” 

“ And I promise you,” siiid tho laundress, ‘‘ my young master 
will stick nothing to call an honest woman slut and quean, if there 
be but a sp(‘ck of soot upon his band-collar.” 

“ If Master Wingate do not his errand to my Lady,” was the 
general result, there wdll be no tarrying in the same house witli 
Roland Graeme.” 

The master of the household heard them all for some time, and 
then, motioning for universal silence, ho addi'essed them with all 
the dignity of Malvolio himself. — “ My masters, — not forgetting 
you, my mistresses, — do not think the worse of me that I proceed 
widi as much care as haste in this matter. Our master is a gallant 
knight, and will have his sway at homo and abroad, in wood and 
field, in hall and bower, as the saying is. Our Lady, my benison 
upon her, is also a noble person of long descent, and riglitful heir 
of this place and barony, and she also loves her will ; as for that 
matter, shew me the woman who doth not. Now, she hath 
favoured, dotli favour, and will favour, this jack-an-ape, — for 
what good i)art about him I know not, savo that as one noble lady 
will love a messaii dog, and another a screaming popinjay, and a 
third a Barbary ape, so doth it please our noble dame to set her 
affections upon this stray elf of a page, for naught that I can 
think of, save that she was the cause of his beiug saved (tlie 
more ’s the pity) from drowning.” And hei’e Master Wingate 
made a pause 

** I would have been his caution for a gray groat against salt 
water or fresh,” said Roland’s adversary, the falconer ; “ marry, 
if ho crack not a rope for stabbing or for snatching, I will be con- 
tent never to hood liawk again.” 

“ Peace, Adam Woodcock,” said Wingate, waving his hand ; 
** I prithee, peace, man — Now, my Lady liking this springald, as 
aforesaid, differs therein from my Lord, who loves never a bone 
in his skin. Now, is it for me to stir up strife betwixt them, and 
put as ’twere my finger betwixt tlie bark and the tree, on account 
of a pragmatical youngster, whom, nevertheless, I wo^d willingly 
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sec whipped forth of the barony ? Have patience, and this boil 
\vill break without our nicddiing. I have been in service since 
I wore a beard on my chin, till now that that beard is turned 
gray, and 1 have seldom known any one better themselves, even 
by taking the lady’s part against the lord’s ; but never one who 
did not dirk himself^ if he took the lord’s against the lady’s.” 

“ And so,” said Lilias, “ we are to bo crowed over, every one 
of us, men and women, cock and hen, by this little upstart ? — I 
will try titles with him first, I promise you. — I fancy, Master 
Wingate, for as wise as you I(K)k, you will be pleased to tell what 
you have seen to-day, if my lady commands you ?” 

To speak the truth when my lady commands me,” answered 
the prudential major-domo, “ is in some measure my duty, Mis- 
tress Ijilias ; always providing for and excepting those cases in 
which it cannot bo spoken without breeding mischief and incon- 
venience to myself or my fellow-servants ; for the tongue of a 
tale-bearer breaketh bones as well jis a Jeddart-staff’.”* 

‘‘ But this imp of Satan is none of your friends or fellow-ser- 
vants,” said Lilias ; “ and I trust you mean not to stand up for 
him against the whole family besides 1” 

** Credit me, Mrs Lilias,” replied the senior, should I seo tho 
time fitting, I would with right good-will give him a lick with tlu? 
rough side of my tongue.” 

“ Enough said, Master Wingate,” answered I.ilias; then trust 
me his sung shall soon be laid. If my mistress does not ask mo 
what is the matter below stairs before she be ten minutes of time 
older, she is no born woman, and my name is not Lilias Brad- 
bourne.” 

In pursnanco of her plan, Mistress Lilias failed not to present 
herself before her mistress with all the exterior of one wlio is 
possessed of an important secret, — that is, she had the corners 
of her mouth turned do>vn, her eyes raised up, her lips presBe<l 
as fast together as if they had been sewed up, to prevent her 
blabbing, and an air of prim mystical iinportaiico diffused over 
her whole person and demeanour, which seemed to intimate, I 
know something which I am resolved not to tell you !” 

Lilias had rightly read her mistress’s temper, who, wise and 
good as she was, was yet a daughter of gnnidiime Eve, and could 
not witness this mysterious bearing on the part of her w'aiting- 
woinaii without longing to ascertain the secret cause. For a space, 
Mrs Lilias was obdurate to all inquiries, sighed, turned her eyes 
up higher yet to heaven, hoped for the best, but had nothing par- 
ticular to communicate. All this, as was most natural and proper, 
only stimulated the Lady’s curiosity; neither was her importunity 
to be parried with, — Thank God, I am no makebate — no tale- 
bearer, — thank God, I never envied any one’s favour, or was 

* A spcciefl of battle-axe, so calletl as bciii? in cepecial use in that ancient 
whoHe uriuorial bcaringa atlll ropreiioot an amicd lioraeuiuu brandislibis 
Mich a wtaoon. 
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anxious to propalo their misdemeanour — only, thank God, there 
has been no bloodshed and murder in tlie house — that is all.** 

“ Bloodshed and murder !” exclaimed the I^ady, “ what does 
tlie quean mean ? — if you speak not plain out, you shall liave 
something you will scarce be thankful for.” 

“ Nay, my Lady,” answered Lilias, eager to disburden her 
mind, or, in Chaucer’s phrase, to “ unbuckle her mail,” “ if you 
bid me speak out the truth, you must not be moved witli what 
might displease you — Roland Grirme has dirked Adam Wood- 
cock — that is ail.” 

Good Heaven!” said tlie Lady, turning pale as aslies, is the 
man slain ?” 

“ No, madam,” replied Lilias, “ but slain he would have been, 
if there had not been ready help ; but may be, it is your Lady- 
ship’s pleasure that this young o'^ciniro shall poniard the servants, 
as well as switch and baton t^m.” 

“Go to, minion,” said the Lady, “you are saucy — tell tho 
master of the household ta attend i.ie instantly.” 

Lilias hastened to seek out Mr ^Vingate, and hurry him to his 
lady’s presence, sjieaking as a word in season to him on tho way, 
“ I have set the stone a-trowling, look tliat you do not let it stand 
still.” 

The steward, too prudential a pei'son to commit himself other- 
wise, aiisvN'erod by a sly look and a nod of intelligence, and 
pi’esently after stood in the presenet? of the Lady of Avencl, with 
a look of great respect for his lady, partly real, partly affected, 
and an air of great sagacity, wliicii inferred no ordiutiry conceit 
of himself. 

“ How is this, Wingate,” said the Lady, “ and what rule do you 
keep in the easlle, that the domestics ot Sir Halbert Gleudinning 
draw the dagger on each other, jis in a cavern of thieves and 
murderers 1 — is the wounded man much hurt I and what — what 
hath become of the unhappy boy 

“ There is no one wounded ;i8 yet, madam,” replied he of tlio 
golden chain ; “ it passes my poor skill to say how many may be 
wounded before I’aschc,* if some rule be not taken with this 
jouth — not but the youth is a fail* youth,” he added, correcting 
himself, “ and able at his exercise ; but somewhat too ready with 
the ends of his fingers, tho butt of his riding-switch, and the point 
of his dagger.” 

“ And whoso fault is that,” said the Lady, “ but yours, who 
should have taught him better discipline, tlian to brawl or to draw 
his dagger 1” 

“ If it please your Ladyship so to impose the blame on me,” 
answered the steward, “ it is my part, doubtless, to bear it — only 
1 submit to your consideration, that unless J nailed his weapon to 
the scabbard, I could no more keep it still, than I could fix 
quicksilver, which defied even the skill of Raymond Lullius.” 

* Easter 
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Tell me not of Raymond Lullius,” said the Lady, losing 
pationce, but send me the chaplain hither. You grow all of you 
too wise for me, during your lord’s long and repeated absences. 
1 would to Grod his affairs would permit him to remain at home 
and rule liis own household, for it passes my wit and skill 

" God forbid, my Lady !” said the old domestic, tliat you 
should sincerely think what you are now pleased to say; your old 
servants might well hope, that after so many years’ duty, you 
would do their service more justice than to distrust their gi’ay 
hairs, because they cannot rule the peevish humour of a green 
head, which the owner carries, it may be, a brace of inches higher 
than becomes him.” 

" Leave me,” said the Lady ; Sir Halbert’s return must now 
be expected daily, and he will look into these matters himself — 
leave me, I say, Wingate, without saying more of it. I know you 
are honest, and I believe the boy is petulant ; and yet 1 think it 
is my favour which hath set all of you against him.” 

The steward bowed and retired, after having been silenced in 
a second attempt to explain the motives on which ho acted. 

The chaplain arrived ; but neither from him did the Lady 
receive much comfort. On the contrary, she found him disposed, 
in plain terms, to lay to the door of her indulgence all the dis- 
turbances which the fiery temper of Roland Grmmc had already 
occasioned, or might hereafter occasion, in the family. “ 1 
would,” . he said, ** honoured Lady, that you had deigned to be 
ruled by me in the outset of this matter, sith it is easy to stem 
evil in the fountain, but hard to struggle against it in the stream. 
You, honoured madam, (a word which I do not use according to 
the vain forms of this world, but because I have ever loved and 
honoured you as an honourable and an elect lady,) — you, I say, 
madam, have been pleased, contrary to my poor but earnest 
counsel, to raise this boy from his station, into one approaching 
to your own.” 

“ What mean you, reverend sir 1” said tlio Lady ; “ I have 
made this youth a page — is there aught m my doing so that docs 
not become ray character and quality 1” 

“ I dispute not, madam,” said the pertinacious preacher, “ your 
benevolent purpose in taking charge of this youth, or your title 
to give him this idle chai*acter of page, if such was your pleasure ; 
though what the education of a boy in the train of a female can 
tend to, save to ingraft foppery and effeminacy on conceit and 
arrogance, it passes my knowledge to discover. But I blame 
you more directly for having taken little care to guard him 
against the perils of his condition, or to tame and humble a spirit 
naturally haughty, overbearing, and impatient. Y ou have brought 
into your bower a lion’s cub ; delighted with the beauty of his fur, 
and the grace of his gambols, you have bound him with no fetters 
befitting the herceiiess of his dispositioji. You have let him grow 
up as unawed as if he had been still a tenant of the forest, and 
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now you arc surprised, and call out for assistance, when he begins 
to ramp, rend, and tear, according to his proper nature.” 

“ Mr Warden,” said the Lady, considerably offended, “ you 
are my husband’s ancient friend, and I believe your love sincere 
to him and to his household. Yet let me say, that when I asked 
you for counsel, I expected not this asperity of rebuke. If I 
have done wrong in loving this poor oqffiaii lad more than others 
of his class, T scarce think the error merited such severe censure ; 
and if stricter discipline w'cre required to keep his fiery temper in 
order, it ought, I think, to be coiihiderod, that I am a woman, and 
that if I have erred in this matter, it becomes a friend’s part 
ratlier to aid than to rebuke me. 1 would these evils were taken 
order with before my lord’s return. lie loves not domestic dis- 
cord or domestic brawls; and I would not willingly that he 
thought such could arise from one whom 1 favoured — What do 
you counsel me to do 

“ Dismiss this youth from your service, madam,” replied the 
preacher. 

“ You cannot hid ino do so,” said the Lady ; “ you cannot, as a 
Christian and a man of humanity, bid me turn away an unpro- 
tected creature against whom my favour, my injudicious favour if 
you will, has reared up so many enemies.” 

‘Mt is not necessary you should altogether abandon him, though 
you dismiss him to another service, or to a calling better suiting 
his station and character,” said the preacher ; “ clsew'here he may 
be an useful and profitable member of the commonweal — here he 
is but a make-bate, and a stumbling-block of offence. The youth 
has snatches of sense and of intelligence, though he locks industry. 
1 will mysf.*lf give him letters commendatory to Olearius Schinder- 
hauseii, a learned professor at the famous university of Leyden, 
where they lack an under-janitor — wliere, besides gratis instruc- 
tion, if God give him the grace to seek it, he will enjoy five merks 
by the year, and the professor’s cast-off suit, which he disparts 
with biennially.” 

“ This will never do, good Mr Warden,” said the Lady, scarce 
able to suppress a smile ; we will thiuk more at large upon this 
matter. In the meanwhile, 1 trust to your rcmonsti'ances with 
tills wild hoy and with the family, for restrahiing these violent 
and unseemly jealousies and bursts of passion ; and I entreat you 
to press on him and them their duty in this respect towards God, 
and towards their master.” 

‘‘ You shall be obeyed, madam,” said Warden. “ On the next 
Thursday I exhort tlie family, and will, with God’s blessing, so 
wrestle with the demon of wrath and violence, which hath entered 
into my little fiock, that I trust to hound the wolf out of the fold, 
as if he were chased away with han-dogs.” 

This was the part of the conference from which Mr Warden 
derived the greatest pleasure. The pulpit was at that time the 
same powerful engine for affecting popular feeling which the press 
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has since become, and he had been no unsuccessful preacher, na 
wo have already seen. It followed as a natural consequence, that 
he rather over-estimated the powei-s of his own oratory, and, like 
some of his bi’ethren about the period, was glad of an opi)oi*tunity 
to handle any niattei’s of importance, whether public or private, 
the discussion of which could be dragged hi to his discourse. In 
tliat rude age the delicacy was unknown which prescribed time 
and place to personal exhortations; and as the court-preacher 
often addressed the King individually, and dictated to him the 
conduct he ought to observe in matters of state, so the nobleman 
himself, or any of his retainers, were, in the chapel of the feudal 
castle, often incensed or appalled, as the c:ise might bo, by the 
discussion of their private faults in the evening exercise, and by 
spiritual censures directed against tlieni, specifically, personally, 
and by name. 

The sennon, by means of which Henry Warden purposed to 
restore concord and good order to the Castle of Aveiiel, bore for 
text the well-known words, “ lie uho strlketh with the sword shall 
perish by the sword , and w^as a singular mixture of good sense 
and powerful oratory ivith pedantry and bad taste. lie enlarged 
a good deal on the word striketh, which he assured his hearers 
comprehended blows given with the point as well as with the edge, 
and more genei*ally, shooting with hand-gun, cross-bow, or long- 
bow, thrusting witli a lance, or doing any thing whatever by whidi 
death might be occasioned to the adi ersary. J n the same manner, 
be proved satisfactorily, that the v/ord sword comprehended all 
desciiptions, wliethcr back-sword or basKct-liilt, cut-aiid-thriist or 
rapier, falchion, or scimitar. But if,’’ he continued, with still 
greater animation, “ the text inoludeth in its anathema those who 
strike with any of those weapons which man hath devised for the 
exercise of his open hostility, still more doth it comprehend such 
as from their form and size are devised rather for tlie gratifica- 
tion of privy malice by trcacliery, tlian for the destruction of an 
enemy prepared and standing u|if)ii his defence. Such,” he pro- 
ceeded, looking sternly at the place where the page was seated on 
a cushion at the feet of his mistress, and wearing in his crimson 
belt a gay dagger with a gilded hilt, — “ such, more especially, 1 
hold to he those implemouts of death, which, in our modern and 
fantastic times, are worn not only by thieves and cut-throats, to 
whom they most properly belong, but even by those who attend 
upon women, and wait in tlie chambers of honourable ladies. 
Yes, my friends, — every species of this unhappy weapon, framed 
for ^1 evil and for no good, is comprehended under this deadly 
denunciation, whether it be a stilet, which w'e have borrowed from 
the treacherous Italian, or a dirk, which ia borne by tlie savage 
Higblandman, or a whinger, which is carried by our own Border- 
tliieves and cut-throats, or a dudgeou-dagger, all are alike engines 
invented by the devil himself, for ready implements of deadly 
wrath, sudden to execute, and difficult to be pai*ricd. Even the 
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common sword-and-bucklor brawler despises the use of such a 
treacherous and malignant instruincnt, which is therefore lit to 
be used, not by men or soldiers, but by those who, trained under 
female discipline, become themselves effeminate hermaphrodites, 
having female spite and female cowardice added to tlie iufirmitiea 
and evil passions of their masculine nature.” 

The effect which this oration produced upon the assembled 
congregation of Avcnel cannot very easily be described. The Lady 
seemed at once embarrassed and offended ; the menials could hardly 
contain, under an affectation of deep attention, the joy with which 
they heard the chaplain lanch his thundei's at the head of the 
unpopular favourite, and the weapon which they considered as a 
badge of affectation and finery. Mi’s Lilias crested and drew up 
her head with all the deep-felt pride of gratified resentment; 
while the steward, observing a strict neutrality of aspect, fix'nl his 
eyes upon an old scutcheon on the opposite side of the wall, which 
ho seemed to examine with the utmost accuracy, more willing, 
perhaps, to incur the censure of being inattentive to the sermon, 
than that of seeming to lisk'ii with marked approbation to what 
apjieared so distash'liil to his mistreas. 

The unfortunate subject of the harangue, whom nature had 
endowed with passions which had hitherto found no effectual 
restraint, could not disguise the resentment wlneh he felt at being 
ilius directly held up to the scorn, as well as the censure, of the 
assembled inhabitants of the little world in which he lived. Plis 
brow grew red, his lip grew pale, he set his teeth, he clenched 
his hand, and then with nicehunical readiness grasped the w'capon 
of which the clergyman Iiad given so hideous a character ; and 
at length, as the preacher heightened the colouring of his invec- 
tive, he felt his rage become so ungovernable, that, fearful of being 
liui'ried into some deed of desperate violence, he rose up, traversed 
the chapel with hasty steps, and left the congregation. 

The preacher was surprised into a sudden pause, while the fiery 
youth shot across him like a flash of lightning, regarding him as 
ho passed, as if he had wished to dart finun his eyes die same 
power of blighting and of consuming. But no sooner had he 
crossed the ehapcl, and shut with violence behind him the door 
of the vaulted entrance by w hich it communicated witli the castle, 
tliau the impropriety of his conduct supplied Warden with one 
of those happier subjects for eloquence, of which he knew how to 
take advantage for making a suitable iiiiprcssioii on his hearers. 
He paused for an instant, and then pronounced, in a slow and 
solemn voice, the deep anathenia : “ Be hath gone out from us 
liecaiise he was not of us — the sick man hath been offended at tlie 
wholesome bitter of the medicine — the wounded patient hath 
fiinclied from the friendly knife of tlie surgeon — die sheep hadi 
fled from tlie sheepfoltl and delivered hims<*lf to the wolf, because 
he could not assume the quiet aud humble conduct demanded of 
us by the great Shepherd. All ! my brcthi'en, beware of wiath 
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— btware of pride — beware of the deadly and destroying sin 
wliich 80 often shews itself to our frail eyes in tho garments of 
light ! What is our earthly honour 1 Pride, and pride only — 
What our eartlily gifts and graces? Prido and vanity. Voyagers 
speak of Indian meti who deck themselves with shells, and anoint 
themselves with pigments, and boast of their attire as we do of 
our miserable carnal advantages — Pride could draw down tho 
moniiug-star from Heaven even to the verge of the pit — Pride 
and self^pinion kindled the flaming sword which waves us off 
from Paradise — Pride made Adam mortal, and a weary wan- 
dei*er on the face of the earth, which he had else been at this 
day the immortal lord of — Pi*ide brought amongst us sin, and 
doubles every sin it has brought. It is the outpost which the 
devil and the flcsli most stubbornly maintain against tho assaults 
of grace ; and until it be subdued, and its barriers levelled with 
the very earth, there is more hope of a fool than of tho sinner. 
Kend, then, from your bosoms this accursed shoot of the fatal 
apple ; tear it up by tho roots, though it be twisted witli the 
chorda of your life. Profit by the example of the miserable 
sinner that has passed from us, and embrace tho means of grace 
while it is called to-day — ere your conscience is seared as witli a 
fire-brand, and your ears deafened like those of tlie adder, and 
your heart hardened like the nether mill-stono. Up, then, and 
be doing — wrestle and overcome; resist, and the euemy shall 
flee from you — Watch and pray, lest yo fall into temptation, 
and let the stumbling of others be your warning and your ex- 
ample. Above all, rely not on yourselves, for such self-confi- 
dence is even the worst symptom of the disorder itself. Tlie 
Pharisee, perhaps, deemed himself humble while he stooped in 
the Temple, and thanked God tliat ho was not as other men, and 
even as the publican. But wdiile his knees touched the marble 
pavement, his head was ais high as tho topmost pinnacle of thi 
Temple. Do not, therefore, deceive yourselves, and offer false 
coin, where the purest you can present is but as dross — think 
not that such will pass the assay of Omnipotent Wisdom. Yet 
shrink not from the task, because, as is my buimden duty, I do 
not disguise from you its difficulties. ^If-searching can do 
much — Meditation can do much — Grace can do all.’^ 

And he concluded with a touching and animating exhortation 
to his hearers to seek divine grace, which is perfected in human 
weakness. 

^ The audience did not listen to this address without being con- 
siderably affected ; though it might be doubted whether the 
feelings of triumph, excited by tho disgraceful retreat of the 
favoui'ite page, did not greatly qualify in the minds of many the 
exhortations of the preacher to charity and to humility. And, 
in fact, the expi'essioii of their countenances much resembled 
the satisfied triumphant air of a set of children, who, having just 
seen a companion punished for a fault in which they had no 
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filiare, con their task with doublo glee, both because they them- 
selves are out of the scrape, and because the culprit is in it. 

With very different feelings did the Lady of Avenel seek her 
own apartment. She felt angry at Warden having made a 
domestic matter, in which she took a ^>er8onal interest, the 
subject of such public discussion. But this she knew the good 
man claimed as a branch of his Christian liberty as a preacher, 
and also that it was vindicated by the universal custom of his 
brethi*cn. But the self-willed conduct of her protegd afforded 
her yet deeper concern. That he had broken through in so 
remarkable a degree, not only the respect due to her presence, 
but that which was paid to religious admouition in those days 
with such peculiar I'everencc, argued a spirit as untamable as liis 
enemies had represented him to possess. And yet so far as he 
had been under her own eye, she had seen no more of that fiery 
spirit than appeared to her to become his years and his vivacity. 
This opinion might be founded in some degree on partiality; in 
some degree, too, it might bo owing to the kindness and indul- 
gence which she had always extended to him ; but still she thought 
it impossible that she could be totally mistaken in the estimate 
she had formed of his character. The exti'eme of violence is 
scarce consistent with a course of continued hypocrisy, (although 
Lilias charitably hinted, that in some instances they were happily 
united,) and therefore she could not exactly trust the report of 
others against her own experience and observation . The thoughts 
of this orphan boy clung to her heartstrings witli a fondness for 
which she herself was unable to account. He seemed to have 
been sent to her by Heaven, to fill up those intervals of lan^or 
and vacuity which deprived her of much enjojTncnt. Perhaps 
he was not less dear to her, because she well saw that he was a 
favoiu’itc w'itli no one else, and because she felt, tliat to give him 
up was to afford the judgment of her husband and othci*s a 
triumph over her own ; a circumstance not quite indifferent to 
the best of spouses of cither sex. 

In short, the Lady of Avenel formed the internal resolution, 
that she would not desert her page while her page could be 
rationally protected ; and, with the view of ascertaining how* 
far this might he done, she caused him to he summoned to her 
presence. 
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CIIArXER V. 

Tn fho wild storm, 

Tlie RPftm.iTi hews ins mast down, and tlie merclinnt 
Ileiivps to tlie billows narot liu once deem'd prucious ; 

So pnnco .md peer, 'mul popular contentious. 

Cast oft' their lavourites. 

Olil Play. 

It was some time ere Roland Grieme appeared. The messon- 
per (his old friend Lilias) had at first attempted to open the door 
of his little apartment with the charitable purpose, doubtless, of 
enjoying the confusion, and marking the demeanour of the enlprit. 
But an oblong bit of iron, ycloped a bolt, was passed across the 
door on tlie inside, and prevented her benign intentions. Lilias 
knocked and called at intervals. “ Roland — Roland fJrseme — 
Master Roland Groeme,” (an emphasis on the word Master,) 
“will you be pleased to undo the door? — Wliat ails you? — are 
you at your prayera in private*, to complete the devotion which 
you left unfinished in public ? — Surely we must have a screened 
seat for you in the chapel, that your gentility may be free from 
the eyes of common folks i” Still no whisper was heard in reply. 
“ Well, master Roland,” said the waiting-maid, “ I must tc'll my 
mistress, that if she would have an answer, she must cither cornu 
herself, or send those on errand to you who can beat tlie door 
down.” 

“ What says your Lady ?” answered tlie page from within. 

“Marry, open the door, and you shall hear,” answered the 
waiting-maid. “ 1 trow it bec’oims iny Lady’s message to bo 
listened to face to face ; and I will not for your idle pleasure, 
whistle it through a key-hok .” 

“Your mistress’s namo,” said tlie page, opening tho door, 
“ is too fair a cover for your impertinence — What says ray 
Lady 1” 

“ That you will be pleased to come to her directly, in the with- 
drawiiig-room,” answered Lilias. “ I presume she has some 
directions for you concerning the forms to be observed in leaving 
chapel in future.” 

“ Say to my Lady, that I will directly wait on her,” answered 
the page ; and returning into his apartment, he once more locked 
the door in the face of the waiting-maid. 

“ Rare courtesy !” muttered Lilias ; and, returning to her 
mistress, acquainted her that Roland GrBemo would wait on her 
when it suited his convenience. 

“ What ! is that his addition or your owm phra^^c, Lilias ?” said 
the Lady, coolly, 

“ Nay, madam,” replied the attendant, not directly answering 
tlio question, “ he looked as if he could have said much mure 
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impertinent things than that, if 1 had been willing to hear them. 
— But here he comes to answer for himself.” 

Roland Grueme entered the apartment with a loftier mien, 
and somewhat a higher colour, than his wont ; tliere was embar- 
rassment in his manner, but it was neither that of fear nor of 
penitence. 

Young man,” said the Lady, " what trow you 1 am to think 
of your conduct this day 1” 

“ If it has offended you, madam, I am deeply grieved,” replied 
the youth. 

“ To have offended me alone,” replied the Lady, ‘‘ were but 
little — You have been guilty of conduct which will highly offend 
your master — of violence to your fellow-servants, and of disre- 
spect to God himself, in the person of Ins ambassador.” 

“ Permit mo again to reply,” said the page, “ that if 1 have 
offended my only mistress, friend, and benefactress, it includes 
the sum of my guilt, and deserves the sum of my penitence — 
Sir Halbert Glcndinuing calls me not servant, nor do I call him 
master — he is not entitled to blame me for cliastibing an 
insolent groom — nor do I fear the wrath of Heaven for 
treating with scorn tlie unauthorized interference of a meddling 
preacher.” 

The Lady of Aveiiul had before this seen symptoms in her 
favourite of boyish petulance, and of impatience of censure or 
reproof. But his present demeanour was of a graver and more 
determined character, and she was for a moment at a loss how 
she should treat the youth, who seemed to have at once assumed 
the character not only of a man, but of a bold and determined 
one. She paused an instant, and then assuming die dignity 
which was natural to her, she said, Is it to me, Roland, that you 
hold this language ? Is it for the puipose of making me repent 
the favour I have shewn you, tliat you doclare yourself indepen- 
dent both of an earthly and a Heavenly master I Have you for- 
gotten what you were, and to what the loss of my protection 
would speedily again reduce you ?” 

Lady,” said the page, ‘‘ I have forgot nothing. I remember 
but too much. I know, that but for you, I bhould have perished 
in yon blue waves,” pointing, as he spoko to tlie lake, which was 
seen through the window, agitated by the western wind. “ Your 
goodness lias gone fai’ther, madam — you have protected me 
against the malice of others, and against my own folly. You are 
free, if you are willing, to almndon die orphan you have reared. 
You have left nothing undone by him, and he complains of 
nothing. And yet. Lady, do not think I have been ungrateful — 
I have endured something on my part, which I would have borne 
for the sake of no one but my benefactress.” 

“For my sake I” said the Lady; “and what is it that I can 
have subjected you to endure, which can be remembered with 
other feelings diaii diose of thanks and gi'atitude 1” 

VOL. XI. D 
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" You are too just, madam, to requii-e me to be thankful for 
the cold neglect with which your husband has unifonnly treated 
me — neglect not uiimiugled with fixed avei’sion. You are too 
just, madam, to require me to be grateful for the constont and 
unceasing marks of scorn and malevolence with which I have 
been treated by others, or for such a homily as that witli which 
your reverend chaplain has, at my expeiibe, this very day regaled 
the assembled household.’* 

“ Heard mortal ears the like of this !*’ said the waiting-maid, 
with her hands expanded, and her eyes turned up to heaven; “ he 
speaks as if he were son of an earl, or of a belted knight tlie least 
penny !** 

The page glanced on her a look of supreme contempt, but 
vouchsafed no other answer. His mistress, who began to feel 
herself seriously offended, and yet sorry for the youth’s folly, 
took up the same tone. 

" Itidocd, Roland, you forget yourself so strangely,” said she, 
“ that you will tempt me to Uiko serious measures to lower you 
in your own opinion by reducing you to your proper station in 
society.” 

“ And that,” added Lilias, " would be best done by turning 
liim out the same beggar’s brat that your ladyship took him 
in.” 

" Lilias speaks too nidely,” continued the Lady, but she has 
spoken the truth, young man ; nor do I think J ought to spare 
that pride which hath so completely turned your head. You 
liave been tricked up with fine garments, and treated like the 
son of a gentleman, until you have forgot the fountain of your 
churlish blood.” 

“ Craving your pardon, most honoumble madam, Lilias hath 
not spoken truth, nor does your ladyship lujow aught of my 
descent, which should entii^c you to treat it with such decided 
scorn. I am no beggar’s brat — my grandmother begged from 
no one, here nor elsewhere — she would have perished sooner on 
the bare moor. Wo were harried out and driven from our home 
— a chance which has ha])pcd elsewhere, and to others. Avenel 
Castle, with its lake and its towers, was not at all times able to 
protect its inhabitants from want and desolation.” 

Hear but his assurance !” said Lilias, “ he upbraids my Lady 
with the distresses of her family !” 

** It had indeed been a theme more gratefully spared,” said tlio 
Lady, affected nevertheless with the allusion. 

“ It was necessary, madam, for my vindication,” said the page, 

OP I had not even hinted at a word that might give you pam. 
But believe, honoui*ed Lady, I am of no churl’s blood. My 
proper descent 1 know not ; but my only relation has said, and 
my heart lias echoed it back and attested the truth, tliat I am 
sprung of gentle blood, and deserve gentle usage.” 

And upon an assurance so vague as thb,” said the Lady, "do 
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you propose to expect all tlic I'cgard, all the privileges, befitting 
high rank and distinguished ])irth, and become a contender for 
concessions which are only duo to the noble I Go to, sir, know 
} ourself, or the master of the household shall make you know 
you are liable to the scourge as a malapert boy. You have tasted 
too little the discipline fit lor your age and station.*’ 

The inastor of the household shall taste of my dagger, ere 1 
taste of his discipline,” said the page, giv'ing way to his restrained 
passion. “ Lady, J have been too long the vassal of a pantoufle, 
and the slave of a silver whir tie. You must henceforth find some 
other to answer your call ; and let him he of birth and spirit mean 
cnougli to brook the scorn of your menials, and to call a church 
vassal his master.” 

“ I have deserved this insult,” Siiul the Lady, colouring fleepl>, 
“for so long cn<luring and foshu’iiig yoiiv j)etuhiiice. Begone, 
sir. Leave tliis castle to-night-- ( 'vill send you the means of 
subsistence till you find ooine honest mode of support, though 1 
fear your imaginary grandeur will be above all otliors, save 
those of rapine and violence. Begone, sir, and see my lace no 
more.” 

The page threw himself at lier feet in an agony of sorrow, 
“ My dear and honour(‘d mistress,” he said, but was unable to 
bring out another syllable. 

“ Arise, sir,” said tlio Lady, “and let go rny mantle — hypo- 
crisy is a poor cloak tor ingratitude.” 

“ I am incapable of cither*, madam,” stud tbo page, sj>ringing 
up with tho hasty shirt of ])assion ulreh belonged to Ins rapid and 
impetuous temper. “ Think not f meant to implore pomiissiou 
to reside here ; it has bt'cn long my do term i nation to leave 
Avenel, and 1 will never forgive nuself lor having pennitted yon 
to say tho word begone^ ore I said, ‘ I leave you.’ I did but kneel 
to ask your forgiveness for an ill-considtred w'ord used in the 
height of displeasure, but which ill became my mouth, as 
addressed to you. Otlier grace 1 asked not — you liavo done 
much for me — but 1 repeat, that you bettor know wliut you 
yourself have done, than what I have suflVred.” 

“ Roland,” said the Lady, somewhat appeased and I'elenting 
towards lier favourite, “ you had me to appeal to when you were 
aggrieved. You were neither called upon to suffer wrong, nor 
entitled to resent it, when )ou were under my protection.” 

And what,” said the youth, “ it I sustained wrong from those 
you loved and favoured, was I to disturb your peace with idle 
tale-bearings and eternal complaints 1 No, madam ; I have borne 
my own bui'dcn in silence, and witliout disturbing you with 
murmurs; and tho respect which you accuse me of wanting, 
furnishes tho only reason why T have neither appealed to you, 
nor taken vengeance at my own hand in a manner far moru 
effectual. It is w'ell, however, that we part. I was not born to 
bo a stipendiary, favoured by his mistress, until ruined by the 
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calumnies of others. May Heaven multiply its choicest blessings 
on your honoured head ; and, for your sake, upon all that are dear 
to you I” 

He was about to leave the apartment, when the liady called 
upon him to return. He stooa still, while she thus addressed 
him : It was not my intention, nor would it be just even in the 
height of my displeasure, to dismiss you without the means of 
support; take this purse of gold.” 

“ Forgive me, Lady,” said the boy, “ and let me go hence witli 
the consciousness that 1 have not been degraded to the point of 
accepting alms. If my poor services can be placed against the 
expense of my apparel and my maintenance, I only remain debtor 
to you for my life, and tliat alone is a debt which 1 can never repay ; 
put up then that purse, and only say, instead, that you do not 
part from me in anger.” 

“ No, not in anger,” said the Lady, " in sorrow rather for your 
wilfulness; but take the gold, you cannot but need it.” 

“ May God evermore bless you for the kind tone and the kind 
word ! but tlie gold I cannot take. I am able of body, and do 
not lack friends so wholly as you may think; for the time may 
come that 1 may yet shew myself more thankful than by mere 
words.” He llmew himself on his knees, kissed the hand which 
she did not withdraw, and then haatily left the apartment. 

Lilias, for a moment or two, kept her eye fixed on her mistreas, 
who looked so unusually pale, that she seemed about to faint; but 
the Lady instantly recovered herself, and declining the assistance 
which her attendant ottered her, walked to her own apartment. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Thou hast ser'rct of the household, Francis. 

I dare be sworn thou hast been in tiie buttery 
Steeping thy curious humour in fat alo, 

And in the butler’s tattle— ny, or chatting 
Wiih tho glib ^vaiting-woman o’er her comfits— 

These bear tho key to each domestic mystery. 

Old Play. 

Upon the morrow sncceeding the scene we have described, the 
disgraced favourite left the castle ; and at breakfast-time the 
cautious old steward and Mrs Lilias sat in the apartment of 
the latter personage, holding grave converse on the important 
event of the day, sweetened by a small treat of comfits, to which 
tlie providence of Mr Wingate had added a little fiask of racy 
canary. 

“ He is gone at last,” said the abigail, sipping her glass ; “ and 
here is to his good journey.” 

“ Ameii,” answered the steward, gtaVely ; “ I wish the poor 
deserted 1^ no ill.” 
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“ And he is gone like a wild-duck, as he came,” continued Mfh 
L ilias ; “ no lowering of drawbridges, or pacing along causeways, 
for him. My master has pushed off in the boat which they call 
the little Herod, (more shame to them for giving the name of a 
Christian to wood and iron,^ and has rowed himself by himself 
to the farther side of the loch, and ofi‘ and away with himself, and 
left aJl his finery strewed about his room. I wonder who is to 
clean his trumpery out after him — though the things are worth 
lifting, too.” 

“ Doubtless, Mistress Lilias,” answered the master of the honse- 
hold ; in the which case, 1 am free to think, they will not long 
cumber the floor.” 

“ And now bell me. Master Wingate,” continued the damsel, “ dc» 
not tlio very cockles of your heart rejoice at the house being rid 
of this upstart whelp, that flung ns all into shadow ?” 

Why, Mistress Lilias,” replied Wingate, “ as to rejoicing — those 
who have lived as long in great families as has been my lot, will 
be in no hurry rejoice at any thing. And for Roland Gneine, 
though he may be a good riddance in the main, yet what says the 
very sooth proverb, ‘ Seldom comes a better.* ” 

“ Seldom comes a better, indce<l !” echoed Mrs Lilias. 1 
say, never can come a worse, or one half so bad. He might 
have been the ruin of our poor dear mistress,” (here she 
used her kerchief,) body and soul, and estate too ; for she 
spent more coin on his apparel tlian on any four servants about 
the house.” 

" Mistress Lilias,” said the sage steward, I do opine that our 
mistress requiretli not tliis pity at your liands, being in all re- 
spects competent to take care of her own body, soul, and estate 
into the bargain.” 

“ Vou would not may Imp have said so,” answered the waiting- 
woman, had you s(?cii how like Lot’s wife she looked when 
young master took his leave. My mistress is a good lady, and a 
virtuous, and a well-doing lady, and a well-spoken of — hut 1 
would not Sir Halbert had seen her last evening for two and a 
plack.” 

“ Oh, foy! foy ! foy !” reiterated the steward ; “ servants should 
hear and see, and say nothing. Besides that, my Lady is utterly 
devoted to Sir Halbert, as well she may, being, as he is, the most 
renowned knight in these parts,” 

‘‘ Well, well,” said the abigail, “ I mean no more harm ; but 
they tliat seek least renown abroad^ are most apt to find quiet at 
home, that *s all ; and my Lady’s lonesome situation is to be con- 
sidered, that made her fain to take up with the first beggar’s brat 
that a dog brought her out of the loch.” 

" And, therefore,” said the steward, “ I say, rejoice not too much, 
or too hastily, Mistress Lilias ; for if your Lady wished a favou- 
rite to pass away the time, depend upon it, the time will not pass 
lighter now that he is gone. So she will have another favourite 
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to choose for horaelf ; and be assured^ if she wishes such a toy, 
siie will not lack one.” 

“ And where should she choose one, but among her own tried 
and faithful servants,” said Mra Lilias, *• who have broken her 
bread, and drunk her drink, for so many years ? I have known 
many a lady as high as she, that never thought either of a friend 
or favourite beyond their own wailing-woman — always liaving a 
proper respect, at the same time, for their old and faithful master 
of tlie household, MashT Wingate.” 

“ Truly, Mistress Lilias,” replied the steward, “ I do partly see 
tlie mark at which you shoot, but 1 doubt your l)olt will fall short. 
Matters being with our Lady as it likes you to suppose, it will 
neither be your crimped pinners, Mrs Lilias, (speaking of them 
with due respect,) nor my silver hair, or golden chain, that will 
fill up the void wliich Roland Grajme must needs leave in our 
Lady’s leisure. There will be a learned young divine with some 
new doctrine — a loarnod leech with some new drug - -- a bohl 
cavalier, who will not be refused the favour of wearing her colours 
at a running at the ring — a cunning harper that could harp the 
heart out of woman’s breast, as they say Sigm>r David Rizzio d^d 
to our poor Queen ; — these are the sort of folk who supply the 
loss of a well-favoured favourite, and not an old steward, or a 
middle-aged waiting-woman.” 

“ Well,” replied Lilias, ‘‘you have experience, Master Wingate, 
and truly I would my master would leave off his pricking hither 
and thither, and look better after the afFaii*s of his liousehold. 
There will bo a papistrie among ns next, fi>r what should 1 see 
among master’s clothes but a string of gold beads ? t pmiiiso 
you, tires and credos both ! — I seized on them like a falcon.” 

“ I doubt it not, I doubt it not,” said the steward, sagaciously 
nodding his licad ; “ 1 have often noticed that the boy had strange 
observances which savoured of popery, and that he was vejy 
jealous to conceal them. Hut you will find the Catholic under 
the Presbyterian cloak as often as the Knave under tlie friar’s 
hood — what then ? we are all mortal — Right proper beads they 
are,” he added, looking attentively at them, “ and may weigh four 
ounces of line gold.” 

“ And I will have them melted down presently,” she said, 
“ before they be the niisguidiiig of some poor blinded soul.” 

“ Very cautious, indeed, Mistress Lilias,” said the stewai*d, 
nodding his head in assent. 

“ I will have them made,” said Mrs Lilias, “ into a pair of 
shoe-buckles ; I would not wear the Pope’s trinkets, or whatever 
lias once borne the shape of them, one incli above my instep, were 
they diamonds instead of gold — Hut this is what has come of 
FaUier Ambrose coming about the castle, as demure as a cat that 
is about to steal cream.” 

“ Father Ambrose is our master’s brother,” said the steward 
gravely. 
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“ Very true, Master Win^pite,” answered tlio dame ; “ but is 
lliat a good reason why he Bhould pervert the king’s liege buI)- 
jects to papistrio ?” 

“ Heaven forbid, Mistress Lilias,” answered the sententious 
major-domo ; “ but yet there are worse folk than the Papists,” 

“ I wonder wliere they are to bo found,” said the waiting- 
woman, with some asperity ; " but I believe, Master Wingate, if 
one were to ^peak to j'ou about the dtwil himself, you would say 
there were worse people than Satan.” 

" Assuredly 1 might say so,” replied the stewiird, "supposing 
that I saw Satan standing at my elbow.” 

The waiting-woman started, and having exclaimed, " God bless 
us !” added, " I wonder, Master Wingate, you can take pleasun? 
in frightening one thus.” 

" Nay, Mistress Lilias, I had no such purpose,” was the reidy ; 
" but look you here — the T*apists are but put down for the pre- 
sent, but who kiiowH how long this word jnvserit will last ? There 
are two great 1‘opisli earls in the north of England, that abomi- 
nate the very word reformation ; 1 mean the Northumberland 
and Westniorelaiul Karls, men of power enough to shake any 
throne in Christendom. Then, though our Scottish king be, God 
bless him, a true Erotestant, yet he is but a boy ; and here is his 
mother that was our queen — 1 trust there is no harm t«> say God 
bless her too — and she is a Catholic; and many begin to iliink 
she has had Imt hard measure, such as the Hamiltons in the west, 
and some of our Border elans Iicrc, and the Gordons in the north, 
who are all wishing to see a new world ; and if such a now world 
should cliaiiec to eoiiie up, it is like that the Queen will take 
back her owu crown, and that the mass and the cross will come 
up, and then down go pulpits, Geneva-gowns, and black silk 
skull-caps.” 

" And have you, Master .Losper Wingate, who have heard the 
word, and listened unto ]>ure an<l precious Mr Henry Warden, 
Jiave you, I say, the patience to speak, i>r but to think, of popery 
coming down on us hkc a storm, or of tlie woman Mary again 
making the royal scat of Scotland a throne of abomination ? No 
marvel that you arc so civil to the cowled monk. Father Ambrose, 
when ho comes hither with his downcast eyes that he never raises 
to my Lady’s 1‘aco, and with his low sweet-toned voice, and his 
benedicites, and his benisons; and who so ready to take them 
kindly as Master Wingate ?” 

" Mistress Lilias,” replied the butler, with an air which was in- 
tended to close the debate, " there aro reasons for all things. If I 
received Father Ambrose debonairly, and suffered him to steal a 
word now and then with this same Roland Graeme, it was not 
that 1 cared a brass bodlo for his beiiison or malison cither, but 
only because I respected my master’s blood. And who can 
answer, if Mary come in again, whetlier he may not be as stout 
a tree to lean to as ever his brother bath proved to us } For 
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down goes the Earl of Murray when the Queen comes by her 
own a^n ; and good is his luck if he can keep the head on his 
own shoulders. And down gfwjft our Knight, with the Earl, his 
patron ; and who so like to mount into his empty saddle as tliis 
same Father Ambrose ? The Pope of Rome can soon dispense 
with his vows, and then wc should have Sir Edwai'd the soldier, 
instead of Ambrose the priest.” 

Anger and astonishment kept Mrs Lilias silent, while her old 
friend, in his self-complacent manner, was making known to her 
his political speculations. At lengtli her resentment found utter- 
ance in words of great ire and scorn. “ What, Master Wingate ! 
have you eaten ray mistress’s bread, to say nothing of my mas- 
ter’s, so many years, that you could live to think of her being 
dispossessed of her own Castle of Avenel, by a wretched monk, 
who is not a drop’s blood to her in the way of relation ? I, that 
am hut a woman, would try first whether my rock or his cowl 
w’as the better metal. Shame on you, Master W'ingatjp ! If I 
had not held you as so old an acquaiutanco, this should have gono 
to my Tjady’s ears, though 1 had been called pickthank and talo- 
pyet for mv pains, as when I told of Roland Grseme shooting the 
wild swan.” 

Master Wingate was somewhat dismayed at perceiving, that 
the detail which he had given of his far-sighted political views had 
produced on his hearer rather suspicion of his fidelity, tlian admi- 
ration of his wisdom, and endeavoured, as hastily as possible, to 
apologize and to explain, although internally extremely offended 
at the unreasonable vienv, as he deemed it, which it had pleased 
Mistress Lilias Bradbourne to take of his expressions ; and men- 
tally convinced that her disapprobation of his soiitimeuts arose 
solely out of the consideration, that though Father Ambrose, 
supposing him to become tlic master of the castle, would certainly 
require wic services of a steward, yet those of a waiting-womau 
would, in the supposed circumstances, be altogether superfluous. 

After his explanation had been received as explanations usually 
are, the two friends separated ; Lilias to attend the silver whistle 
which called her to her mistress’s chamber, and the sapient 
major-domo to the duties of his own department. They paiied 
with less than their usual degree of revei*ence and regard; for the 
steward felt tliat his worldly wisdom was rebuked by the more 
disinterested attachment of the waiting-woman, and Mistress 
Lilias Bradbomne was compelled to consider her old friend as 
something little better than a time-server. 



THE ABBOT. 


67 


CHAPTER VII. 

When I hao a 8axi>ence iinder my thumb. 

Then I get credit in ilka town ; 

But wlien 1 am pnir they bid mo gae by — 

Oh, poverty parts good company ! 

0/U Sonff. 

While the departure of the page afforded subject for the con- 
versation which we have detailed in our last chapter, the late 
favourite was far advanced on his solitary journey, without well 
knowing what was its object, or what was likely to be its end. He 
had rowed the skiff in which he left the castle, to the side of the 
lake most distant from the village, with the desire of escaping 
from the notice of the inhabitants. His pride whispered, that he 
would be, in his discarded state, only the subject of their wonder 
and compassion ; and his generosity told him, that any mark of 
sympathy which his situation should excite, might be unfavourably 
reported at the castle. A trifling incident convinced him he had 
little to fear for his friends on the latter score. He was met by 
a young man some years older than himself, who had on former 
occasions been but too happy to be permitted to share in his 
sports in the subordinate character of his assistant. Ralph 
Fisher approached to greet him, with all tlie alacrity of an humble 
friend. 

What, Master Roland, abroad on tliis side, and without either 
hawk or hound 

“ Hawk or hound,” said Roland, “ I will never perhaps hollo to 
again. 1 have been dismissed — that is, 1 have left the castle.” 

Ralph was surprised. What I you are to pass into the 
Knight’s service, and take the black jack and the lance ?” 

“Indeed,” replied Roland Gra?me, “I am not — I am now 
leaving the service of Avenel for ever.” 

“ And whither are you going, then 1” said the young peasant. 

“ Nay, that is a question whicli it craves time to answer — I have 
that matter to determine yet,” replied the disgraced favourite. 

“ Nay, nay,” said Ralph, “ T warrant you it is tlie same to you 
which way you go— my Lady would not dismiss you till she had 
put some lining into the pouches of your doublet.” 

“ Sordid slave I” said ^land Grseme, dost thou think I would 
have accepted a boou from one who was giving me over a prey 
to detraction and to ruin, at tlie instigation of a canting priest and 
a meddling servins-woman 1 The bread that I had bought with 
such an alms woqld have choked me at the first mouthful.” 

Ralph looked at his quondam friend wltli an air of wonder 
not unmixed with contempt. “Well,” ho said, at length, “no 
occasion for passion — eacli man knows his own stomadi best — 
but, were 1 on a black moor at tliis time of day, not knowing 
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whitl^cr I was going, I should bo glad to have a broad piece or 
two in my pouch, come by them as I could. — But perhaps you 
will go with me to ray father’s — that is, for a night, for to-mor- 
row we expect my uncle Meuelaus and all his folk ; but, as I said, 
for one night ” 

The cold-blooded limitation of the offered shelter to one night 
only, and that tciidertsd most unwillingly, offended the pride of 
the discarded favourite. 

“ I would rather sleep on the fresli heather, as T have done 
many a night on less occasion,” said lioland Grajme, “ than in 
the smoky gari'et of your father, that smells of peat smoke and 
usquebaugh like a Highlander’s plaid.” 

“ You may choose, ray master, if you are so nice,” replied 
Ralph Fisher ; ‘‘ you may bo glad to smell a peat-fire, and usque- 
baugh too, if you journey long in the fashion you propose. You 
might have said God-a-mercy for your proffer, tliough — it is not 
i very one will put thoiusclves in the way of ill-will by harbouring 
a discarded serving-man.” 

Ralph,” said Roland Graeme, “ I would pray you to remem- 
ber that I have switched you before now, and this is the same 
riding-wand which you have tasted.” 

Ralph, who was a thickset clownish figure, arrived at his full 
strength, and conscious of the most complete' personal superiority, 
laughed contemptuously at the threats of the slight-made stripling. 

" It may bo the same w and,” ho said, “ but not the same hand ; 
and that is as good rhyme as if it were in a ballad. Look you, 
ray Lady’s page that was, when your switch was up, it was no 
f(;ar of you, but of your bettere, tliat kept mine down — and I wot 
not what hinders me from cleai’ing old scores with this hazel 
rung, and showing you it was your Lady’s livery-coat w^hich I 
spared, and not your fleali and blood. Master Roland.” 

In the midst of his rage, Roland Grmmc was just wise enougli 
to see, tliat by continuing this altercation, ho would subject him- 
self to very rude treatiuont from the boor, who was so much older 
and stronger than himself ; and while his antagonist, with a sort 
of jeering laugli of defiance, seemed to provoke the contest, he 
felt the full bitterness of his ow'n degraded condition, iuid burst 
into a passion of tears, which he in vain endeavoured to conceal 
ivith both his hands. 

Even the rtiugh churl was moved with the distress of his quon- 
dam companion. 

" Nay, Master Roland,” ho said, I did but as ’twere jest 
with thee — I would not liami thee, man, were it but for old 
acquaintance sake. But ever look to a man’s inches ere you 
talk of switching — why, thine arm, man, is but like a spindle 
compared to miiic. — But hark, I hear old Adam Woodcot;k hol- 
lowing to his hawk — Come along, man, we will have a merry 
afternoon, and go jollily to my father’s in spite of the peat-smoke 
and usquebaugh to boot. Maybe we may put you into some 
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lioncst way of winning your bread, though it ’s hard to como by 
in these broken times.” 

The unfortunate page made no answer, nor did he withdraw his 
hands from liis face, and Fisher continued in what he imagined a 
suitable tone of comfort. 

“ Why, man, when you were my Ijady’s minion, men held you 
proud, and some thought you a Papist, and I wot not what ; and 
HO, now that you have no one to bear } on out, you must be com- 
]>aiiiouablc and hearty, and wait on the minister’s examinations, 
and put tlicse things out of folk’s bead ; and it he says you ai*e in 
fault, you must jouk jour head to the stream ; and if a gentle- 
man, or a gentleman’s gentleman, givi? 37m a rough word, or a 
light blow, 3 ou must only say, thank you for dusting m v doublet, 
ortho like, as I have done liy you. — But hark to Woodcock’.s 
whistle again. Come, and I will tc‘ach you all the trick oii't as 
wc go on.” 

*'■ [ thank yon,” said Roland Graeme, endeavouring to assume 
an air of imliflorenee and of superiority ; but I have another 
path before me, and were it otherwise, I could not tread in 
yours.” 

Very true, Master Rolaiul,” replied the clown ; “and every 
man knows his own matters best, and so I will not keep you from 
the path, a.s you s:iy. Give us a grip of your hand, man, for auhl 
lang syiK'. — What ! not elap iialnis ei'o wo part ? — well, so be it 
• -a wilful iniin will liave his way, and so farewell, andtlic blessing 
of the morning to you.” 

“ (lood-morrow — good morrow,” said Roland, hastily ; and 
the clown walked lightly off, whistling as he went, and glad, appa- 
rently, to he rid ot an accjii.aintanee, whoso claims might be 
troublesome, and who had 110 longfi* llie moans to be serviceable 
to him. 

Roland Grteme compelled himself to w'alk on while they were 
within .sight of each otlier, that his former intimate might not 
augur any vacillation of purpose, or uncertainty of object, from 
his remaining on the same spot ; hut the effort was a painful one. 
He seemed stunned, as it w'ere, and gi<ldy ; the earth on which he 
stood felt as if unsound, and quaking under his feet like the sur- 
face of a bog ; and ho had onco or twice nearly fallen, though the 
path he trode was of firm greensward. Ho kept resolutely 
moving forw'ard, in spite of the internal agitation to vdiich these 
symptoms belonged, until the distant form of his acquaintance 
ilisappearcd behind tho slope of a hill, wlieii his heart failed at 
once ; and, sitting down on the turf, remote from human ken, he 
gave way to tho natural expressions of wounded pride, grief, and 
fear, and wept with unrestrained and unqualified 

bitterness. 

When the fii'st violent paroxysm of his feelings had subsided, 
the deserted and friendless youth felt that mental relief which 
usually follows such discharges of sorrow. Tho tears contin\icd 
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to chase each other down his cheeks^ but they were no longer 
accompanied by the s:iine sense of desolation; an afflicting yet 
milder sentiment was awakened in his mind, by the recollection 
of his benefactress, of the unwearied kindness which liad attached 
her to him, in spito of many acts of provoking petulance, now 
I'ecollected as offences of a deep dye, which h^ protected him 
against the machinations of others, as well as against the conse- 
quences of his own folly, and would have continued to do so, had 
not the excess of his presumption compelled her to withdraw her 
protection. 

“ Whatever indignity I have borne,” he said, “ has been the 
just reward of my own ingratitude. And have I done well to 
accept the hospitality, the more than maternal kindness, of my 
protectress, yet to detain from her the knowledge of my religion 1 

— but she filiall know that a Catholic has as much gratitude as a 
Puritan — that I have been thoughtless, but not wicked — that in 
my wildest moments I have loved, respected, and honoured her 

— and tliat the orphan boy might indeed be heedless, but >va8 
never ungrateful !” 

Ho turned, as these thoughts passed through his mind, and 
began hastily to retread his footsteps towards tlie castle. But ho 
checked the first eagerness of his repentant haste, when lie re- 
flected on the scorn and contempt with which the family were 
likely to see the return of the fugitive, humbled, as tliey must 
necessarily suppose him, into a supplicant, who requested pardon 
for his fault, and permission to return to liis service. He slack- 
ened his pace, but be stood not still. 

“ I care not,” ho resolutely determined; “ let them wink, point, 
nod, sneer, speak of the conceit which is humbled, of tlie pride 
which has had a fall — I care not ; it is a penance duo to my folly, 
and I will endure it with patience. But if she also, my benefac- 
tress, if she also should think mo sordid and weak-spirited enough 
to beg, not for her pardon alone, but for a renewal of the advau> 
tages which I deri^’ed from her favour — her suspicion of my 
meanness I cannot — I will not brook.” 

He stood still, and his pride rallying with constitutional 
obstinacy against his more just feeling, urged that he would incur 
the scorn of the Lady of Avenel, rather than obtain her favour, by 
following the course which the first ardour of his repentant feel- 
ings had dictated to him. 

If 1 had but some plausible pretext,” he thought, “ some 
ostensible reason for my return, some excuse to allege which 
might shew I came not as a degraded supplicant, or a discarded 
menial, 1 might go thither — but as T am, 1 cannot — my heart 
would leap from its place and burst.” 

As these thoughts swept through his mind, something passed in 
the air so near him as to dazzle his eyes, and almost to brush the 
plume in his cap. He looked up — it was the favourite falcon of 
Sir Halbert, which, flying around his head, seemed to claim hia 



THE ABBOT. 


61 


attention, as that of a well-known friend. Roland extended his 
arm, and gave the accustomed whoop, and the falcon instantly 
settled on his wrist, and begat l to prune itself, glancing at the 
youth from time to time an acute and brilliant beam of its hazel 
eye, which seemed to ask why he caressed it not with his usual 
fondness. 

“ Ah, Diamond !” he said, as if the bird understood him, “ thou 
and 1 must be strangers henceforward. Many a gallant stoop 
have I seen thee make, and many a brave heron strike down ; 
but that is all gone and over, and there is no hawking more 
for me !’* 

“And why not, Master Roland,” said Adam Woodcock the 
falconer, who came at that instant from behind a few alder bushes 
which had concealed him from view, “ why should there be no 
more hawking for you \ Why, man, what were our life without 
our sports ? — thou luiow’st the jolly old song — 

“ And ratlier would Allan in dunpeon lie, 

Tlinn live at large whore the falcon cannot ffy ; 

And Allan would rather He in Sexton *a pound, 

Than live where he follow’d not the merry hawk and hound.” 

The voice of the falconer was hearty and friendly, and the tone 
in which he half-sung half-recited his rude ballad, implied honest 
frankness and <!ordiality. Rut remembrance of their quarrel, and 
its consequences, embarrassed Roland, and prevented his reply. 
The falconer saw his hesitation, and guessed the cause. 

“What now,” said he, “ Master Roland ? do you, who arc half 
an Euglisliman, think that I, who am a whole one, would keep up 
anger against you, and you in distress ? That were like some of 
the Scots, (iny master’s reverence always excepted,) who can be 
fair and false, and wait their time, and keep their mind, a3 they 
say, to themselves, and touch pot and flagon with you, and hunt 
and hawk with you, and, after all, when time serves, pay off some 
old feud with the point of the digger, ('aimy Yorkshire has no 
memory for such old sores. Why, man, an you had hit me a 
rough blow, maybe 1 would rather have taken it from you, than 
a rough word from another ; for you have a good notion of fal- 
conry, though you stand up for washing the meat for the eyases. 
So give us your hand, man, and bear no malice.” 

Roland, though ho felt his proud blood rebel at the familiarity 
of honest Adam’s address, could not resist its downright frank- 
ness. Covering his face with the one hand, he held out the 
other to the f^coner, and returned witli readiness his friendly 
grasp. 

“Why, this is hearty now,” said Woodcock; “ I always said 
you had a kind heart, though you have a spice of the devil in your 
disposition, that is certain. I came this way witli the falcon on 
purpose to find you, and yon half-bred luhbard told me which way 
you took flight. You ever thought too much of tiiat kestril-kite. 
Master Roland, and he knows nought of sport after all, but what 
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he ti!ftught from you. I saw how it had boon betwixt you, and I 
sent him out of my company witli a waiiion — I would rather 
have a rifler on my perch than a false knave at ray elbow — and 
now. Master Roland, tell rac what way wing ye V* 

“ That is as God pleases,” replied the page, with a sigh which 
he could not suppress. 

" Nay, man, never droop a feather for being cast off,” said the 
falconer ; “ wdio knows but you may soar the better and fairer 
flight for all this yet ? — Look at Diamond there, ’tis a noble bird, 
and shews gallantly with liis hood, and bells, and jesses ; but there 
is many a wild falcon in Norway that would not change properties 
with him — And that is what 1 would say of you. You arc no 
longer my Lady’s page, and you will not clothe so fair, or feed sc) 
well, or sloop so soft, or show so gallant — What of all that ? if 
you are not her page, you are your own man, and may go where 
you will, without minding whoop or whistle. The Avorst is the 
ioss of the sport, but who knows what you may come to ? They 
say that Sir Halbert himself, I sjieak with revcrouco, was on<*e 
glad to be the Abbot’s forester, and now he has hounds and 
hawks of his own, and Adam Woodcock for a falconer to the 
boot.” 

You are right, and say well, Adam,” answered the youth, the 
blood mantling in his checks, the falcon will soar hiphor without 
his bells than with them, though the bells be made of silver.” 

" Tliat is cheerily spoken,” replied the falconer j “ and whither 
now ?” 

“ I tliought of going to tlio Abbey of Kennaquhair,” answered 
Roland Gnciuc, “ to uslc the counsel of Father Ambrose.” 

And joy go with you,” said the falconer, “ though it is likely 
you may find the old monks in F.nnc .sorrow ; they say the com- 
mons are threatening to turn them out of their cells, and make a 
devil’s mass of it in the old church, thinking they have forborno 
that sport too long ; and troth 1 am clear of the same opinion.” 

“ Then will Father Ambrose be the better of liaving a friend 
beside him !” said the page, manfully. 

“ Ay, but, my young tcarnouglit,” replied the falconer, "the 
friend will scarce be the better of being beside Father Ambrose 
— he may come by the rodder’s lick, and that is ever the worst 
of the battle.” 

" I care not for that,” said the page, “ the dread of a lick 
should not hold me back ; but 1 fear I may bring trouble between 
the brothel’s by visiting Father Ambrose. I will tarry to-night 
at Saint Cuthbert’s cell, where the old priest will give me a night’s 
shelter ; and 1 will send to Father Ambrose to ask his advice 
before I go down to the convent.” 

" By Our Lady,” said the falconer, " and that is a likely plan — 
and now,” he continued, exchanging his frankness of manner for 
a .sort of awkwiird cmbarraHsmeiit, as if he liad somewhat to say 
tliat he had no ready means to bring out — " and now, you wot 
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well that I wear a pouch for iny hawk’s meat,* and so forth ; but 
wot you what it is lined with. Master lioland 

With leather, to be sure,” replied Roland, somewhat surprised 
at the hesitation with which A^m Woodcock asked a question 
api)areiitly so simple. 

“ With leather, lad ?” said Woodcock ; “ ay, and with silver to 
the boot of that. See here,” he said, shewing a secret slit in the 
lining of his bag of office — “ here they are, thirty good Harry 
groats as ever were sti’uck in bluff old Hall’s time, and ten of 
them are right heartily at your service ; and now the murder is 
out.” 

Roland’s first idea w as to refuse his assistance ; but ho recol- 
lected the vows of humility which he had just taken upon him, 
and it occurred that this was the opportunity to put his new- 
ibruicd resolution to the tost. Assuming a strong comtnaud of 
himself, he aiisw'ercd Adam Woodcock with as much frankness as 
his nature perinitUid him to wear, in doing what w'as so contrary 
to his inclinations, that he accepted thankfully of his kind offer, 
w'lulc, to soothe his own reviving pride, he could not help adding, 
he hoped soon to requite the obligation.” 

That as you list — that as you list, young man,” said the 
falconer, with glee, counting out and <leliveriug to his young 
friend the supply he had so generously offered, and then adding, 
with great cheerfuluess,- “ Now you may go through the world ; 
for he that can back a horse, wind a horn, hollow a greyhound, 
fly a hawk, and play at sword and buckler, with a whole pair of 
shoes, a green jacket, and ten lily-white groats in his pouch, may 
bid Father Care hang himself in his own jesses. Farewell, and 
God be with you !” 

So saying, and us if desirous to avoid the thanks of his coin - 
panion, lie turned hastily round, and left Roland Grtcino to pursua 
liis jouruey ;ilone. 


CHAPTER Vlll. 

The sacred tapers’ lights are gone, 

(iray moss has clad the altar atone. 

The iioly image is o’erthrown, 

Tlio bell has ce.ised to toll. 

Tho long ribb’d uls’es are burst and shruok, 

Tlie holy shrines to ruin sunk, 

Draarted is the pious monk, 

God’s blessing on his soul ! 

Rediviva, 

The cell of Saint Cuthbert, as it was called, marked, or was sup- 
posed to mark, one of those resting places, which that venerable 

* This same bag. like evory thing belonging to falconry, was esteemed an 
honourable distinction, and worn often by the nobility and gentry. One of the 
Soniiuervilles of Carnnethnn was allied Sir John with the red bap, becausu it was 
bis wont to wear his liawkiug pouch covered with satin of that colour. 
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saint was pleased to assign to his monks, when his convent, being 
driven from Lindisfern by the Danes, became a peripatetic society 
of religionists, and bearing their patron’s body on their slioulders, 
transported him from place to place through Scotland and the 
borders of England, until he was pleased at length to spare them 
the pain of carrying him farther, and to choose his ultimate place 
of rest in the lordly towers of Durham. The odour of his sanctity 
remained behind him at each place where he had granted the 
monks a transient respite from their labours ; and proud were 
those who could assign, lis his temporary resting-place, any spot 
within their vicinity. There were few cells more celebrated and 
honoured than that of Saint Cuthbert, to which Roland Graeme 
now bent his way, situated considerably to the north-west of the 
great Abbey of Kennaquhair, on whicli it was dependent. In the 
neighbourhood wore some of those rocommeiidations which 
weighed with the experienced priesthood of Rome, in choosing 
their sites for places of religion. 

There was a well, possessed of some medicinal qualities, which, 
of course, claimed the saint for its guardian and patron, and 
occasionally produced some advantage to the recluse who inhabited 
his cell, since none could reasonably expect to benefit by the 
fountain who did not extend their bounty to the saint’s chaplain. 
A few roods of fertile land afforded the monk his plot of garden 
ground ; an eminence well clothed with trees rose behind the cell, 
and sheltered it from the north and the cast, while the front, 
opening to the south-west, looked up a wild but pleasant valley, 
down which wandered a lively brook, which battled with every 
stone that interrupted its passage. 

The cell itself was rather plainly than rudely constructed — a 
low Gk>thic building with two small apartments, one of which 
served the priest for his dwelling-place, the other for his chapel. 
As there were few of the secular clergy who durst venture to 
reside so near the Border, the assistance of this monk in spiritual 
affairs had not been iiseless to the community, while the Catholic 
religion retained the ascendancy ; as he could marry, christen, 
and administer the other sacraments of the Roman church. Of 
late, however, as the Protestant doctrines gained ground, he had 
found it convenient to live in close retirement, and to avoid, as 
much as possible, drawing upon himself observation or animad- 
version, The appearance of bis habitation, however, wlien Roland 
Graeme came before it in the close of the evening, plainly shewed 
that his caution had been finally ineffectual. 

The page’s first movement was to knock at the door, when he 
observed, to his sm’prise, that it was open, not from being left 
unlatched, but because, beat off its upper hinge, it was only 
fastened to the door-post by the lower, and could therefore no 
longer perform its functions. Somewhat alarmed at tliis, and 
receiving no answer when he knocked and called, Roland began 
to look more at leisure upon the exterior of the little dwelling, 
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before be ventured to enter it. The flowers, which had been 
trained with care against the walls, seemed to have been recently 
torn down, and trailed their dishonoured garlands on the earth ; 
the latticed window was broken and dashed in. The garden, 
which tlic monk had maintained by his constant labour in the 
highest order and beauty, bore marks of having been lately trod 
down and destroyed by the hoofs of animals, and the feet of men. 

The sainted spring had not escaped. 1 1 was wont to rise bcncatli 
a canopy of ribbed arches, with which the devotion of elder times 
liad sccur(id and protected its healing waters. These arches were 
now almost entirely demolished, and the stones of which they 
w'ere built were tumbled into the well, as if for the purpose of 
choking up and destroying the fountain, which, iis it had shared 
in other days the honour of the saint, was, in the present, doomed 
to partake his unpopularity. Part of the roof had been pulled 
<low'n from the house itself, and an attempt had been made with 
crows and levers upon one of the angles, by which several large 
corner-stont?fi had been forced out of their place ; but the solidity 
of aiieieni mason-work had prov(id too great for the time or 
patience of tlie assailants, and they had relinquished their task of 
destruction. Such dilapidated buildings, after the lapse of years, 
during which nature has gi*adually covered the eftects of violence 
witli creeping plants, and witli weather-stains, exhibit, amid their 
decay, a melancholy beauty. But when the visible effects of 
violence ai)pear raw and r<'cont, there is no feeling to mitigate tho 
sense of devastation with which they impress the spoctatoi's ; and 
such was now the scene on which the youthful page gazed, with 
the painful feelings it wiis qualified to excite. 

When liis first momentary surprise was over, Boland Groemo 
was at no loss to conjecture the cause of these ravages. The 
destruction of the Popish edifices did not take place at once 
tliroughout Scotland, hut at different times, and according to tlio 
spirit which actuated the reformed clergy ; some of whom insti- 
gated their hearers to those acts of demolition, and others, with 
better taste and feeling, endeavoured to protect tbe ancient 
shrines, w'liilo they desire<l to see thorn purified from the objects 
which had atti’acted idolatrous devotion. From time to time, there- 
fore, tiie populace of the Scottish towns aud villages, when instigated 
eitlier by their own feelings of abhorrence for Popish superstition, 
or by the doctrines of the more zealous preachers, resumed the 
w'ork of d(‘struction, and exercised it upon some sequestered 
church, chapel, or cell, which had es(;aped the first burst of their 
indignation against the religion of Koine. In many places, tbe 
vices of tile Catholic clergy, arising out of the wealth and the 
corruption of tliat tremendous hierarchy, furnished too good an 
apology for wreaking vengeance upon the splendid edifices which 
they inhabited; and of this an old Scottish historian gives a 
remarkable instance. 

“ Why mourn ye,” said an aged matron, seeing the discontent 

VOL. XI. V, 
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oC some of the citizens, while a stately convent was buriit by tlic 
multitude, — “ why mourn yo for its destruction ? If you knew 
half the flagitious wickedness which has been perpetrated within 
that house, you would ratlier bless the divine judgment, which 
permits not even the senseless walls that screened such profligacy, 
any longer to cumber Cliristian ground.” 

But although, ill many instances, the destruction of the Homan 
Catholic buildings might be, in the matron’s way of judging, an 
act of justice, and in others an act of policy, there is no doubt 
that the humour of demolisliing monuments of ancient piety and 
inuniflcence, and that in a poor country like Scotland, where thcro 
was no chance of tlieir being replaced, was both useless, mis- 
chievous, and barbarous. 

In the present instance, the unpretending and quiet seclusion 
of the monk of St Cuthbert’s had hitherto saved him from the 
general wreck ; but it would seem ruin had now at length x'cached 
him. Anxious to discover if he had at least escaped personal 
harm, Roland Grceme entered the half-i*uincd cell. 

The interior of the building was in a state which fully justified 
the opinion he had formed from its external injuries. The few 
rude utensils of the solitary’s hut were broken down, and lay 
scattered on the floor, where it seemed as if a fire had been made 
with some of the fragments to destroy tlie rest of his property, 
and to consume, in particular, tlie rude old image of Saint Cuth- 
bort, in its episcopal habit, which lay on the hearth like Dagon 
of yore, shattered with tlie axe and scorched with the flames, but 
only partially destroyed. In tho little apartment which served 
as a chapel, the altar was overthrown, and the four huge stones 
of which it had been once composed lay scattered aromid the 
floor. The large stone crucifix which occupied tlie niche behind 
the altar, and fronted the supplicant while he paid his devotion 
there, had been pulled down, and dashed by its own weight into 
three fragments. There were marks of sledge-hammers on each 
of these ; yet the image liad been saved from utter demolition bv 
tho size and strength of the remaining fragments, which, though 
much injured, retained enough of the original sculpture to shew 
what it had been intended to I'epresent.* 

Roland Gneme, secretly nursed in tlio- tenets of Rome, saw 
with horror the profanation of the most sacred emblem, according 
to his creed, of our holy religion. 

“ It is the badge of our redemption,” he said, wliich tho felons 
have dared to violate — would to God my weak strength were 
able to replace it — my humble strength, to atone for the 
sacrilege I” 

He stooped to tho task he first meditated, and with a sudden, 
and to himself almost an incredible exertion of power, ho lifted 
jup the one extremity of the lower shaft of the cross, and rested 


See Note B. Cell of Saint Cuthbn t. 
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it upon the edge of the large stone which served for its pedestal. 
Encouraged by this success, he applied his force to tiie otlicr 
extremity, and, to his OAvn astonishment, succeeded so far as to 
erect the lower end of the limb into the socket, out of which it had 
been forced, and to place this fragment of the image upright. 

While he was employed in this labour, or rather at the very 
moment when he had accomplished the elevation of the fragment, 
a voice, in thrilling and well known accents, spoke behind him 
these words : — “ Well done, thou good and faithful servant ! 
^i'hus would I again meet the child of my love — the hope of my 
aged eyes.” 

Roland turned round in astonishment, and the tall commanding 
form of Magdalen Graeme stood beside him. She w'as arrayed 
in a sort of loose habit, in form like that worn by penitents in 
GathoHc countries, but black in colour, and approaching as near 
to a pilgrim’s cloak as it was safe to wear in a country where the* 
suspicion of Catholic devotion in many places endangered the 
iMifety of those who were suspected of attachment to the ancient 
iaith. Roland Gnerao threw himself at her feet. She raised 
and embraced him, with affection indeed, but not unmixed with 
gravity wliich amounted almost to sternness. 

** Thou hast kept W'ell,” she said, “ the bird in thy bosom.* As 
a boy, as a youth, thou hast held fast thy faith amongst heretics 
— thou hast kept thy secret and mine own amongst thine enemies, 
I wept when I parted from you — I who seldom weep, then shed 
tears, less for thy death than for thy spiritual danger — I dared not 
even see thee to bid thee a last farewell — my grief, my swelling 
gi-ief, bad betrayed me to these heretics. But thou hast been 
faithful — down, down on thy knees before the holy sign, which 
evil men injure and blaspheme ; down, and praise saints and 
angels for the grace they have done thee, in preserving thee from 
the leprous plague which cleaves to the house in which thou wort 
nurtured !” 

“ If, my mother — so I must ever call you,” replied Giwme, 
— ‘‘if I am returned such as thou woiildst wish me, thou must 
thank the care of the pious father Ambrose, whoso instructions 
confirmed your early precepts, and taught me at once to bt* 
faithful and to be silent.” 

“ Be he blessed for it I” said she, “ blessed in the cell and in 
the field, in the pulpit and at the altar — the saints rain blessings 
on him ! — they are just, and employ his pious care to counteract 
the evils which his detested brother works against the realm and 
the church, — but he knew not of thy lineage 1” 

“ I could not myself tell him that,” answered Roland. “ I 
knew but darkly from yoim words, that $ir Halbert Glendinning 
holds mine inheritance, and that I am of blood as uublo as runs 

• An expression used by Sir Kalph Percy, slain in the battle of Hedifely-moor 
in 1464, when dying, to express his having preserved unstained his fldehty to tltf 
House of Lancaster. 
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in the veins of any Scottish Baron — these are things not to bo 
forgotten, but for the explanation I must now look to you.” 

And when time suits, tliou shalt not look for it in vain. But 
men say, niy son, that thou art bold and sudden ; and tliose who 
bear sucli tempers are not lightly to be trusted with what will 
strongly move tlicm.” 

Say rather, my mother,” returned Roland Grcenie, " that I 
am laggard and cold-blooded — what patience or endurance can 
you require of wliieh he is not capable, who for years has heard 
his religion ridiculed and insulted, yet failed to plunge his dagger 
into the blasphemer’s bosom !” 

Be contented, iny child,” replied Magdalen Graeme ; the 
time, which then and even now demands patience, will soon ripen 
to tliat of effort and action — great events aro on the wing, and 
thou — thou shalt have thy sliare in advancing thciu. Thou hast 
relinquished the service of the Lady of Avenel ?” 

“ I have been dismissed from it, my mother — I have lived to 
1)0 dismissed, as it* 1 were the meanest of the train.” 

‘‘ It is the better, my child,” replied she ; thy mind will bo 
the more hardened to undertake that which must bo performed.” 

“ Let it bo nothing, then, against the Lady of Avenel,” said 
the page, “ as thy look and words seem to imply, i have eaten 
her bread — I have experienced her favour — I will neither 
injure nor betray her.” 

^‘■Of tliat hereafter, my son,” said she ; “ but learn this, tliat it 
is not for thee to ca])itulate in thy duty, and to say this will I do, 
and that will 1 leave undone — ^No, Roland ! God and man will 
110 longer abiilc the wickedness of this generation. Seest thou 
tiieso fragments — kriowest thou what they represent? — and 
const tliou think it is for thee to make distinctions amongst a race 
so accursed by Heaven, that they renounce, violate, blaspheme, 
and destroy, whatsoever vc are commanded to believe in, what- 
soever we are commanded to reverence ?” 

As she spoke, she bent her head towards the broken image, 
witli a countenance in which strong resentment and zeal w'ere 
mingled with an expression of ecstatic devotion ; she raised her 
left liand aloft as in the act of making a vow, and thus proceeded : 
“ Bear witness for me, blessed symbol of our salvation, bear 
witness, holy saint, within whose violated temple we stand, that 
as it is not for vengeance of my own that my hate pursues these 
i>eople, so neither, for any favour or earthly affection towards 
any amongst them, will I withdraw my band from the plough, 
when it shall pass through the devoted furrow ! Bear witness, 
holy saint, once thyself a wanderer aiid fugitive as we are now — 
bear witness, Mother of Mercy, Q,ueen of Heaven — bear witness, 
saints and angels !” 

In this high sti-ain of enthusiasm, she stood, raising her eyes 
through the fractured roof of the vault, to the stars which now 
began to twinkle through the pale twilight, while the long gi*ay 
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treas6s which hung down over her shoulders waved in the night- 
breeze, which the chasm and fractured windows admitted freely. 

Uoland Gra3ine was too much awed by early habits, as well as 
by the mysterious impoi*t of her words, to ask for farther expla- 
nation of the purpose she obscurely hinted at. Nor did she 
farther i)ress him on the subject ; for, having concluded her 
prayer or obtestation, by clasping her hands together witli 
solemnity, and then signing hen^elf with the cross, she again 
addressed her grandson, in a tone more adapted to the ordinary 
business of life. 

“ Thou must hence,” she said, Ibiland, thou must hence, but 
not till morr ing — And now, how wilt thou shift for thy night’s 
quarters I — thou liast been more softly bred than when we were 
companions in the misty hills of Cumberland and Liddesdale.” 

“ 1 have at least pniserved, my good mother, the habiti;. wliicli 
I tlien learned — can lie hard, feed sparingly, and think it no 
hardship. Since I was a wanderer with thee on the hills, I have 
been a hunter, and fisher, and fowler, and each of these is accus- 
tomed to bleep freely in a worse shelter than sacrilege has left us 
hero.” 

Than sacrilege has left us here !” said the mati’on, repeating 
his words, and pausing on them. Most true, my son ; and God's 
faitliful children are now woi^st sheltered, when they lodge in 
God’s own house .and the demesne of his blessed saints. We shall 
sleep cold here, under the night-wind, which whistles through the 
breaches which heresy has made. They shall lie wanner who 
made them — ay, and tlirougli a long henniftt^r.” 

Notwithstanding the wild and singular expressions of this 
female, she appeared to retain tow’ards Roland Grieme, in a 
strong degree, that affectionate and sedulous love which women 
bear to their nnrhliiigs, and the children depeiidc?nt on their care. 
It seemed as if she would not permit him to do aught for himself 
which in former days her attention had been used to do for him, 
and that she considered the tall stripling before her as being 
equally dependent on her careful attention ns when ho was the 
orphan child, who had owed all to her affectionate solicitude. 

“ What hast thou to oat now ?” she said, as, leaving the chapel, 
they went into the deserted habitation of the priest ; “ or w’hat 
means of kindling a fire, to defend thee fioin this raw and incle- 
ment air ? I’oor child ! thou hast made slight provision for a 
long jouracy ; nor hast thou skill to help thyself by wit, when 
means are scanty. But Our Lady has placed by thy side one to 
Mdiorn want, in all its forms, is as familiar as plenty and splendour 
have formerly been. And with want, Roland, come the arts of 
which she is the inventor.” 

With an active and officious diligence, which strangely con- 
trasted with her late abstracted and high tone of Catliolic devotion, 
she set about her domestic arrangements for the evening. A 
pouch, which was hidden under her garment, produced a flint 
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and steel, and from the scattered fragments around (those per- 
, taiiiing to the image of Saint Cuthbert scrupulously excepted) 
she obtained splinters suOicieut to raise a sparkling and cheerful 
fire on the hearth of the deserted cell. 

“ And now,” she said, for needful food.” 

“ Think not of it, mother,” said Roland, " unless you yourself 
feel hunger. It is a little thing for me to endure a night’s 
abstinence, and a small atonement for the necessary transgression 
of the rules of tlie Church, upon which I was compelled during 
my stay in the castle.” 

Hunger for myself !” answered the matron — Know, youtli, 
tliat a mother knows not hunger till that of her child is satisfied.” 
And with affectionate inconsistency, totally different from her 
usual manner, she added, “ Roland, you must not fast ; you have 
dispensation ; you are young, and to youth food and sleep are 
necessaries' not to he dispensed with. Husband your strength, 
my child, — your sovereign, your religion, your country, require it. 
Tjot age macerate by fast and vigil a body wliich can only suffer ; 
let youth, in these active times, nourish tlio liiubs and the strength 
which action requires.” 

While she thus spoke, the scrip, which had produced the means 
of striking fire, furnished provision for a meal ; of which she her- 
self scarce partook, but anxiously watched her cliargc, taking a 
pleasure, resembling that of an epicure, in each morsel which 
he 8\Vall(Jwed with a youthful appetite which abstinence had 
rendered unusually sharp. Roland readily obeyed her recom- 
mendations, and ate the food which she so affectionately and 
earnestly placed before him. But she shook her head when 
invited by him in return to partake of the refreshment her own 
cares had fuimished ; and when Ms solicitude became more press- 
ing, she refused him in a loftier tone of rejection. 

Young man,” she said, *‘you know not to whom or of wdiat 
you speak. They to whom Heaven declares its purpose must 
merit its communication by mortifying the senses ,* they have 
that w'ithin which requires not the superfluity of earthly nutri- 
ment, which is necessary to those who are without the sphere of 
the Vision. To them the watch spent in prayer is a refreshing 
slumber, and the sense of doing the will of Heaven is a richer 
banquet than the tables of monarchs can spread before them 1 — 
But do thou sleep soft, my son,” she said, I’elapsing from the 
tone of fanaticism into that of maternal affection and tenderness \ 
— do thou sleep sound while life is but young with thee, and 
the cares of the day can be di*owmed in the slumbers of the 
evening. Different is thy duty and mine, and as difl'erent the 
means by which we must qualify and strengthen ourselves to 
perform it. From the© is demanded strength of body — from 
me, strength of soul.” 

When she thus spoke, she prepared with ready address a 
pallet-couch, composed partly of the dried leaves which had once 
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furnished a bed to the solitary, and tlic guests who occasionally 
received his hospitality, and which, neglected by the destroyers 
of his humble coll, had remained little distui’bed in the comer' 
allotted for them. To these her care added some of the vestures 
which lay torn and scattered on the floor. With a zealous 
hand she selected all such as appeared to have made any part of 
the sacerdotal vestments, laying them aside as sacred from 
ordinary purposes, and with tho rest she made, with dexterous 
proraptneKs, such a bed as a weary man might willingly stretch 
himself on ; and during the time she was preparing it, rejected, 
even with acrimony, any attempt which the youth made to assist 
her, or any entreaty which he urged that she would accept of 
the place of rest for her own use. ‘‘ Sleep thou,” said she, 
“ Roland Greeme, sleep thou — the persecuted, the disinherited 
orphan — the son of an ill-fated mother — sleep tliou ! J go to 
pray in tho chapel beside thee.” 

The manncir was too enthusiastically earnest, too obstinately 
fii-m, to permit Roland Graeme to dispute her will any farther. 
Yet he felt some shame in giving way to it. Tt seemed as if slie 
had forgotten the years tliat had passed away since their pai'ting ; 
and expected to meet, in tho tall, indulged, and wilful youth, 
whom she had recovered, the passive obedience of the child 
whom she had left in the Castle of Avenel. This did not fail to 
hurt her gnindson’s characteristic and constitutional pride. Ho 
olHjyed, indeed, awed into submission by the sudden recmrence 
of fomier subordination, and by feelings of affection and gratitude. 
Still, however, ho felt the yoke. 

“Have I relinquished the hawk and the hound,” he said, “to 
beconjo the pupil of her pleasure, as if 1 were still a child ? — I, 
whom oven my envious mates allowed t(» be superior in those 
exorcises which they took most pains to acquire, and which 
came to mo naturally, as if a knowledge of them had been my 
birthright? This may not and must not bo. I will be no 
I’cclaimed sparrow-hawk, who is carried hooded on a woman’s 
wrist, and has his quarry only shewn to him when his eyes are 
uncovered for his flight. I will know her puri)Ose ere it is pro- 
posed to me to aid it.” 

These, and otlier thoughts, streamed through the mind of 
Roland Granne ; and although wearied with the fatigues of the 
day, it was long ere he could compose himself to rest. 


CHAPTER IX. 

Kneel with me — Bwenr it — ’tis not in worda I trust, 

Save wiicn they 'ro fenced with an appeal to Heaven. 

Old Play, 

After passing the night in that sound sleep for which agita- 
tion and fatigue had prepared him, Roland was awakened by the 
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fresh morning air^ and by the beams of the rising gun. His first 
feeling was that of surprise ; for, instead of IcM^king forth from a 
turret window on the waters of the Lake of Avenel, which was 
the prospect his former apartment afforded, an unlatticcd aper> 
turo gave him the view of the demolislied garden of the banished 
anchorite. He sat up on his couch of leaves, and arranged in his 
memory, not without wonder, the singular events of the preced- 
ing day, which appeared tlie more siu^prising the more he con- 
sidered them. He liad lost the protectress of his youth, and, in 
the same day, ho had recovered the guide and guardian of his 
cliildliood. The former deprivation he felt ought to be matter of 
unceasing regret, and it seemed as if the latter could hardly bo 
the subject of unniixed self-congratulation. Ho remembered 
this person, who had stood to him in the relation of a mother, as 
equally affectionate in her attention, and absolute in her autho- 
rity. A singular mixture of love and fear attended upon his 
early remembrances as they were connected with her ; and the 
fear that she might desire to resume the same absolute control 
over liis motions — a fear which her conduct of yesterday did not 
tend much to dissipate — weighed heavily against the joy of this 
second meeting. 

“ She cannot mean,” said his rising pride, " to lead and direct 
me as a pupil, when I am at the ago of judging of my own actions ? 
— this she cannot mean, or, meaning it, will feel herself strangely 
deceived.” 

A sense of gratitude towards the person against whom his heart 
thus rebelled, checked his course of feeling. He resisted the 
thoughts which involuntarily arose in his mind, as ho would have 
resisted an actual instigation of the foul fiend ; and, to aid him in 
his struggle, he felt for his beads. But, in liis hasty departure 
from tlie Castle of Avenel, he had forgotten and left them behind 
him. 

“ This is yet worse,” he said ; but two tilings I learned of her 
under the most deadly charge of secrecy — to tell iny beads, and 
to conceal that 1 did so ; and T Iiavc kept iny word till now ; and 
when she shall ask me for the rosary, I must say T have forgotten 
it ! Do I deserve she should believe me when f say 1 have kept 
the secret of my faith, when I set so light by its symbol 1” 

Ho paced the floor in anxious agitation. In fact, his attach- 
ment to his faith was of a nature \ery difierent from that which 
animated the enthusiastic matron, but which, notwithstanding, it 
would have been his last thought to relinquish. 

The early charges impressed on him by his grandmother, had 
been instilled into a mind and memory of a character peculiarly 
tenacious. Child as he was, he was proud of the confidence 
reposed in his discretion, and resolved to shew that it had not 
been rashly intrusted to him. At tlie same time, his resolution 
was no more than that of a child, and must, necessarily, have 
gradually faded away under tiie operation both of precept and 
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example, during his residence at the Caatle of Avenel, but for the 
exhortations of Father Ambrose, who, in his lay estate, had been 
called Edward Glendinning. This zealous monk had been 
apprized, by an unsigned letter placed in his hand by a pilgrim, 
tliat a child educated in the Catliolic faitli was now in the Castle 
of Avenel, perilously situated, (so was the scroll expressed,) as 
ever the three children who were cast into the fiery furnace of 
persecution. The letter threw uptm Father Ambrose the fault, 
sliould this solitary lamb, unwillingly loft within the demesnes of 
the prowling wolf, become his final prey. There needed no 
farther exhortation to the monk tliau iho idea tliat a soul might 
be eqdangored, and that a Catholic might become an apostate ; 
and ho made Ins visits more frequent than usual to the Castle of 
Avenel, lest, through want of tho private encouragement and 
instruction which he always found some opportunity of disiHinsing, 
tlie church should lose a proselyte, and, according to the llomisli 
creed, the devil acquire a soul. * 

Still these interviews were rare ; and though they encouraged 
the solitary boy to keep his secret and hold fast his religion, they 
were neither frequent nor long enough to inspire him with any 
thing beyond a blind attachment to the observances which the 
priest recommended. He adhered to the forms of his religion 
rather because be felt it would be dishonourable to change that 
of his fathers, than from Juiy rational conviction or sincere belief 
of its mysterious doctrines. It was a principal part of the dis- 
tinction which, in his own opinion, singled liiin out from those w ith 
whom he lived, and gave him an additional, though an internal 
and concealed reason, for eontcmiiiiig those of the household who 
shcw'ed an undisguised dislike of him, and for hardening himself 
against the instructions of the chaplain, Henry Warden. 

‘‘ 'fho fanatic preacher,’* he thought within himself, during 
some one of tho ehaplaiu’s frequent discourses against the 
Church of Home, “ he little knows whose ears are receiving his 
profane doctrine, and with what contempt and abljorrencc they 
hoar his blas])hcinics against the holy religion by which kings 
have been crowned, and for which mart^yrs have died !” 

But in such proud feelings of defiance of heresy, as it was 
termed, and of its professors, which associated the Catholic reli - 
gion w'ith a sense of generous intlopoudenco, and that of the Pro * 
teshints with the subjugation of bis mind and temper to the direc- 
tion of Mr Warden, began and ended the faith of Roland Grseme, 
who, independently of the pride of singularity, sought not to un- 
derstand, and had no one to expound to him," the peculiarities of 
the tenets which ho profcss<*d. His regret, therefore, at missing 
tho rosary which had been conveyed to him through the hands of 
Father Ambrose, was rather the sluime of a soldier who has 
dropped his cockade, or badge of service, than tliat of a zealous 
votary w ho had forgotten a visible symbol of his religion. 

Hia thoughts on the subject, how'ever, were moiiafying, and tho 



THE ABBOT. 


74 

more so from apprehension that his negligence must reach the 
ears of his relative. He felt it could be no one but her who 
bad secretly transmitted those beads to Father Ambi'oso for his 
use, and that his cai'elcsbnoss was but an indifferent requital of 
her kindness. 

‘‘ Nor will she omit to ask me about tliem,” said he to himself ; 
** for hers is a zeal which age cannot quell ; and if she has not 
quitted her wout^ my answer will not fail to incense her.” 

While he thus communed with himself, Magdalen Grseme, 
entered the apartment. " Tlio blessing of the morning on your 
youthful head, my son,” she said, with a solemnity of expression 
wliicli thrilled the youth to tho heart, so sad and earnest did the 
benediction flow from her lips, in a tone where devotion was 
blended with affection. ‘‘ And thou hast started tliiia early from 
thy couch to catch the first breath of the dawn ? But it is not 
well, my Roland. Knjoy slumber while thou eaust ; the time is 
not fasr behind when the waking eye must he thy portion, as well 
as mine.” 

She uttered these w’ords with an affectionate and anxious tone, 
which shewed, that devotional as were the habitual cxercisoa of 
her mind, the thoughts of her nursling yet bound her to earth 
with the cords of human affection and passion. 

But blic abode not long in a mood which she probably regarded 
as a momentary dereliction of her imaginary high calling — 
“ Come,” she said, youth, up and be doing — It is time that we 
leave this jilaco.” 

‘‘ And whither do we go ?” said tlie young man ; or what is 
the object of our journey 

The matron stepped back, and gazed on him with surprise, not 
unminglcd with displeasui'c. 

“ To what purpose sum'll a question ?” she said ; “ is it not enough 
that I lead tho way I Hsest thou lived with heretics till thou Hast 
learned to instal the vanity of thine own private judgment in 
place of due honour and obedience ?” 

“The time,” thought Roland Grocme within himself, "is 
already come, when I must establish my freedom, or be a willing 
thrall for ever — I feel that I must speedily look to it.” 

She instantly fulfilled his foreboding, by recurring to tho theme 
by which her tlioughts seemed most constantly engrossed, altliough, 
wlien she pleased, no one could so perfectly disguise her religion. 

“ Thy beads, my son — hast thou told thy beads V* 

Roland Greeme coloured high ; he felt the storm was approach- 
ing, but scorned to avert it by a falsehood. 

" I have forgotten my rosary,” he said, " at the Castle of 
Avenel.” 

" Forgotten thy rosary !” she exclaimed ; “ false both to reli- 
gion and to natural duty, hast thou lost what was sent so far, and 
at such risk, a token of the truest affection, that should have 
been, every bead of it, as dear to thee as thine eyeballs 1”^ 
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“ I am grieved it should have so chanced^ mother,” replied the 
youth, “ and much did I value the token, as coming from you. 
’Ft»r what remains, I trust to win gold enough, when I push my 
way ill the world; and till then, beads of black oak, or a rosary of 
nuts, must serve the turn.” 

“ Ilcar him !” said his grandmoHicr ; young as he is, he hath 
learned already tho lessons of the devil’s school ! The rosai*}', 
consecrated by the Holy Father himself, and sanctified by his 
blessings, is but a few knobs of gold, whose value may be re- 
placed by the wages of his profane labour, and whose virtue may 
be supplied by a string of hazel nuts ! — This is heresy — So 
Henry Warden, the wolf who ravages the flock of the Shepherd, 
hath taught thee to speak and to think.” 

" Motlier,” said Roland Grmme, “ I am no heretic ; I believe 
and 1 pray according to the rules of our church — This misfor- 
tune I rcgi’et, but I cannot amend it.” 

Thou caust repent it, though,” replied Ins spiritual directress, 
repent it in dust and iishes, atone for it by fasting, prayer, and 
})enanee, instead of looking on me with a countenance as light as 
if thou hadst lost hut a button from thy cap.” 

“ Mother,” said Roland, “ be appeased ; I will remember my 
fault in the next confession which I have space and opportunity 
to make, and will do whatever the priest may require of me in 
atonement. For the heaviest fault I can do no more. — But, 
mother,” he added, after a moment’s pause, “ let me not incur 
our farther displeasure, if I ask whither our journey is bound, 
and what is its object. I am no longer a child, but a man, and 
at my own disposal, with down upon my chin, and a sword by my 
side — I will go to the end of tho world with you to do your 
])leasure ; but 1 owe it to myself to inquii’e the purpose and 
direction of our travels.” 

“ You owe it to yourself, ungrateful boy ?” replied his relative, 
])assioii rapidly supplying tho colour which age had long chased 
from her features, — “ hi yourself you owe nothing — you can 
owe nothing — to iiic you owe every thing your life when an 
infant — your support while a child — the means of instruction, 
and tlie hopes of litmour — and, sooner than thou shouldst abandon 
the noble cause to which I have devoted thee, would I see tlico 
He a corpse at my feet I” 

Roland was alarmed at tho vehement agitation with which she 
spoke, and which threatened to overpower her aged frame ; and 
he hastened to reply, — “1 forget nothing of what T owe to you, 
my dearest motlier — shew me how my blood can testify my 
gratitude, and you shall judge if I spare it. But blindfold obe- 
dience has in it as little merit as reason.” 

‘‘ Saints and angels !” replied Magdalen, “ and do I hear these 
words from tho child of my hopes, the nursling by whose bed 1 
have kneeled, and for whose weal I have wearied every saint in 
heaven with prayers ? Roland, by obedience only canst thou 
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shew thy affection and thy gratitude. What avails it that you 
might perchance adopt the course I propose to thee, were it to 
be fully explained ? Thou w'ouldst not then follow niy command, 
but thine own judgment ; thou wouldst not do the will of Heaven, 
communicated through thy bcRt friend, to w'horn thou owest tliine 
all; but thou wouldst observe the blinded dictates of thine own 
imperfect reason. Hear me, Roland ! a lot calls thee — solicits 
thee — demands thoc — the proudest to which man can bo 
destined, and it uses the voice of thine earliest, thy best, thine 
only friend — Wilt thou resist it ? Then go thy way — leave me 
liei’e — my hopes <m earth are gone and withered — 1 will 
kneel me down before yonder profaned altar, and when the 
raging heretics return, they shall dye it with the blood of a 
martyr.” 

“ But, my dearest mother,” said Roland Grteme, w hoso early 
recollections of her violence were formidably renewed by these 
wild expressions of reckless passion, “ I will not forsake you — [ 
will abide with you — w'orlds shall not force me from your side - - 
I will protect — I will defend you — I will live with you, and d'e 
for you !” 

‘‘One word, my son, were worth all these — say only, ‘ I will 
obey you.^ ” 

“ Doubt it not, mother,” replied the youth, “ 1 will, and that 
with All my heart ; only ” 

“'Nay, I receive no qualifications of thy promise,” said Magda- 
len Giwmc, catching at the word, “ Uie obedience which J require 
is absolute; and a blessing on thee, thou darling memory of my 
beloved cliild, tliat thou hast pow'or to make a promise so hard to 
human pride ! Trust me well, that in the design in which thou 
dost embark, thou hast for ^hy partners the mighty and the 
valiant, tlic power of the church, and the pride of the noble. 
Succeed or fail, live or die, thy name shall be among those with 
whom success or failure is alike glorious, death or life alike 
desirable. Forward, then, forward ! life is short, and our plan is 
laborious — Angels, saints, and the whole blessed host of heaven, 
have tlicir eyes even now on this barren and blighted land of 
Scotland — What say 1 ? on Scotland ? — their eye is on vsy 
Roland — on the frail woman, on the incxpeiienced youth, who, 
amidst tha ruins w'hich sacrilege hath made in the holy place, 
devote tliemselves to God’s cause, and that of their lawful Sove- 
reign. Amen, so be it ! The blessed eyes of saints and martyrs, 
w'hich see our resolve, shall witness the execution ; or their oars, 
which hear our vow, shall hoar our death-groan drawn in the 
sacred cause !” 

While thus speaking, she held Roland Grmmc firmly with one 
hand, while she pointed upward with the other, to leave him, as 
it were, no means of protest agmnst the obtestation to which he 
was thus made a party. When she had finished her appeal to 
Heaven, she left him no leisure for farther hesitation, or for ask- 
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ing any explanation of her purpose ; but passing with the same 
ready transition as formerly, to the solicitous attentions of an 
anxious parent, ovorwhelmcd him with questions concerning his 
residence in the Castle of Avenel, and the qualities and accom- 
plishments he had acquinul. 

" It is well,’’ she said, when she had exhausted her inquiries, 
iny gay goss-hawk* hatli been w'cll trained, and will soar high ; 
but those who bred him will have cause to fear as well as to 
wonder at his flight. — Let us now,” she said, “ to our morning 
meal, and care not though it bo a scanty one. A few hour^ 
walk will bring us to more friendly quarters.” 

They broke their fast accordingly, on such fragments as 
remained of their jesterday’s provision, and immediately scit out 
on their farther journey. Magdalen Gnemo led the way, with a 
firm aiul active step much beyond her years, and Holan l Graeme 
followed, pensive and anxious, and far from satisfied with the 
state of dependence to which ho seemed again to he reduced. 

“ Am I for ever,” he Kiid to himself, “ be devoured with the 
desire of independence and free agency, and yet to be for over led 
on, by circumstances, to follow the will of others?” 


CHAPTER X. 

She dwelt uniiotioed and alone, 

Beside the springs of J)ove , 

A maul wliom tliere was none to praise, 

And very few to love. 

WoKDswonTH. 

1 N the course of their journey the travellers spoke little to each 
other. Magdalen Gnome chanted, from time to time, in a low 
voice, a part of some one of those beautiful old Latin liymiis 
which bi’loiig to the Catholic service, muttiTed an Ave or a Credo, 
and so passed on, lost in devotional contemplation. The medita- 
tions of her grandson w<'re more bent on mundane matters ; and 
many a time, as a moorfowl arose from the heatli, and shot along 
the moor, uttering his bold crow of di*tiaiice, ho tliought of the 
jolly Adam Woodcock, and his trusty goss-hawk ; or, as they 
passed a thicket where the h)W trees and bushes wore intermingled 
with tall fern, furze, and broom, so as to form a thick and intri- 
cate cover, his dreams were of a roebuck and a brace of gaze- 
hounds. But frequently his mind returned to the benevolent 
and kind mistress w hom he had left behind him, offended justly, 
and unreconciled by any effort of his. 

“ My step woultl be lighter,” lie thought, “ and so would my 
heart, could I but have returned to see her for one instant, and to 
say, Lady, the orphan boy was wild, but not ungrateful 


* See Note C. Gcis-hawH» 
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Travelling in these divers moods, about the hour of noon they 
reached a small straggling village, in which, as usual, wore seen 
one or two of those predoiriiuatiiig towers, or peel houses, which, 
for reasons of defence elsewhere detailed, were at that time to be 
found in every Border hamlet. A brook flowed beside the 
village, and watered the valley in which it stood. There was also 
a mansion at the end of the village, and a little way separated 
from it, much dilapidated, and in very bad order, but appearing 
to have been the abode of persons of some consideration. The 
situation was agreeable, being an angle formed by the stream, 
bearing three or four large sycamore trees, which were in full 
leaf, and served to relieve the dark appearance of the mansion, 
wliich was built of a deep red stone. The house itself was a large 
one, but was now obviously too big for the inmates ; several 
windows were built up, especially those which opened from the 
lower story ; others were blockaded in a less substantial manner. 
The court before the door, which had once been defended with a 
species of low outer- wall, now ruinous, was paved, but the stones 
were completely covered with longgmy nettles, thistles, and other 
weeds, which, shooting up betwixt the flags, had displaced many 
of them from their level. Kven matters demanding more per- 
emptory attention had boon left neglected, in a manner which 
argued sloth or poverty in the extreme. The stream , undermining 
a part of the bank near an angle of the ruinous wall, had brought 
it down, with a comer turret, the ruins of which lay in the bed of 
the river. The current, interrupted by the ruins which it had 
overthrown, and turned yet nearer to the site of the tower, had 
greatly enlarged the breach it had made, and was in the process 
of undermining the ground on whieli the house itself stood, unless 
it were speedily protected by sufticient bulwarks. 

All this attracted Roland Greeme’s observation, as they 
approached the dwelling by a winding path, which gave them, at 
intervals, a view of it from different points. 

“If we go to yonder house,” he said bj his mother, “ I trust it 
is but for a short visit. It looks as if two rainy days from the 
north-west would send the whole into tho brook.” 

“ You see but with the eyes of the body,” said the old woman ; 
“ God will defend his own, though it bo forsaken and despised of 
men. Better to dwell on the sand, under his law, than fly to the 
rock of human trust.” 

As she thus spoke, they entered the court before tho old 
mansion, and Roland could observe that the front of it had 
formerly been considerably ornamented with carved work, in the 
same dark -coloured freestone of which it was built. But all these 
ornaments had been broken down and destroyed, and only the 
shattered vestiges of niches and entablatures now strewed the 
place which they had once occupied. The larger entrance in front 
was walled up, but a little footpath, which, from its cmpearance, 
seemed to be rarely trodden, led to a small wicket, defended by a 
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door well clendied with iron-headed nails, at which Magdalen 
Greemc knocked three times, pausing betwixt each knock, until 
she heard an ansAvering tap from within. At the last knock, the 
wicket was opened by a pale thin female, who said, " Benedicts 
qui 'cenient in nomine Domini.*' They entered, and the portress 
hastily shut behind them the wicket, and made fast the massive 
fastenings by which it was secured. 

Tile female led the way through a naiTow entrance, into a 
vestibule of some extent, paved with stone, and having benches 
of the same solid material ranged around. At the upper end was 
an oriel window, but some of the intervals formed by the stone 
shafts and uiullions were blocked up, so that the apartment was 
very gloomy. 

Here they stopped, and the mistress of the mansion, for such 
slie was, embraced Magdalen Graeme, and greeting lic^* by tho 
title of sister, kissed her, witli much solemnity, on eittier side of 
the face. 

‘‘ The blessing of Our Lady be upon you, my sister,” were her 
next words ; and they left no doubt upon Roland’s mind respecting 
tho religion of their hostess, even if he could have suspected his 
venerable and zealous guide of resting elsewhere than in the 
habitation of an orthodox Catholic. They spoke togetlier a few 
words in private, during which ho had leisure to remark more 
particularly the appearance of his grandmother’s friend. 

Her age might be betwixt fifty and sixty ; her looks had a 
mixture of melancholy and unhappiness, that bordered on dis- 
content, and obscured the remains of beauty which ago had still 
left on her features. Her dress was of the plainest and most 
ordinary description, of a dark colour, and, like Magdalen Greeme’s, 
somctliing approaching to a religious habit. Strict neatness and 
cleanliness of person, seemed to intimate, that if poor, she was 
not reduced to squalid or heart-broken distress, and that she was 
still suHicienily attached to life to retain a taste for its decencies, 
if not its elegancies. Her mauiuer, as well as her fejiturcs and 
appearance, argued an original condition and education far above 
tlie meanness of her present appearance. In short, the whole 
figure was such as to excite the idea, That femalo must have 
had a history worth knowing.” While Roland Grmme was 
making this very reflection, tlio wliispers of the tw'o females 
ceased, and the mistress of the mansion, approacliiug him, looked 
on bis faco and person with much attention, and, as it seemed, 
some interest. 

“ This, then,” she said, addressing his relative, “ is the child of 
thine unhappy daughter, sister Magmilen ; and lum, the only shoot 
from your ancient tree, you are willing to devote to the Good 
Cause V* 

“ Yes, by the ."ood,” answered Magdalen Grueme, in her usual 
tone of resolved determination, “ to the good cause I devote him, 
flesh and fell, sinew and limb, body and soul.” 
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** Thou art a happy woman, sister Magdalen,” answered her 
companion, that, lifted so high above human affection and 
human feeling, thou canst bind such a victim to the horns of the 
altar. Had I been called to make such sacrifice — to plunge a 
youth so young and fair into the plots and bloodthirsty dealings 
of the time, not the patriarch Abraham, when he led Isaac up the 
mountain, would have rendered more melancholy obedience.” 

She then continued to look at Roland with a mournful aspect 
of compassiou, until the intcutness of her gaze occasioned his 
colour to rise, and he was about to move out of its influence, 
when bo w'as stopped by his grandmother with one hand, while 
with the other she divided the hair upon his forehead, which was 
now crimson with baslifulnoss, while she adde<l, with a mixture of 
proud affection and firm resolution, — “ Ay, look at him well, my 
sister, for on a fairer hvee thine eye never rested. I too, when I 
first saw him, after a long separation, felt as the worldly feel, and 
was half shaken in my purpose. But no w ind can tear a leaf from 
the witheretl tree which has long been stripped of its foliage, and 
no mere human casualty can awaken tho mortal feelings which 
have long slept in the calm of devotion.” 

While tlie old woman thus spoke, her manner gave the lie to 
her assertions, for the tears rose to her eyes while she added, 
“ But the fairer and the more spotless the victim, is it not, my 
sister, the more worthy of acceptance She seemed glad to 
escape from the sensations which agitated her, and instantly 
added, "He w'ill escape, my sister — tliere will be a ram caught 
in the thicket, and the hjuid of our revolted brethren shall not bo 
on the youthful Joseph, Heaven can defend its own rights, even 
by means of babes and sucklings, of women and beardless boys.” 

" Heaven hath left us,” said tho other female ; " for our sins 
and our fathers’ the succours of the blessed saints have abandoned 
this accursed laud. We may win the crown of martyrdom, but 
not that of earthly triumpli. One, too, wliose prudence was at 
this deep cri-sis so indispensable, has been called to a better 
world. The Abbot Eustatius is no more.” 

" May his soul have mercy 1” said Magdalen Grajme, " and 
may Heaven, too, liave mercy upon us, who linger behind in this 
bloody land ! His loss is indeed a perilous blow to our enter- 
prise ; for wlio remains behind possessing his far-fetched expe- 
rience, his self-dovotcd zeal, his consummate wisdom, and Jiis 
undaunted courage ! Ho hath fallen with tlie church’s standanl 
in his hand, but God will raise up another to lift the blessed ban- 
ner, Whom have the Chapter elected in his room V* 

" It is rumoured no one of the few remaining brethren dare 
accept the office. The heretics liave sworn that they will permit 
no future election, and will heavily punish any attempt to create 
a new Abbot of Saint Mary’s. Conjuraverunt inter se principes, 
^icenteSf Projiciamus lagueos ejus.^' 

" Quousque, Demine /” — ejaculated Magdakn ; " tliis, my 



THE ABBOT. 


81 

Hister, were indeed a perilous and fatal breach in our band ; but 
1 am firm in my belief, that another will arise in the place of him 
so untimely removed. Where is thy daughter Catherine 

“In the parlour,” answered the matron, “but” She 

looked at Roland Grmme, and muttered something in the car of 
her friend. 

“ Fear it not,” answered Magdalen Grseme, “ it is both lawful 
and necessary — fear nothing from him— I would he were as 
well grounded in the faith by which alone comes safety, as he is 
free from thought, deed, or speech of villainy. Therein is the 
heretics’ discipline to be commended, my sister, that they train 
up their youth in strong morality, and choke up every inlot to 
youthlul folly.” 

“ It is but a cleansing of the outside of the cup,” answ'e^'ed her 
friend, “a wliitening of the sepulchre ; but he shall see Catherine, 
since you, sister, judge it safe and meet. — Follow us, youth,” she 
added, and led the way from the apartment with her friend. 
These were the only words which the matron had addressed to 
Roland Graeme, who obeyed them in silence. As they paced 
tlirough several winding passages and waste apartments with a 
very slow step, the yo\ing page had leisure to make some reflections 
on his situation, — reflections of a nature which his ardent temper 
considered as specially disagreeable. It seemed ho had now got 
two mistresses, or tutoresses, instead of one, both elderly women, 
and both, it would seem, in league to direct his motions according 
to their own pleasure, and for the accomplishment of plans to 
wliich he wa3.no party. This, he thought, was too much ; arguing 
reasonably enough, that whatever right his grandmother ana 
benefactress had to guide his motions, she was neither entitled to 
transfer her authority, or to divide it with another, who seemed to 
assume, without ceremony, the same tone of absolute command 
over him. 

“ But it shall not long continue Urns,” thought Roland ; “ I will 
not be all my life the slave of a woman’s whistle, to go when she 
bids, and come when she calls. No, by Saint Andrew ! the hand 
tliat can hold tlie lance is above the control of the distaff. I will 
leave them the slipp’d collar in their hands on the first oppor'' 
tunity, and let them execute their own devices by their own 
proper force. It may save theiln both from peril, for I guess 
what they meditate is not likely to prove either safe or easy — 
the Earl of Murray and his heresy are too well rooted to be 
grubbed up by two old women.” 

As he thus resolved, they entered a low room, in which a third 
female was seated. This apartment was the first he had observed 
in the mansion which was furnished with moveable seats, and 
with a wooden table, over which was laid a piece of tapestry. A 
carpet was sprcai on the floor, there was a grate in the chiinney,^ 
and, in brief, the apartment had the air of being habitable and 
inhabited. 
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But Roland’s eyes found better employment tlian to make ob- 
servations on the accommodations of the chamber; for this second 
female inhabitant of the mansion seemed something very different 
from any thing he had yet seen there. At his first entry, she 
had greeted with a silent and low obeisance the two aged matrons, 
then glancing her eyes towards Roland, she adjusted a veil which 
hung back over her shoulders, so as to bring it over her face ; an 
operation which she performed witli much modesty, but without 
either affected haste or embarrassed timidity. 

During this maiioruvrc Roland had time to observe, that the 
face was tliat of a girl apparently not much past sixteen, and that 
the eyes were at once soft and brilliant. To these very favourable 
observations was added the certainty, that the fair object to whom 
they referred possessed an oxcoUent shape, bordering perhaps 
on embonpoint, and therefore rather that of a Hebe than of a 
Sylph, hut beautifully formed, and shewn to great advantiigc by 
the close jacket and petticoat which she wore after a foreign 
fashion, the last not quite long enough absolutely to conceal a very 
pretty foot, which rested on a bar of the table at which she sate ; 
her ronnd arms and taper fingers very busily employed in repair- 
ing the piece of tapestry which was spread on it, which exhihiiod 
several deplorable fissures, enough to demand the utmost skill of 
the most expert seamstress. 

It is to be remarked, that it w'ashy stolen glances that Roland 
Grtcn\o contrived to ascertain these interesting particulars ; and 
he thought ho could once or twice, notwithstanding the texture of 
the veil, detect the damsel in the act of taking similar cognizance 
of his own person. Tlie matrons in the iiKJaiiwhile continued 
their separate conversation, eyeing from time to time the young 
people, in a manner which loft Roland in no doubt that they wore 
the subject of their conversation. At length he distinctly heard 
Magdalen Grmmo say these words — " Nay, my sister, wc must 
give them opportunity to speak together, and to become ac- 
quainted ; they must he personally known to each other, or liow 
shall they ho able to execute what they are intrusted with 

It seemed as if the matnm, not fully satisfied with her friend’s 
reasoning, continued to offer some objections ; but they were 
home dow n by her more dictatorial friend. 

‘‘It must he so,” she said, “my dear sister ; let ns tliereforo 
go forth oil the balcony, to finish our conversation. — And do you,” 
she said, addressing Roland and the giil, “ become acquainted 
with each other,” 

With this she stepped up to the young woman, and raising her 
veil, discovered features which, whatever might be tlieir ordinary 
complexion, were now covered with a universal blush. 

“ L'UUum sit,” said Magdalen, looking at the other matron. 

“ Vix replied the other, with reluctant and hesitating 

acquiescence ; and again adjusting the veil of tho blushing girl, 
she dropped it so as to shade, though not to conceal her counte- 
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nance, and whispered to her, in a tone loud enough for the page 
to hear, ‘‘ Reinem])er, Catlierine, who thou art, and for wliat 
destined.” 

Tho matron then retreated with Magdalen Gryeme through one 
of the casements of the apartment, that opened on a large broad 
balcony, which, with its ponderous balustrade, had once I’uii along 
the whole south front of the building which faced tho brook, and 
formed a pleasant and commodious walk in the open air. Jt was 
now in some plat-cs deprived of tho balustnide, in others broken 
and narrowed ; but, ruinous as it was, could still bo used as a 
pleasant promeiiado. Here then walked tlie two ancient dames, 
busied in tnoir private conversation ; yet nut so much so, but 
tliat Ilolaud could observe the matrons, as (heir thin forms dark- 
ened the c:isement in i)assiiig or repassiug l)efore it, dart i glance 
into the apai’tnient, to see how matters were going on there. 


CHAPTER XT. 

Life Iialli Its May, and is mirtlifiil then : 

Tlio wodds aro vocal, and tl»e Hoivers all odour; 

Hs wry blast has nurtli in ’t, — :ind the mai«lci»b, 

'I'iie Willie they dun tUcir cloaks to skreun their kirtlcs, 

Laugh at the rain that wets thorn. 

Old my. 

Cathkrink was at the happy ago of innocence and buoyancy of 
spirit, when , after the firet moment of embaiTassment was o^'e^, 
a situation of awkwardness, like that in which she was suddenly 
left to make acquaintance witli a handsome youth, not even 
known to her by name, stnick her, in spite of herself, in a ludi- 
crous point of view, SIio bent her beautiful eyes upon the work 
with which she was busied, and with infinite gravity sate out the 
two first turns of the matrons upon tho balcony ; but then, 
glancing lier deep blue eye a little towards Roland, and observing 
the embarrassinont under which he laboured, now shifting on his 
chair, and now dangling his cap, the whole man evincing that he 
was perfectly at a loss how to open the conversation, she could 
keep her composure no longer, but after a vain struggle broke out 
into a sincere, though a very involuntary fit of laughing, so richly 
accompanied by the laughter of her merry eyes, which actually 
glanced through the tears which tlie effort filled them with, and 
by the waving of her rich tresses, that the goddess of smiles her- 
self never looked more lovely than Catherine at tliat moment. A 
court page would not have left her long alone in her mirth ; but 
Roland was country-bred, and, besides, having some jealousy, as 
well as bashfulncss, ho took it into his head tliat he was himself 
the object of her inextinguishable laughter. His endeavours to 
sympathize with Catheiine, therefore, couM carry him no farther 
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than a forced giggle, which had more of displeasure than of mirth 
in it, and which so much enhanced that of the girl, that it seemed 
to render it impossible for her ever to bring her laughter to an 
end, with whatever anxious pains she laboured to do so. For 
every one has felt, that wlien a paroxysm of laughter has seized 
him at a misbecoming time and place, the efforts which he makes 
to suppress it, nay, the very sense of the impropriety of giving 
way to it, tend only to augment and prolong the irresistible 
impulse. 

It was undoubtedly lucky for Catherine, as well as for Roland, 
that the latter did not share in tho excessive mirth of the former. 
For seated as she was, with her back to tho casement, Catherine 
could easily escape tlie observation of the two matrons during the 
course of their promenade ; whereas Grteme wiis so placed, with 
his side to the window, that his mirth, had ho shared that of his 
companion, would have been instantly visible, and could not have 
failed to give offence to tho personages in question. Ho sate, 
however, with some impatience, imtil Catherine had exhausted 
either her power or her desire of laughing, and was returning 
witli good graco to the exercise of her needle, and then ho 
observed with some dryness, that “ there seemed no great occa- 
sion to recommend to them to improve their acquaintance, as it 
seemed that they were already tolerably familiar.’* 

Catherine had an extreme desire to set off upon a fresh score, 
but she. repressed it strongly, and fixing her eyes on her work, 
replied by asking his pardon, and promising to avoid future 
offence. 

Roland bad sense enough to feel, that an air of offended dignity 
was very much misplaced, and that it was with a very different 
bearing he ought to meet the deep blue eyes which had borne such 
a hearty burden in the laughing scene. He tried, therefore, to 
extricate himself as well as be could from his blunder, by assum- 
ing a tone of correspondent gaiety, and requesting to know 
of the nymph, " how it was her plcasuro that they sfiould pro- 
ceed in improving the acquaintance which had commenced so 
merrily.” 

“ That,” she said, “ you must yourself discover; perhaps I liave 
gone a step too far in opening our interview.’* 

“ Suppose,” said Roland Grteme, wo should begin as in a 
tale-book, by asking each other’s names and histories.” 

It is right well imagined,” said Catherine, ‘‘ and shews an 
argute judgment. Do you begin, and I will listen, and only put 
in a question or two at the dark parts of the story. Come, unfold 
tlion your name and history, my new acquaintance.” 

1 am called Roland Grmmc, and Uiat tall old woman is my 
grandmother.” 

“ And your tutoress 1 — good. Who are your parents 1” 

** They are both dead,” replied Roland. 

" Ay» hut who were they 1 you had parents, I presume ?” 
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« I suppose so,” said Roland, " but I have never been able u> 
leam much of their history. My father was a Scottish knight, 
wlio died gallantly in his atimips — my mother was a Grceme of 
Heatliergill, in the Debatoable Land — moat of her family were 
killed when the Debatcable country was burned by the Lord Max- 
well and Merries of Caerlaverock.’* 

Is it long ago siiid the damsel. 

“ Before 1 was born,” answered the page. 

That must be a great while since,” said she, sliaking her head 
gravely ; “ look you, 1 cannot wef‘p for them.” 

“It needs not,” said the youth, “ they fell with honour.” 

“ So much for your lineage, fair sir,” ix'plicd his companion, 

“ of whom 1 like the living specimen (a glance at tlio casement) 
far less than those that aro dead. Your much honoured grand- 
mother looks as if she could make one w eep in sad earnest. And 
now, fair sir, for your own person — if you tell not the tale faster, 
it w'ill be cut short in the middlo ; Mother Bridget pauses longer 
and longer every time she passes the wdndow, and with her thertJ 
is as little mirth as in the grave of your ancestors.” 

“My talo is soon told — 1 w^as introduced into the Castle of 
Avenei to be page to the lady of the mansion.” 

“ She is a strict Muguenot, Is she not ?” said the maiden. 

“ As strict as Calvin himself. But my grandmother can play 
the puritan when it suits her purpose, and she liad some plan of 
her own, for quartenng mo iii the castle — it w'uuld have failed, 
however, after we had remained several weeks at the hamlet, but 

for an unexpected master of ceremonies ” 

“ And who was that 1” said the girl. 

“ A large black dog, Wolf by name, who brought me into the 
castle one day in his mouth, like a hurt wild-duck, and presented 
me to the lady.” 

“ A most respectable introduction, truly,” said Catherine; “ and 
what might you learn at this same castle ? 1 love dearly to know 
wliat ray acquaintances can do at need,” 

“ To fly a hawk, Ijollow to a hound, back a horse, and wield 
lance, bow, and brand.” 

“ And to boast of all this when you have learned it,” said 
Catherine, “ which, in Franco at least, is the surest accomplish- 
iTicnt of a page. But proceed, fair sir; liowr came your Huguenot 
lord and your no less Ilugucnut lady to receive and keep in the 
family so perilous a person as a Catholic page 

“ Because they knew not that part of my history, whicli from 
infancy I had been taught to keep secret — and because my 
graiid-dame’s former zealous attendance on their heretic chaplain, 
had laid all tliis suspicion to sleep, most fair Callipolis,” said the 
page ; and in so saying, he edged his chair towards tlie seat of 
the fair querist. 

“ Nay, but keep your distance, most gallant sir,” answered the 
bluo-eycd maiden, “ for, unless I greatly mistake, tliese reverend 
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ladies \vill soon interrupt our amicable conference, if the acquain- 
tance they recommend shall seem to proceed beyond a corUiin 
point — so, fair sir, be pleased to abide by your station, and rei)ly 
to my quf^l'ons. — Hy what achievements did you prove the 
qualities of a {wige, whicli you had thus happily acquired 

Roland, who be^an to enter into the tone and spirit of the 
damsel’s conversation, replied to her with becoming spirit. 

“ In no feat, fair gentlewoman, was I found inexj^ert, wherein 
there was mischief implied. I shot swans, hunted cats, frightened 
ficrving-Avomen, chased the deer, and robbed the orchai’d. J say 
nothing of tormenting the chaplain in various ways, for that was 
iny duty as a good Catliolic.” 

“ Now, as I am a gentlewoman,” said Catherine, “ I tliiuk these 
heretics have done Catholic penance in entertaining so all-accom- 
)dished a serving-man ! And what, fair sir, might have been 
the unhappy event which deprived them of an inmate altogether 
so estimable ?” 

“Truly, fair gentlewoman,” an.s\vcred the youth, “your real 
proverb says tlixit the longest lane will have a tiu'iiing, and miiKJ 
was more — it was, in fine, a turning off.” 

“ Good !” said the merry yomig maiden, “it is an apt play on 
the word — and wliat occasion was taken for so imytortant a catas- 
trophe ? — Nay, start not for my learning, T do know the schools 

— in plain phrase, why were you sent from service V* 

The page shrugged his shoulders while ho replied, — “ A short 
tale Is soon told — and a short horse soon cuiTied. I made the 
falconer’s boy taste of iny switch — the falconer threatened to 
make me brook liis cudgel — he is a kindly clown as well as a stout, 
and 1 would rather have been cudgelled by him than any man in 
Christendom to choose — but 1 know not his qualities at that time 

— .so I threatened to make liim brook the stiib, and my Lady 
made me brook the ‘ Regone so adieu to the page's office and 
the fair Castle of Avenel. — I had not trav('llcd far before I met 
my venerable parent — And so ttdl your tale, fair gentlewoman, 
for mine is done.” 

“ A happy grandmother,” said the maiden, “ who had the luck 
to find the stray p:ige just when his mistress had slipped his leash, 
and a most lucky page that has jumped at once from a page to an 
old lady’s gentleman-usher !” 

“ All this is nothing of your history,” an.swerod Roland Grmmo, 
who began to be much interested in the congenial vivacity of this 
facetious young gentlewoman, — “tale for tale is fellow-traveller’s 
justice.” 

“ Wait till we are fellow-travellers, then,” replied Catherine. 

“ Nay, you escape me not so,” said the page ; “ if you deal not 
justly by me, I will call out to Dame Bridget, or whatever your 
dame be called, and proclaim you for a cheat.” 

“ You shall not need,” answered the maiden — “my history is 
the counterpart of your own; the same words might almost serve, 
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cliange but dress and name. T am called Catherine Scytoii, and 
1 also am an orphan.” 

“ Have your parents been long dead ?” 

“ This is the only question,” sfiid she, throwing down her fine 
eyes with a sudden expression of sorrow, “ that is the only ques- 
tion I cannot laugh at.” 

“ And D.aine Bridget is your grandmother ?” 

The sudden cloud passed away like that which crosses for an 
instant the suinnior sun, and she answered with her usual lively 
expression, “ Worse by twt'nty degress — Dame Bridget is my 
maiden aunt.” 

“ Over g*tds forbode !” said Boland — “ Alas ! that yon have 
such a tale to tell ! and what huiTor comes next 

“ Your own history, exactly. I was taken upon trial for 
service ” 

“ And turned off for pinching tlie diiciina, or aflronting my 
lady’s waiting-woman ?” 

“ Nay, our history varies there,” .said the damsel — ‘^Our mis- 
tress broke up houfio, or laid her house broke up, wliicli is the 
same tiling, and 1 am a free w’oniaii of the forest,” 

“ And 1 am a-s glad of it as if any one had lined my doublet 
with cloth of gold,” said the youth. 

“ ] thank you for your mirth,” said she, but the matter is not 
likely to concern yon.” 

‘‘ Nay, but go on,” said the page, for you will bo presently 
interrupted ; tlie two good dames have been soaring yonder on 
the balcony, like two old hooded crows, and their croak grows 
hoarser as night comes on ; they will wing to roost presently. — 
Tliis mistress of yours, fair gentlewoman, w'ho was she, in God's 
name 1” 

“ Dh, she has a fair name in the world,” replied Cathei'iuc 
Seyton. “ Few ladies Kej^t a fairer house, or held more gentle- 
women in her household; my aunt Bridget was one of her housc- 
keeper.s. We never saw our iiiisfress's Idesr^ed face, to be sure, 
but we heard enough of her ; w'ore up early and down late, and 
w'cre kept to long prayei s and light food.” 

“ Out upon the pcMuirious old beldam !” said the page. 

“For Heaven’s sake, blaspheme not!” said the girl with an 
expression of fear. — “ God pai'don ns both ! I meant no harm. 
1 speak of our blessed Saint Catherine of Sienna! — may God 
forgive mo that I spoke so lightly, and made you do a great sin 
and a great blasphemy. This was her nunnery, in which there 
were twelve mms and an abbess. My aunt was the abbess, till 
the heretics turned all adrift.” 

“ And where are your companions ?” asked the youth. 

“ With the last year's snow,” answered the maiden ; “ east, 
north, south, and we.st — some to Fi’ance, some to Flanders, some, 
I feai’, into tlie world and its pleasures. We have got pennission 
to remain, or rather our remaining has been connived at, for my 
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aunt has great relations among the Kerrs, and they have threatened 
a death-feud if any one touches us ; and bow and spear are the 
best warrant in tliese times.” 

** Nay, then, you sit under a sure shadow,” said the youth ; 
and I suppose you wept yourself blind when Saint Catherine 
broke up housekeeping before you had taken arles* in her 
service 1” 

" Hush! for Heaven’s sake,” said the damsel, crossing herself! 
^ no more of that 1 but 1 have not quite cried my eyes out,” said 
she, turning them upon him, and instantly again bending them 
upon her work. It was one of those glances which would require 
the threefold plate of brass around the heart, more than it is 
needed by the mariners, to w'hom Horace recommends it. Our 
youthful page had no defence whatever to ofler. 

“ What say you, Catherine,” he said, “ if we two, thus strangely 
turned out of service at the same time, should give our two most 
venerable duennas the torch to hold, while we walk a merry 
measure with each other over the Boor of this weary world 

“ A goodly proposal, truly,” said Catherine, and worthy the 
mad-cap brain of a discarded page ! — And what shifts does your 
worship propose wc should live by ? — by singing ballads, cutting 
purses, or swaggering on the highway 1 for there, 1 think, you 
would find your most productive exchequer.” 

‘‘ Gioose, you proud peat I” said the page, drawing off in huge 
disdain at the calm and unembarrassed ridicule with which his 
wild proposal was received. And as he spoke tlie words, the 
casement was again darkened by the forms of the matrons — it 
opened, and admitted Magdalen Graeme and tlic Mother Abbess, 
so we must now style her, into the apartment. 


CHAPTER XII. 

Nny, bear me, brother— I am elder, wiiicr. 

And holuT than thou — And age, and ^visdom. 

And hohneas, liitvo peremptory claims, 

And will bu listen’d to. 

OM Play. 

When the matrons re-entered, and put an end to the conversa- 
tion which wo have detailed in the last cha])ter, Dame Magdalen 
Grseme thus addressed her grandson and his pretty companion : 
“ Have you spoke together, my children 1 — Have you become 
known to each other as fellow-travellers on the same dark and 
dubious road, whom chance hath brought together, and who study 
to learn the tempers and dispositions of those by whom their perils 
are to be shared ?” 


• Anglice — Eamest-mooey. 
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It was seldom the light-hearted Cathenne could suppress a 
jest, so that she often spoke wlieii she would have acted more 
wisely in holding her peace. 

“ Your grandson admires the journey which you propose so 
very greatly, that he was even now* preparing for setting out 
upon it instantly.” 

‘‘ This is to be too forward, "Roland,” said the dame, addressing 
him, “ as yesterday you were over slack — the just mean lies in 
ohcdioncc, W'hich both waits for the signal to start, and obeys it 
when given. — But once again, my children, have you so perused 
each other’s countenances, that when you moot, in whatever dis- 
guise the times may impose upon you, you may recognize each in 
the other the secret agent of the mighty w^ork in which you are 
to be leagued ! — Look at each other, know each line and linea- 
ment of each other’s countenance. Lt'arji to distinguish by the 
step, by the sound of the voice, by the motion of the hand, by the 
glance of the eye, the partner wdiom Heaven hath sent to aid in 
working its will. — Wilt thou know that maiden, whensoever, or 
wheresoever you shall again meet her, my Roland Gneme ?” 

As readily as truly did Roland answer in the aftirinative. 
“ And thou, my daughter, wilt thou again remember the features 
of this youth 

‘‘ Truly, mother,” replied Catherine Seyton, T have not seen 
so many men of late, that I should immediately forget your grand- 
son, though I mark not much about him that is deserving ot 
special remembrance.” 

Join hands, then, my children,” said Magdalen Grmme; but, 
in saying so, was interrupted by her companion, wdiose conventual 
prejudices had been gradually giving her more and more uneasi- 
ness, and w'ho could remain acquiescent no longer. 

“ Nay, my good sister, you forget,” said she to Magdalen, 
“ Catherine is the betrotlicd bride of Heaven — these intimacies 
cannot be.” 

‘‘It is in the cause of Heaven that I command them to 
embrace,” said Magdalen, with the full force of her pow^erful 
voice ; “ tlie end, sister, sanctihes the moans we must use.” 

“ They call me Lady Abbess, or Mother at the least, who 
address me,” said Dame Bridget, drawing herself up, as if offended 
at her friend’s authoritative manner — “ the Lady of Hcathergill 
forgets that she speaks to the Abbess of Saint Catherine.” 

“ When T was what you call me,” said Magdalen, “ you indeed 
were the Abbess of Saint Catherine, but both names are now 
gone, with all the rank that the w'orld and that the church gave to 
them ; and we arc now, to the eye of human judgment, two 
poor, despised, oppressed women, dragging our dishonoured old 
age to a humble grave. But w’hat are we in the eye of Heaven ? 
— Ministers, sent forth to work his will, — in whose weakness 
the strength of the church shall be manifested — before whom 
shall be humbled the wisdom of Murray, and the dark strength 
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of Morton. — And to such wouldst thou apply tlie naiTow rules 
of thy cloistered ecclusion ? — or, hast thou forgotten the order 
which 1 shewed thee fi a thy Superior, subjecting tlico to me in 
these matters 

“On thy head, then, be the scandal and tlie sin,” said the 
Abbess, sullenly. 

“ On mine be they both,” said Magdalen. “ I say, embrace 
each other, my children.” 

But Catherine, aware, perhaps, how the dispute was likely to 
terminate, had escaped from the apartment, and so disappointed 
the grandson, at least as much as tho old matron. 

“ She is gone,” said the Abbess, “ to provide some little re- 
frealmient. But it will have little savour to Uiose who dwell in 
the ivorld ; for I, at least, cannot dispense with the rules to which 
1 am vowed, because it is the will of wicked men to break down 
the sanctuary in which they wont to be observed.” 

“ It is w'cll, my sister,” replied Magdalen, “ to pay each oven 
the smallest tithes of mint and cummin Avhich the church de- 
mands, and 1 blame not thy scinpiilous observance of the rules 
of thine order. But they were established by the church, and 
for the churtdi’s benefit ; and reason it is that tliey should giv e 
way when the salvation of the chm*ch herself is at sUke.” 

The Abbess made no reply. 

One more acquainted with human nature than tho inexpe- 
ricnexjd page, might have found amusement in comparing the 
different kinds of fanaticism wliicli these two females exhibited. 
The Abbess — timid, uarrow -niindcd, and disconttmted, clung to 
ancient usages and pi*otensious which wore ended by the Re- 
formation ; and was in adversity, as she had been in prosperity, 
scrupulous, weak-spirited, and bigoted. While the fiery and 
more lofty spirit of her companion suggested a wider field of 
effort, and would not bo limited by ordinary rules in the extra- 
ordinary scliemes which were suggested by her bold and irregular 
imagination. But Roland Graeme, instead of tracing theso 
peculiarities of character in the two old domes, only w'aited with 
great anxiety for tho return of Catherine, expecting probably that 
the proposal of tlie fraternal embrace would be renewed, as his 
grandmother seemed disposed to carry matters with a high hand. 

His expectations, or hopes, if we may call them so, were, 
however, disappointed ; for, when Catherine re-entered on the 
summons of tlie Abbess, and placed on tho table an earthen 
pitcher of wa.ter, and four wooden platters, witli cups of the same 
matenals, the Dame of Hoathergill, satisfied with the arbitrary 
raodri in w hich she bad borne down the opposition of the Abbess, 
pursued her victory no farther — a moderation for which her 
grandson, in his heart, returned her but slender thanks. 

In the meanwhile, Catherine continued to place upon the table 
the slender preparations for the meal of a recluse, wdiieh consisted 
almost entirely of colewort, boiled and served up in a wooden 
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platter, having no better seasoning than a little salt, and no better 
accompaniment than some coarse barley-bread, in very moderate 
(piantity. Tho water-pitclior, already mentioned, furnished tho 
only beverage. After a TiStin gi*ace, delivered by the Abbess, 
the guests sat down to their spare entertainment. The simplicity 
of the fare appeared to produce no distaste in the females, who 
ate of it moderately, but with the usual appearance of appetite. 
But Roland Gneme had been used to better cheer. Sir Halbert 
Glendinning, who affected even an imusiml degi’ee of nobleness 
in his housekeeping, maintained it in a stylo of genial hosj>itaIily, 
which rivalled that of the Northern Barons of England, lie 
might think, p(^rhaps, that by doing so, he acted yet more com- 
pletely the part for which he was born — that of a groat Baron 
and a leader. 'Fw'o bulloelvs, and six sheep, weekly, were the 
allowance when tlie Baron was at home, and the number was not 
greatly diminished during bis absence. A boll of malt was weekly 
brewed into ale, which was used by the houbchold at discretion. 
Bread was baked in proportion for the consumption of his domes- 
tics and retainers ; and in this scene of plenty had Roland Graeme 
now lived for several years. It formed a bad introduction to 
lukewarm greens and sprijig water ; and j)robably his countenance 
indicated somo sense of the difleronee, for tho Abbess observed, 

It would Si‘cm, my son, that the tables of tlie heretic Baron, 
whom you have so long followed, .arc more daintily furnished tliau 
thos(j of tho suffering daughters of the church ; and yet, not upou 
the most solemn nights of festival, when tho nuns were permitted 
to cat their portion at mine own table, did 1 consider the cates, 
which wore then served up, as half so delicious as these vegetables 
and this w ater, on which 1 prefer to feed, rather than do aught 
wliich may derogate from the strictness of my vow. It shall never 
bo said that the mistress of this bouse made it a house of feasting, 
w’hcn days of darkness and of aftiictioii wore hanging over the 
Holy Church, of which I am an uiiAvortliy member.” 

“Well bast thou said, my sister,” replied Magdalen Gneme ; 
“ but now it is not only time to suffer in the good cause, but to act 
in it. And since our pilgrim’s meal is finisbf'd, let us go apart to 
prepare for our journey to-morrow, and to advise on the manner 
in w’hich these children shall be employed, and what measures 
wc can adopt to supply their thoughtiessness and lack of discre- 
tion.” 

Notwithstanding his indifferent cheer, the heart of Roland 
Greeme bounded high at this proposal, which he doubted not 
would lead to another tCte-a-ftfe betwixt him and the pretty 
novice. But ho was mistaken. Catherine, it would seem, had no 
mind so far to indulge him; for, moved either by delicacy or 
caprice, or some of those indescribable shades betwixt the one 
and the other, witli which women love to teaze, and at the same 
time to captivate, the ruder sex, she reminded the Abbess that 
it was necessary she should retire for an hour before vespers ; 
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aud, receiving the ready and approving nod of her Superior, she 
arose to withdraw. But, before leaving the apartment, she made 
obeisance to the matrons, bending herself till her hands touched 
her knees, and then made a lesser reverence to lloland, which 
consisted in a slight bend of the body and gentle depression of the 
head. This she performed very demurely ; but the party on whom 
the salutation wits conferred, thought he could discern in her 
manner an arch and mischievous exultation over his secret dis- 
appointment. — “ The devil take the saucy girl,” he thought in 
his heart, though the presence of the Abbess should have repressed 
all such profane imaginations, — ‘‘she is as hard-hearted as the 
laughing hyjena that the story-books tell of — she has a mind 
that 1 shall not forgot her this night at least.” 

The matrons now retired also, giving the page to understand 
that he was on no account to stir from tlie convent, or to shew 
himself at the windows, the Abbess assigning as a reason, the 
readiness with which the rude heretics caught at every occasion 
of scandalizing the religious ortlers. 

“ This is worse than the rigour of Mr Henry Warden himself,” 
said the page, when he was left alone; “for, to do him justice, 
however strict in reqv\iring the most rigid attention during the 
time of his homilies, ho left us to the freedom of our owm wills 
afterwards — ay, and would take a share in our pastimes, too, if 
he thought them entirely innocent. But these old women are 
utterly, wrapt up in gloom, mystery, and self-denial. — Well, 
then, if 1 must neither stir out of the gate nor look out at 
window, 1 will at least see what the insid(‘ of the house contains 
tliat may help to pass away one’s lime — peradventuro, I may 
light on that blue-eyed laugher in some corner or other,” 

Going, therefore, out of tlie chamber by the entrance opposite 
to that through which the tw’o matrons had depai*ted, (for it may 
bo readily supposed that he had no desire to intrude on their 
privacy,) he wandered from one chamber to another, through the 
deserted edifice, seeking, with b(»yish eagerness, some source of 
interest or amusement. Here he passed through a long gallery, 
opening on either hand into the littlo cells of the nuns, all 
deserted, and deprived of the few trifling articles of furniture 
which the rules of the order admitted. 

“ The birds are flown,” thought the page ; “ but wlu‘ther they 
wiU find themselves w'orse ojff in tlie open air tlian in these damp 
narrow cages, 1 leave my Lady Abbess and my venerable rela- 
tive to settle betwixt tlicm. I think the wild young lark whom 
they have left behind them, would like best to sing under God’s 
free sky.” 

A winding stair, strait and narrow, as if to remind the nuns of 
their duties of fast and maceration, led down to a lower suite of 
apartments, which occupied the ground story of the house. These 
rooms w'ere even more ruinous than those w-hicli ho had left; 
for, having encountered the first fury of the assailants by whom 
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the minncry had been wasted, the windows had been dashed in, 
the doors broken down, and oven the partitions betwixt the 
apartments, in some places, destroyed. As he thus stalked from 
desolation to desolation, and began to think of returning from so 
uninteresting a research to the chamber which he had left, he 
was surprised to hear the low of a cow very close to him. The 
sound was so unexpected at the time and place, that Roland 
Grmmo started as if it had lu'on the voice of a lion, and laid his 
hand on his dagger, while at the same moment the light and 
lovely form of Catherine S(iyt(>ii presented itself at the door of 
the apartment from which the sound had issued. 

Good oven to yon, valiant champion !” said she ; since the 
days of (iuy of 'Warwick, never was one more worthy to encounter 
a dun cow.” 

“ Cow ?” said Rfdand Graeme, “ by my faith, 1 thought it had 
been the devil that roared so near me. Who ever heard of a 
convent containing a cow-house V* 

‘‘ Cow and calf may come hither now,” answ^cred Catherine, 
“ for we have no means to keep out either. But 1 advise you, 
kind sir, to return to the place irom whence you came.” 

“ Not till I see your cluu*ge, fair sister,” answered Roland, and 
made his way into the apartment, in spite of the half serious half 
laughing romoiiatranccs of the girl. 

The poor solitary cow, now the only severe recluse within the 
nunnery, w^as quarttired in a spacious chamber, which had once 
been the I’ofectory of the convent. 1'he roof was graced with 
groined arches, and the wall with niches, from which the images 
had been pulled down. These remnants of avchitectimal orna- 
ments were strangely contrasted with the rude crib constructed 
for tlie cow in one corner of the apartment, and the stack of 
fodder w'liicli was piled beside it for her food.’* 

“ By my faith,” said the page, “ Crombie is more lordly lodged 
than any one hero !” 

“ Vou had best remain with her,” said Catherine, and supply 
by your blial attentions the ofispriug sho has had the ill luck to 
lose.” 

“ I will remain, at least, to help you to prepare her night’s 
lair, pretty Catherine,” siiid Roland, seizing upon a pilch-fork. 

“ By no means,” said Catherine ; “ for, besides that you know 
not in the least how to do her that service, you will bring a 
chiding my way, and 1 get enough of that in the regular course 
of things.” 

“ What 1 for accepting ray assistancG 1” said the page, — “ for 
accepting my assistance, who am to be your confederate in some 
deep matter of import ? That were altogether unreasonable — 
and, now I think on it, tell me if you can, what is this mighty 
emprise to which I am •leatiuod 


* See Note D. Nunnery of St Bridget. 



94 


THE ABBOT. 


Robbing a bird’s nest, I should suppose,” said Catherine, 

considering the champion whom they have selected.” 

“ By my faith,” said the youth, “ and ho tliat Inis taken a fal- 
con’s nest in the Scaurs of Polmoodie, has done something to brag 
of, my fair sister. — But that is all over now — a muri'ain on the 
nest, and the eyases and their food, washed or unwashed, for it 
was all anon of cramming these worthless kites that I was sent 
upon my pre^sent travels. Save that I have met with you, pretty 
sister, 1 could eat my dagger-hilt for vexation at my own folly. 
But, as we are to be fellow-travellers ” 

“ Follow-labourers ! not fellow-travellers !” answered the girl ; 
“ for to your comfort be it known, that the Lady Abbess and I set 
out earlier than you and your respected relative to-morrow, and 
that I partly endure your company at present, because it may be 
long ere we meet again.” 

“ By Saint Andrew, but it shall not though,” answered Roland ; 

I will not hunt at all unless we are to hunt in couples.” 

“ I suspect, in that and in other point'*, we must do as w'e are 
bid,” replied the young lady. — ‘‘ But, hark ! I hoar my aunt’s 
voice.” 

The old lady entered in good earnest, and darted a severe 
glance at her niece, while Roland had the ready wit to busy him- 
self about the halter of the cow. 

The young gentleman,” said Catherine, gravely, is helping 
me to tie the cow up faster to her stake, for t hnd that last night 
when she put her head out of window and lowed, she alarmed the 
whole village ; and we shall be suspected i»f soi‘cery among the 
heretics, if they do not discover the cause of tho apparition, or 
lose our cow if they do.” 

“Relieve yourself of that fear,” said the Abbess, somewhat 
ironically ; “ the person to whom she is now sold, comes for the 
animal presently.” 

“ Good night, then, my poor companion,” said Catherine, pat- 
ting tho animal’s shouldei^ ; “ I hope thou hast fallen into kind 
hands, for my happiest hours of laic have been spent in tending 
thco — I would I liad been born to no better task !” 

“ Now, out upon thee, mean-spirited wench !” said the Abbess ; 

is that a speech worthy of the name of Sey ton, or of the mouth 
of a sister of this house, treading the path of election — and to bo 
spoken before a stranger youth, too ? — Go to my oratory, minion 

— there read your Hours till I come thither, when 1 will read 
you such a lecture as sliall make you prize tho blessings which 
you possess.” 

Catherine was about to withdraw in silence, casting a half sor- 
row'ful half comic glance at Roland OrEeme, which seemed to say 

— “ You sec to what your untimely visit has exposed me,” when, 
suddenly changing her mind, she came forward to tlie page, and 
extended her hand as she bid him good evening. Their palms 
had pressed each other ere the astonished matron could interfere, 
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and Catherino had time to say — " Forgive mo, mother ; it is long 
since wtj have seen a face that looked with kindness on us. Since 
theses disorders have broken \ip our peaceful retreat, all has been 
gloom and malignity. I bid this youth kindly farewell, because 
he has come hither in kindness, and because the odds are great, 
that we may never again meet in this world. I guess better than 
ho, that the schemes on which you are rushing are too mighty for 
your management, and that you arc now setting the atone a-roll- 
iiig, which must surely crush you in its descent. 1 bid farewell^” 
she added, “ to my fellow-victim !” 

This was sptjken with a tone of deep and serious feeling, alto- 
gether diffci’ent from the usual levity of (Catherine’s manner, and 
plainly show'cd, that beneath the giddiness of extreme youth and 
total inexjierience, there lurked in her bosom a deeper power of 
sense and fooling, than her conduct had hitlicrto expressed. 

The Abbess remained a moment £>il(‘nt after she had left the 
room. The proposed rebuke died on her tongue, and she ap- 
peared struck with the deep and foreboding tone in which her 
niece had spoken her good-even. SJie led the w'ay in silence to 
the apartment which they had formerly occupied, and where there 
Avas prepared a small refection, as the Abbess tenned it, consist- 
ing of milk and barley-bread. Magdalen Grieme, summoned to 
lake share in tliis collation, appeared from an adjoining apart- 
ment, but Catherine was seen no more. There was little said 
during the hasty meal, and after it was finished, liolaiid Grsemo 
was dismissed to the nearest cell, where some preparations had 
been made for liis repose. 

The strange circumstances in which ho found himself, had 
their usual effect in preventing slumber from hastily de.^cending 
on him, and he could distinctly hear, by a low but earnest mur- 
muring in tho apai'tment which he had loft, that the matrons 
continued in deep consultation to a late hour. As they separated 
ho heard the Abbess distinctly express liei’scjf thus : “In a word, 
my sister, I venerate your character and tho authority with which 
my Superiors liave invested ^ou; yet it seems to me, that, ere 
entering on this perilous course, we should considt some of the 
Fathers of tlie Church.” 

“ And how and where arc we to find a faithful Bishop or Abbot 
at whom to ask counsel? The faithful Eustatius is no more — he 
is withdrawn from a w orld of evil, and from the tyranny of 
heretics. May Heaven and Our Lady assoilzie him of his sins, 
and abridge the penance of his mortal infirmities ! — Where shall 
we find another, with whom to take counsel 1” 

“ Heaven will provide for the Church,” said the Abbess; “and 
the faithful fathers who yet are suffered to remain in the house of 
Kennaquhair, will proceed to elect an Abbot, They will not 
suffer tho staff to fall down, or the mitre to bo unfilled, for the 
TlircAts of heresy.” 

“ That will I learn to-morrow,” said Magdalen Grsemo; “yet 
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who now takes the office of an hour, save to partake witli the 
spoilers in their work of plunder ? — to-morrow will tell us if one 
of the thousand saints who aro sprung from the House of Siiint 
Mary’s continues to look down on it in its misery. — Farewell, 
my sister — wc meet .at Edinburgh.” 

“ Benedicitc !” answered the Abbess, and they parted. 

“To Kennaquhair and to Edinburgh we bend our way.” 
thought Roland Graiine. “ That information have I purchased 
by a sleepless hour — it suits well with my purpose. At Kenua- 
quhair I shall see Father Ambrose ; — at Edinburgh I shall find 
the means of shaping my own course through this bustling world, 
without burdening my affectionate relation — at Edinburgh, too, 
1 shall see again tlie witching novice, with her blue eyes and her 
provoking smile.” — lie fell asleep, and it was to dream of 
Catherine Seyton. 


CHAPTER Xlll. 

'What, Da(;OQ up again ! — I thought we had hurl’d him 
Down on the thresljold, novor more to nse. 

Bring wedge and axo; and, neighbours, lend your hands, 

And rive the idol into winter fagots ! 

AlhcUtanc, or the ConverUd Dane, 

Roland GRAiMfi slept long and sound, and the sun was high 
over the horizon, when the voice of his companion summoned 
him to resume their pilgrimage;; and when, hastily airanging lus 
dress, he went to attend her call, the entliusiastic matron stood 
already at the threshold, prepared lor her journey. There was 
in all the deportment of this remarkable woman, a promptitude 
of execution, and a stcrmicss of perseverance, founded on tlic 
fanaticism which she nursed so deeply, and which seemed to 
absorb all the ordinary pui'poscs and fechrigs of mortality. One 
only human affection gleamed through her enthusiastic energies, 
like the broken glimpses of the sun ttirough the rising cloned of 
a storm. It was her maternal fondness for her grandson — a 
fondness carried almost to tlie verge of dotage, in circumstances 
where the Catholic religion was not concerned, but which gave 
way instantly when it chanced cither to thwart or come in contact 
wi^ the more settled purpose of her soul, and tlie more devoted 
duty of her life. Her life she would willingly have laid down to 
save the earthly object of her affection ; but that object itself she 
was ready to hazard, and would have been willing to sacrifice, 
could the restoration of the Church of Rome have been purchased 
with his blood. Her discourse by the way, excepting on the few 
occasions in which her extreme love of her grandson round oppor- 
tunity to display itself in anxiety for his liealth and accommodation, 
turned entirely on the duty of raising up the fallen honours of the 
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Church, and replacing a Catholic sovereign on the throne. There 
wore times at which she hinted, though very obscurely and dis- 
tantly, that she herself was foredoomed by lieaven to perform a 
part m this important task ; and that she had more than mere human 
warranty for tiie zeal with which she engaged in it. But on this 
subject she expressed herself in such general language, that it 
was not easy to decide whether she mado any actual pretensions 
to a direct and supernatural call, like tlie celebrated Elizabeth 
Barton, commonly called the Nun of Kent ;* or whether she only 
dwelt upon the general duty which was incumbent on all Catholics 
of the time, and the pressure of which sjie f«lt in an extraordinary 
degree. 

Yet though Magdalen Graeme gave no direct intimation of her 
pretensions to be considered as something beyond the ordinary 
class of mortals, the demeanour of one or two persons amongst 
the travellers whom tliey occasionally met, as they entered Sie 
more fertile and populous part of tlio valley, seemed to indicate 
their belief in her superior attributes. 1 1 is true, that two clowns, 
who drove before them a herd of cattle — one or two village 
wenches, who seemed bound for some merry-making — a strolling 
soldier, in a rusted morion, and a wandering student, as his 
threadlQare black cloak and his satchel of hooks proclaimed him — 
passed our travellers witliout observation, or with a look of con- 
tempt ; and, moreover, that two or three children, attracted by 
the appearance of a dress so nearly resembling tliat of a pilgrim, 
joined in hooting and calling “ Out upon the mass-monger 1” 
But one or two, who nom’ished in their bosoms I’espect for the 
dowufallcu hierarchy — casting first a timorous glance around, to 
see that no one observed them — hastily crossed tliemselves — 
bent their knee to Sister Magdalen, by which name they saluted 
her — kissed her hand, or even the hem of her dalmatique — 
received with humility the Bencdicito with which she repaid their 
obeisance ; and then starting up, and again looking timidly 
round to see that they had been unobserved, hastily resumed 
their journey. Even while within sight of persons of tiie prevail- 
ing faith, there were individuals bold enough, by foldiug their 
arms and bending their head, to give distant and silent intima- 
tion that they recognized Sister Magdalen, and honoured alike 
her person and her purpose. 

She failed not to notice to her grandson these marks of honour 
and respect which from time to time she received. You see,” 
she said, ^^my son, that the enemies have been unable altogether 
to suppress the good spirit, or to root out the true seed. Amid 
heretics and schismatics, spoilers of tlie church’s lands, and 
scoffers at saints and sacraments, there is left a remnant.” 

“ It is true, my mother,” said lloland Grecme ; “ but metbinks 
they are of a quiwty which can help us hut little. See you not all 
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those %vho wear steel at their side, and bear marks of better 
quality, ruffle past us as they would past the meanest beggars i 
for those who give us any marks of sympathy, are tlie poorest of 
the poor, and most outcast of tlie needy, who have neither bread 
to share with us, nor swords to defend us, nor skill to use them if 
they had. That poor wretch tliat last kneeled to you with such 
deep devotion, and who seemed emaciated by the touch of some 
wasting disease within, and the grasp of poverty without — that 
pale, shivering, miserable caitiff, how can he aid the great schemes 
you meditate 

Much, my son,’’ said the matron, with more mildness than 
the page perhaps expected. “ When that pious son of the church 
returns from the shrine of Saint Ringan, whither he now travels 
by my counsel, and by the aid of good Catholics, — when he 
returns, healed of his wasting malady, high in health, and strong 
in limb, will not the glory of his faithfulness, and its miraculous 
reward, speak louder in the ears of this besotted people of Scot- 
land, tlian the din which is w'cckly made in a thousand heretical 
pulpits 1” 

“ Ay, but, mother, 1 fear tho Saint's hand is out. It is long 
since we have heard of a miracle performed at Saint Ringan’s.” 

The matron made a dead pause, and, with a voice tremulous 
witli emotion, asked, “ Art thou so unhappy as to doubt the 
power of the blessed Saint 1” 

" Na£y, mother,” the youth hastened to reply, “ 1 believe as the 
Holy Church commands, and doubt not Saint Riiigan’s power of 
healiDg ; but, be it said with reverence, he hath not of late shewed 
the inclination.” 

" And has this land deserved it said the Catholic matron, 
advancing hastily while she spoke, until she attained the summit 
of a rising ground, over which tho path led, and then standing 
again still. ** Here,” she said, ** stood the Cross, the limits of the 
Halidome of Saint Mary’s — here — on this eminence — from 
which the eye of tho holy pilgrim might first catch a view of tliat 
ancient Monastery, tlie light of the land, the abode of saints, and 
the grave of monarchs — Where is now that emblem of our 
faith 1 It lies on the earth — a shapcloss block, from which the 
broken fragments have been carried off, for tlie meanest uses, till 
now no semblance of its original form remains. Look towards 
the cast, my son, whore the sun was wont to glitter on stately 
spires — from wliich crosses and bolls have now been hurled, as 
it the land had been invaded once more by barbarous heathens — 
Look at yonder battlements, of which we can, even at this dis- 
tance, descry the partial demolition ; and ask if this land can 
expect from the blessed saints, whose shrines and whose images 
have been profaned, any other miracles but those of vengeance I 
How long,” she exclaimed, looking upward, How long shall it 
be delayed %” She paused, and then resumed with enthusiastic 
rapidity, << Yes, my son, all on earth is but for a period — joy and 
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grief, triumph ajid desolation, succeed each otlier like cloud and 
sunshine ; — the vineyard shall not be for over trodden down, the 
gaps sliall be amended, and the fruitful branches once more 
dressed and trimmed. Even this day — ay, even this hour, 1 
trust to hear news of importance. DaUy not — let us on — time 
is brief, and judgment is certain.’* 

She resumed the path which led to the Abbey — a path which, 
in ancient times, was carefully marked out by posts and rails, to 
assist the pilgrim in his journey — these were now torn up and 
desti'oyed. A half hour’s walk placed them in front of the once 
Splendid Monastery, which, although the church was as yet 
entire, had not escaped the fury of the times. The long range of 
cells and of apartments for the use of the bretliren, which 
occupied two sides of the great square, were almost entirely 
ruinous, the interior having been consumed by fire, which only 
tlie massive architecture of the outward walls had enabled them 
to resist. The Abbot’s house, which formed the third side of Uie 
square, was, though injured, still inhabited, and afforded refuge 
to the few brctlu*eii, who yet, rather by connivance tliau by actual 
authority, were permitted to remain at Kennaqiiliair. Their 
stately offices — their pleasant gardens — the magnificent cloisters 
constructed for their recreation, were all dilapidated and ruinous; 
and some of the building materials had apparently been put into 
requisition by persons in the village and in the vicinity, who, 
formerly vassals of the Monastery, had not hesitated to appro- 
priate to themselves a part of the spoils. Roland saw fragments 
of Gothic pillars richly carved, occupying the place of door-posts 
to the meanest huts ; and here and Uiere a mutilated statue, in- 
verted or laid on its side, made the door-post, or threshold, of a 
wretched cow-house. The church itself was less injured than tlie 
other buildings of the Monastery. But the images which had 
been placed in tlic iminerous niches of its columns and buttresses, 
having all fallen under the charge of idolatry, to which the super- 
stitious devotion (if tho I’upists had justly exposed them, had been 
broken and thrown down, without much regard to tlie preserva- 
tion of tho rich and airy canopies and pedestals on which they 
were placed ; nor, if the devastation had stopfied short at this 
point, could we have considered tho preservation of these monu- 
ments of antiquity as an object to be put in the balance with the 
introduction of tlie reformed woi’ship. 

Our pilgrims saw the demolition of these sacred and venerable 
representations of saints and angels — for as sacred and venerable 
tliey had been taught to consider them — with very different 
feelings. The antiquary may be permitted to regret the necessity 
of the action, but to Magdalen Greeme it seemed a deed of im- 
piety, deserving the instant vengeance of heaven, — a sentiment 
in which her relative joined for the moment us cordially as her- 
self. Neither, however, gave vent to tlieir feelings in words, and 
uplifted hands and eyes formed their only mode of expressing 
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them. The page was about to approach the great eastern gate of 
the church, but was prevented by his guide. That gate,” she 
said, has long been blockaded, Hiat tho heretical rabble may not 
know there still exist among tlie brethren of Saint Mary’s, men 
who dare worship where their predecessors prayed while alive, 
and were interred when dead — follow me this way, my son.” 

Roland Graeme followed accordingly; and Magdalen, easting a 
hasty glance to see whether they were observed, (for she had 
learned caution from the danger of the times,) commanded her 
grandson to knock at a little wicket which she pointed out to him. 
“But knock gently,” slie added, with a motion expressive of 
caution. After a little space, during which no answer was 
returned, she signed to Roland to repeat his summons for 
admission ; and the door at length partially opening, discovered a 
glimpse of the tliin and timid porter, by whom the duty was per- 
formed, skulking from the observation of those who stood without; 
but endeavouring at the same time to gain a sight of them without 
being himself seen. How different from the proud consciousness 
of dignity with which tho porter of ancient days offered his im- 
portant brow, and his goodly person, to the pilgrims who repaired 
to Kennaquliair ! His solemn “ Intrate, meiflii” was exchanged 
for a tremulous “ You cannot enter now — the brethren are in 
their chambers,” But, when Magdalen Grccme asked, in an 
under tone of voice, “ Irlast tliou forgotten mo, my brother ?” he 
changed his apologetic refusal to “ Enter, my honoured sister, 
enter speedily, for evil eyes are upon us.” 

They entered accordingly, and having waited until the porter 
had, with jealous haste, barred and bolted the wicket, were con- 
ducted by liim through several dark and winding passages. As 
they walked slowly on, ho spoko to the matron in a subdued 
voice, as if he feared to trust the very walls with the avowal 
w'hich he communicated. 

“ Our Fathers are assembled in tho Chapter-house, worthy 
sister — yes, in the Chapter-house — for the election of an Abbot. 
— Ah, Benedicite ! there must be no ringing of bells — no high 
mass — no opening of the ^eat gates now, that the people mi^t 
see and venerate their spiritual Father ! Our Fathers must hide 
themselves rather like robbers who choose a leader, than godly 
priests who elect a mitred Abbot.” 

“ Regard not that, my brother,” answered Magdalen Grreme ; 
“ tho first successors of Saint Peter himself were elected, not in 
sunshine, but in tempests — not in tlie halls of the Vatican, but 
in the subterranean vaults and dungeons of heathen Rome — 
they were not gratulated with shouts and salvos of cannon-shot 
and of musketry, and the display of artificial fire — no, my 
broflier — but by the hoarse summons of Lictors and Prsetors, 
who came to drag the Fathers of tho Church to martyrdom. 
From such adversity was the Church once raised, and by such 
will it now be purified. — And mark me, brother ! not in the 
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proudest days of the mitred Abbey, was a Superior ever chosen, 
whom his ofhco shall so much honour, as lie shall be honoured, 
who now takes it upon him in these days of tribulation. On 
whom, my brother, will the choice fall I** 

“ On whom can it fall — or, alas ! who would dare to reply to 
the call, save the worthy pupil of the Sainted Eustatius — the 
good and valiant Father Ambrose V* 

‘‘ I know it,” said Magdalen ; " my heart told me, long ere 
your lips had uttered his name. Stand forth, courageous cliam- 
])ion, and man tlie fatal breach 1 — Rise, bold and experienced 
pilot, and seize the helm while the tempest rages ! — Turn back 
the battle, brave raiser of the fallen standard ! — Wield crook and 
sling, noble shepherd of a scattered llock !” 

“ I pray you, hush, iny sister !” said the porter, opening a door 
which led into the groat church, the brethren will bo presently 
here to celebrate their election with a solcnm mass — I must 
mai'shal them the way to the high altar — all the offices of 
this venerable house have now devolved on one poor decrepit 
old man.” 

He left the church, and Magdalen and Roland remained alone 
in that great vaulted space, whose style of rich, yet chaste 
architecture, referred its origin to the early part of the fourteenth 
century, the best period of Gothic building. But the niches 
w'ere stripped of their images in the inside as well as the outside 
of the church ; and in the pell-mell havoc, the tombs of warriors 
and of princr^s had been included in the demolition of the idola- 
trous sliriiies. Lances and swords of antique size, whiclr had 
hung over the tombs of mighty warriors of former days, lay 
now strewed among relics, with which the devotion of pilgrims 
had graced those of their peculiar saints ; .and the fragments of 
the knights aud dames, which had once lain recumbent, or 
kneeled in an attitude of devotion, where their mortal relics 
were reposed, were mingled with tliose of the saints and angels 
of the Gothic chisel, which the luuid of violence had sent head- 
long from their stations. 

The most fatal symptom of the whole appeared to be, that, 
though this violence had now been committed for many months, 
the Fathers had lost so totally all heart and resolution, tliat they 
had not adventured even upon clearing away the rubbish, or re- 
storing the church to some decent degree of order. This might 
have been done without much labour. But terror had overpowered 
the scanty remains of a body once so powerful, and, sensible tltey 
were only suffered to remain in tliis ancient seat by connivance 
and from compassion, tliey did not venture upon taMng any step 
which might be construed into an assertion of their ancient rights, 
contenting themselves with the secret and obscure exercise of 
their religious ceremonial, in as unostentatious a manner as was 
possible. 

Two or three of the more aged brethren had sunk under the 
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pressure of the times, and the ruins had been partly cleared away 
to permit tlieir interment. One stone had been laid over Father 
Nicholas, which recorded of him in special, ttiat he had taken the 
vows during the incumbency of Abbot Tngelram, the period to 
which his memory so frequently recurred. Another Bag-stone^ 
yet more recently deposited, covered the body of Philip the Sa- 
cristan, eminent for his aquatic excursion with the phantom of 
Avenel ; and a third, the most recent of all, bore the outline of 
a mitre, and the w'ords Ilic jacet Emtatius Abbas ; for no one 
dared to add a word of commendation in favour of his learning, 
and strenuous zeal for the Roman Catholic faith. 

Magdalen Grrcme looked at and perused the brief records of 
these monuments successively, and paused over that of Father 
Eustace. “ In a good hour for thyself,” she said, “ but oh ! in 
an evil hour for the Church, wert thou called from us. Lot thy 
spirit be with us, holy man — encourage thy successor to tread in 
thy footsteps — give him thy bold and inventive capacity, thy zeal 
and thy discretion — even thy piety exceeds not his.” As sho 
spoke, a side door, which closed a passage from the Abbot’s house 
into tlie church, was thrown open, tliat tJie Fathers might enter 
the choir, and conduct to the high altar the Superior whom they 
had elected. 

In former times, this was one of the most splendid of the many 
pageants which the hierarchy of Romo had devised to atti*act the 
veneration ol the faithful. The period during which the Abbacy 
remained vacant, was a state of raouming, or, as their emblema- 
ticaf phrase expressed it, of widowhood ; a melancholy term, 
which was changed into rejoicing and triumph when a new Supe- 
rior was chosen. When the folding dooi*s were on such solemn 
occasions tlirown open, and the new Abbot appeared on the 
threshold in full-blown dignity, with ring and mitre, and dalma- 
tique and crosier, his hoai*y standard bearers and his juveiule 
dispensers of incense preceding him, and the venerable train of 
monks behind him, witli all besides which could announce tlie 
supreme authority to which ho was now raised, bis appearance 
was a signal for &ie magnificent jubilate to rise from the organ 
and music-lcft, and to be joined by the corresponding bursts of 
Alleluiali from the whole assembled congregation. Now all 
was changed. In the midst of rubbish and desokition, seven or 
eight old men, bent and shaken as much by grief and fear as by 
age, shrouded hastily in the proscribed dress of their order, 
wandered like a procession of spectres, from the door which had 
been thrown open, up through the encumbered passage, to the 
high altar, there to instal their elected Superior a chief of ruins. 
It was like a band of bewildered travellers choosing a chief in the 
wilderness of Arabia ; or a shipwrecked crew electing a captain 
upon tile barren island on which fate has thrown them. 

They who, in peaceful times, are most ambitious of authority 
among others, shrink from the competition at such eventful 
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periods^ when neither ease nor parade attend the poese^on of it, 
and when it gives only a painful prc-cminenence both in danger 
and in labour, and exposes the ill-fated chieftain to the murmurs 
of his discontented associates, as well as to the first assault of the 
common enemy. But lie on whom the office of the Abbot of 
Saint Mary’s was now conferred, had a mind fitted for the situa- 
tion to which he w'as called. Bold and enthusiastic, yet generous 
and forgiving — w'iso and skilful, yet zealous and prompt — he 
wanted but a better cause than the support of a decaying supers 
stition, to have raised him to the rank of a truly great man. But 
as the end crowns the work, it also forms the rule by which it 
must be ultimately judged ; and those who, with sincerity and 
generosity, fight and fall iii an evil cause, posterity can only com- 
passionate as victims of a generous but fatal error. Amongst 
these, wc must rank Ambrosius, the last Abbot of Kenua^uliair, 
whose designs must be condemned, as their success would have 
riveted on Scotland tlie chains of antiquated superstition and 
spiritual tyranny ; but whose talents commanded respect, and 
w hose virtues, even from tho enemies of his hvith, extorted esteem. 

The bearing of the new Abbot served of itself to dignify a cere- 
monial which was deprived of all other attributes of grandeur. 
Conscious of the peril in which they stood, and recalling, doubt- 
less, the better days they had seen, tliero hung over his brethren 
an appoarance of mingled terror, and grief, and shame, which 
induced them to hurry over the office in which they were engaged, 
as something at once degrading and dangerous. 

But not so Father Ambrose. His fcatm'cs, indeed, expressed 
a deep melancholy, as he walked up the centre aisle, amid tho 
ruin of things which he considered ns holy, but his brow was 
undejected, and his step finii and solemn. Ho seemed to think 
that the dominion which lie was about to receive, depended in no 
sort upon the external circumstances under which it was con- 
ferred ; and if a mind so firm was accessible to sorrow or fear, it 
was not on his own account, but on that of the Church to which ho 
had devoted himself. 

At length he stood on the broken steps of tho high altar, bare- 
footed, as was the rule, and holding in his hand his pastoral staff, 
for the gemmed ring and jewelled mitre had become secular 
spoils. No obedient vassals came, man after man, to make their 
homage, and to offer the tribute which should provide their spiri- 
tual Superior with palfrey and trappings. No Bishop assist^ at 
tlie solemnity, to receive into the higher ranks of the Church 
nobility a dignitary, whose voice in tlio legislature was as poten- 
tial as his own. With hasty and maimed rites, the few remaining 
brethren stepped forward alternately to give their new Abbot tho 
kiss of peace, in token of fraternal affection and spiritual homage. 
Mass was then hastily performed, but in such precipitation as if 
it had been hurried over rather to satisfy the scruples of a few 
youtlis, who were impatient to set out on a hunting party, than 
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afi if it made the most solemn part of a solemn ordination. The 
officiating priest faltered as he spoke the service^ and often looked 
around, as if he expected to be interrupted in the midst of his 
office ; and the brethren listened as to that which, short as it was, 
they wished yet more abridged. * 

These symptoms of alarm increased as the ceremony proceeded, 
and, as it scorned, were not caused by mere apprehension alone ; 
for, amid the pauses of tho hymn, there were heard without 
sounds of a very different sort, beginning faintly and at a distance, 
but at length approaching close to the exterior of the church, and 
stunning \vith dissonant clamour those engaged in the service. 
The winding of horns, blown with no regard to harmony or con- 
cert ; the jangling of bells, the thumping of drums, the squeaking 
of bagpipes, and the clash of cymbals — the shouts of a multitude, 
now as in laughter, now as in anger — tho shrill tones of female 
voices, and of those of children, mingling with the deeper cla- 
mours of men, formed a Babel of sounds, wliich first drowned, 
and then awed into utter silence, the official hymns of the Con- 
vent. Tho cause and result of this extraordinary interruption 
will be explained in the next chapter. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Not the wild billow, when it breaks its barrier— 

Not tho wild wind, escaping from its cavern — 

Not the wild fiend, that mingles both together 
And pours thoir race upon the ripening harvest, 

Can match tho wild freaks of this mirthful meeting— 

Comic, yet foarful —droll, and )-et destructive. 

The Co^upiracy. 

The monks ceased their j»ong, wliich, like that of the choristeiVi 
in the legend of tho Witch of Berkley, died away in a quaver of 
consternation ; and, like a flock of chickens disturbed by the pre- 
sence of the kite, they at first made a movement to disperse and 
fly in different dizcctions, and then, with despair, rather than 
hope, huddled themselves around their new Abbot ; who, retain- 
ing the loftj and undismayed look which hail dignified liim 
throuah the whole ceremony, stood on the higher step of the altar, 
as if desirous to be the most conspicuous mark on which danger 
might dischargo itself, and to save his companions by his self- 
devotion, since he could afford them no other protection. 

Involuntarily, as it were, Magdalen Greeme and the page 
stepped from the station which hitherto they bad occupied unno- 
ticed, and approached to the altar, as desirous of shoring the fate 

* In Catholic countries, in order to reconcile the pleasures of the great with 
the observances of religion. It was common, when a p^y was bent for the chase, 
to celebrate mass, abridged and maimed of its ritos, called a hunting-mass, the 
brevity of which was designed to cofreq>ond with the impatience of the audience. 
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which approached the monks, whatever that might be. Both 
bowed reverently low to the Abbot ; and while Magdalen seemed 
about to speak, the youth, looking towards the main entrance, at 
which the noise now roared most loudly, and which was at Ibe 
same time assailed with much knocking, laid his hand upon his 

§’he Abbot motioned to both to forbear : “ Peace, my sister,” 
he said, in a low tone, but which, being in a different key from 
the tumultuary sounds without, could bo distinctly heard, ^ven 
amidst the tumult ; — “ Peace,” he said, " my sister ; let the hew 
Superior of Saint Mary’s himself receive and reply to the grate- 
ful acclamations of the vassals, who come to celebrate his instal- 
lation. — And thou, my son, forbear, I charge thee, to touch thy 
earthly weapon ; — if it is the pleasure of our protectress, that her 
shrine be this day desecrated by deeds of violence, and polluted 
by blood-shedding, let it not, 1 charge thee, happen through the 
deed of a Catholic son of the church.” 

Tho noise and knocking at the outer gate became now every 
moment louder ; and voices were heard impatiently demanding 
admittance. Tho Abbot, with dignity, and witli a step which 
even the emergency of danger rendered neither faltering nor 
precipitate, moved towards the portal, and demanded to know, in 
a tone of authority, who it was that disturbed their worship, and 
what they desired 1 , 

There was a moment’s silence, and then a loud laugh from 
without. At length a voice replied, “Wo desiro entrance into 
the cliurch ; and when tho door is opened, you will soon see who 
we are.” 

“ By whoso authority do you require entrance ?” said tho 
Father. 

“ By autliority of the right reverend Lord Abbot of Unreason,”* 
replied the voice from without; and, from the laugh which followed, 
it seemed as if there was something highly ludicrous couched under 
tliis reply. 

“ I know not, and seek not to know, your meaning,” replied 
the Abbot, “ since it is probably a rude ojie. But begone, in the 
name of God, and leave his servants in peace. I speak this, as 
liaving lawful authority to command here.” 

“ Open the door,” said another rude voice, “ and we will try 
titles with you, Sii* Monk, and shew you a Superior we must all 
obey.” 

“ Break open the doors if he dallies any longer,” said a third, 
“and down with the carrion monks who would bar us of our 
privilege !” A general shout followed. “Ay, ay, our privilege! 
our privilege ! down with the doors, and with the lurdane monks, 
if they make opposition !” 

The knocking was now exchanged for blows with great ham- 


* See Note F. Ahbot of Unreason. 
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metB, to which the doors, strong as they wore, must soon have 
given way. But the Abbot, who saw resistance would be in vain, 
and who did not wish to incense the assailants by an attempt at 
offering it, besought silence earnestly, and with difficulty obtained 
a hearing. My children,” said he, " I will save you from com- 
mitting a great sin. The porter will presently undo the gate — 
he is gone to fetch the keys — meantime, I pray you to consider 
with yourselves, if your are in a state of mind to cross the holy 
threshold.” 

“ Tillyvally for your papistry !” was answered from witliout ; 
^ we are in the mood of the monks when they are merriest, and 
that is when they sup beef-brewis for lanten-kail. So, if your 
porter hath not the gout, let him come speedily, or wo heave 
away readily. — Said J well, comrades 

« Bravely said, and it shall be as bravely done,” said the multi- 
tude ; and had not the keys arrived at that moment, and the 
porter, in hasty terror, performed his office, throwing open 
the great door, the populace would have saved liira the trouble. 
The instant he had done so, the affnghted janitor fled, like one 
who has drawn the bolts of a flood-gate, and expects to be over- 
whelmed by the rushing inundation. The monks, with one 
consent, had withdrawn themselves behind the Abbot, who alone 
kept his station, about three yards from the cntrauce, shewing no 
signs of fear or perturbation. His brethren — partly encouraged 
by his devotion, partly ashamed to desert him, and partly ani- 
mated by a sense of duty — remained huddled close together, at 
die back of tlieir Superior. There was a loud laugh and huzza 
when the doors were opened ; but, C(>ntrary to what might 
have been expected, no crowd of enraged assailants rushed into 
the church. On the contrary, there was a cry of “ A halt ! — a 
halt — to order, my masters ! and let the two reverend fathers 
greet each other, as beseems them.” 

The appearance of the crowd who were thus called to order, 
was grotesque in the extreme. Jt was composed of men, women, 
and children, ludicrously disguised in various habits, and present- 
ing groups equally diversifled and grotesque. Here one fellow 
with a horse’s head painted before him, and a tail behind, and the 
whole covered with a long foot-cloth, which was supposed to hide 
the body of the animal, ambled, caracoled, pranced, and plunged, 
as he perfonned the celebrated part of the hobby-horse,* so often 
alluded to in our ancient drama ; and which still flourishes on the 
stage in tlie battle that concludes Bayes’s tragedy. To rival the 
address and agility displayed by this character, another personage 
advanced, in the more formidable chai'acter of a huge dragon, 
with gilded wings, open jaws, and a scarlet tongue, cloven at the 
end, which made various efforts to overtake and devour a lad, 
dressed as the lovely Sabcea, daughter of the King of Egypt, who 


• ♦ See Note G. The 
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iled before him ; whUe a martial Saint Georm, grotesquely armed 
with a goblet for a helmet, and a spit for a lance, over and anon 
interfered, and compelled the monster to relinquisli his prey. A 
bear, a wolf, and one or two other wild animals, played their parts 
with the discretion of Snug the joiner; for tlie decided preference 
which they gave to the use of their liind legs, was sufficient, 
witliout any formal annunciation, to assure the most timorous 
spectators Uiat they had to do with habitual bipeds. There was 
a group of outlaws, w'ith Robin Hood and Little John at their 
head* — the best representation exhibited at the time ; and no 
great wonder, since most of the actors were, by profession, the 
banished men and thieves whom they presented. Other masque- 
raders there were, of a less marked description. Men were 
disguised as women, and women as men — cliildren wore the 
dress of aged people, and tottered with crutch-sticlcs in their 
hands, furred gowns on their little backs, and caps on their round 
heads — while graudsires assumed the infantine tone as well as 
the dress of children. Besides these*, many had their faces painted, 
and wore their shirts over tho rest of their dress; while coloured 
pasteboard and ribbons furnished out decorations for others. 
Those who wanted all these properties, blacked their faces, and 
turned their jackets inside out ; and thus the transmutation of 
the whole assembly into a set of mad grotesque mummers, was 
at once completed. 

The pause which the masqueraders made, waiting apparently 
for some person of the highest authority amongst them, gave 
those within the Abbey Church full time to observe all these 
absurdities. They were at no loss to comprehend their purpose 
and meaning. 

Few readers can be ignorant, that at on early period, and 
during the plenitude of her power, the Church of Rome not only 
connived at, but even encouraged, such saturnalian licenses as 
tliG inhabitants of Kcunaquhair and the neighbourhood had now 
ill hand, and that the vulgar, on such occasions, were not only 
permitted but encouraged, by a number of gambols, sometimes 
puerile and ludicrous, sometimes imiuoi’al and profane, to indem- 
nify themselves for the privations and penances imposed on them 
at other seasons. But, of all other topics for burlesque and 
ridicule, the rites and ceremonial of the church itself were most 
frequently resorted to; and, strange to say, with tlic approbation 
of the clergy themselves. 

While the hierarchy flourished in full glory, they do not appear 
to have dreaded the consequences of suflering the people to 
become so irreverently familiar with things sacred ; they then 
imagined the laity to be much in the condition of a labourer’s 
horse, whieii docs not submit to the bridle and the whip with 
greater reluctance, because, at rare intervals, he is allowed to 


* See Note H. lUpretmtaiion of Robin Hood and little John, 



108 


THE ABBOT. 


froHc at large in his pasture^ and fling out his heels in clumsy 
gambols at the master who usually drives him. But, when times 
changed — when doubt of the Roman Catholic doctrine, and 
hatr^ of their priesthood, had possessed tlie reformed party, the 
clergy discovered, too late, that no small inconvenience arose 
from the established practice of games and merry-makings, in 
which they themselves and all they held most sacred, were made 
tlie subject of ridicule. It then became obvious to duller poli- 
ticians tlian the Romish churchmen, that the same actions have 
a very different tendency when done in the spirit of sarcastic 
insolence and hatred, than when acted merely in exuberance of 
rude and uncontrollable spirits. They, therefore, though of the 
latest, endeavoured, where they had any remaining inhuence, to 
discourage the renewal of these indecorous festivities. In this 
particular, the Catholic clergy were joined by most of the re- 
formed preachers, who were more shocked at the profanity and 
immorality of many of these exhibitions, than disposed to profit 
by the ridiculous light in which they placed the Church of Rome 
and her observances. But it was long ere these scandalous and 
immoral sports could be abrogated ; — tho rude multitude con- 
tinued attached to tlieir favourite pastimes, and, both in England 
and Scotland, tho mitre of tho Catholic — the rochet d the 
reformed bishop — and tlie cloak and band of tlie Calvinistic 
divine — wore, in turn, compelled to give place to those jocular 
personages, the Pope of Fools, the Boy-Bishop, and the Abbot of 
Unreason.* 

It was the latter personage who now, in full costume, made his 
approach to the great door of tho Church of St Mary^s, accoutred 
in such a manner as to form a caricature, or pi’actical parody, on 
the costume and attendants of the real Superior, whom he came 
to beard on the very day of his installation, in the presence of hia 
clergy, and in tho chancel of his church. The mock dignitary wan 
a stout mado under-sized fellow, whose thick squab form had been 
rendered grotesque by a supplemental paunch, well stuffed. He 
wore a mitre of leather, with the front like a grenadier’s cap, 
adorned witli mock embroidery, and trinkets of tin. This sur- 
mounted a visage, the nose of which was tho most prominent 
feature, being of unusual size, and at least as richly gemmed as 
his head-gear. His robe was of buckram, and his cope of canvass, 
curiously painted, and cut into open work. On one shoulder was 
Axed tho painted figure of an owl ; and he bore in the right hand 
hia pastoral staff, and in tho left a small mirror having a handle 
to it, thus resembling a celebrated jester, whose adventures, trans- 
lated into English, wore whilom extremely popular, and which 
may still be procured in black letter, for about one sterling pound 
per leaf. 

The attendants of this mock dignitaxy had their proper dresses 

* From the intereBtIng novel entitled AnaetaBius, it seems the same burlesque 
cereraonloB were practised in the Greek Church. 
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and equipage, bearing the same burlesque resemblance to the 
officers of the Convent which their leader did to the Superior. 
They followed their le^er in regular procession, and Ihe motley 
characters, which had waited his an'ival, now crowded into the 
church in his train, shouting as they came, — A hall, a hall ! 
for the venerable Father llowlcglas, the learned Monk of Misrule, 
and the Right Reverend Abbot of Unreason I” 

The discordant mizistrelsy of every kind renewed its din ; the 
boys shrieked and howled, and the men laughed and hallooed, and 
the women giggled and screamed, and the beasts roai-ed, and the 
dragon walloppcd and hissed, and the hobby-horse neighed, 
pranced, and capered, and the rest frisked and frolicked, clashing 
their hu))iiailed shoes against tlie pavement, till it sparMed with 
the marks of tlicir energetic caprioles. 

It was, in fine, a scene of ndiculous confusion, that deafened 
the ear, made the eyes giddy, and must have altogether stunned 
any indifferent spectator ; the monks, whom personal aijprehen- 
sion and a consciousness that much of the popular enjoyment 
.irose from tlio ridicule being dii’ccted against them, were, more- 
over, little comforted by the reflection, tliat, bold in dieir disguise, 
the mummers wdio whooped and capered around them, might, 
on sliglit provocation, turn their jest into earnest, or at least 
proceed to those practical pleasantries, which at all times arise 
so naturally out of the frolicsome and mischievous disposition of 
the populace. They looked to their Abbot amid the tumult, with 
such looks as landsmen cast upon the pilot when the storm is at 
the highest — looks which express that they are devoid of all hope 
arising from their own exertions, and not very confident in any 
success likely to attend tlioso of their Palinurus. 

The Abbot himself seemed at a stand ; lie felt no fear, but ho 
sensible of tlie danger of expressing his rising indigna'tion, 
which he was scarcely able to suppress. He made a gesture with 
his hand as if commanding silence, which was at first only re- 
plied to by redoubled shouts, and peals of wild laughter. When, 
however, tlie same motion, and as nearly in tlie same manner, 
had been made by lioAvlcglas, it was immediately obeyed by his 
riotous companions, who expected fresh food for mirth in the 
conversation betwixt the real and mock Abbot, having no small 
confidence in the vulgar wit and impudence of their leader. 
Accordingly, they began to shout, “ To it, fathers — to it I” — 
“ Fight monk, fight madcap — Abbot against Abbot is fair play, 
and so is reason against uiiroason, and malice against monkery T* 

“ Silence, my mates 1” said liowleglas ; “ cannot two learned 
Fatliers of the Church hold communion together, but you must 
come here with your bear-garden whoop and hollo, as if you were 
hounding forth a mastifi' upon a mad bull ? I say silence! and let 
this learned Father and me confer, touching matters affecting 
our mutual state and authority.’' 

My children” — said Father Ambrose. 
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‘‘ My children too, — and happy children tliey are !” said his 
burlesque counterpart ; ‘‘ many a wise child knows not its own 
father, and it is well they have two to choose betwixt.” 

^ If thou hast aught in thee, save scoffing and ribaldry,” said 
the real Abbot, ^ permit me, for thine own soul’s sake, to* speak a 
few words to these misguided men.” 

Aught in mo but scoffing, sayest thou ?” retorted the Abbot 
of Unreason; “ why, reverend brother, I have all that becomes 
mine office at this time a-day — I have beef, ale, and brandy-wine, 
with other condiments not worth mentioning ; and for speaking, 
man — why, speak away, and we will have turn about, like honest 
fellows.” 

During this discussion the wrath of Magdalen GrEome had 
risen to the uttermost ; she approached the Abbot, and placing 
herself by his side, said in a low and yet distinct tone — ‘‘ Wake 
and arouse thee. Father — the sword of Saint Feter is in thy 
hand — strike and avenge Saint Peter’s patrimony ! — Bind tliem 
in the chains which, being riveted by the chui’ch on earth, are 
riveted in Heaven ” 

“ Peace, sister !” said the Abbot; " let not their madness destroy 
our discretion — I pray thee, peace, and let me do mine office. It 
is the first, peradventure it may be the last time, I shall be called 
on to disclxarge it.” 

" Nay, my holy brother !” said Ilowlcglas, ‘‘ I rede you, take 
the holy sister’s advice — never throve convent without woman’s 
counsel.” 

Peace, vain man I” said the Abbot ; “ and you my bre- 
thren ” 

“ Nay, nay !” said the Abbot of Unreason, “ no speaking to the 
lay people, until you have conferred with your brother of the 
cowl. I swear by bell, book, and candle, that no one of my con* 
gregation shall listen to on«) word you have to say; so you had as 
well address yourself to me who will.” 

To escape a conference so ludicrous, the Abbot again attempted 
an appeal to what respectful feelings might yet remain amongst 
the inhabitants of the Halidoine, once so devoted to their spiritual 
Superiors. Alas ! the Abbot of Unreason liad only to flourish his 
mock crosier, and the whooping, tho hallooing, and the dancing, 
were renewed with a vehemence which would have defied the 
lungs of Stentor. 

“ And now, my mates,” said the Abbot of Unreason, “ once 
again dight your gabs and be hushed — let us see if the Cock of 
Kennoquhair will figlit or fleo the pit.” 

There was again a dead silence of expectation, of which Father 
Ambrose availed himself to address his antagonist, seeing plainly 
that he could gain an audience on no other terms. Wretched 
man 1” said he, ** hast thou no better employment for thy carnal 
wit> than to employ it in loading these blind and helplesa creatures 
into the pit of utter darkness 1” 
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“ Truly, my brother,” replied Howleglas, “ I can see little 
difference betwixt your employment and mine, save that you make 
a sermon of a jest, and I make a jest of a sermon.” 

Unhappy being,” said the Abbot, ‘‘ who hast no better subject 
of pleasantry tlian tliat which should make thee tremble — no 
sounder jest than thine own sins, and no better objects for laughter 
than those who can absolve thee from the guilt of them !” 

" Verily, my reverend brother,” said the mock Abbot, “ what 
you say might be true, if, in laughing at hypocrites, 1 meant to 
laugh at religion. — Oh, it is a precious thing to wear a long dreas, 
with a girdle and a cowl — we become a holy pillar of Mother 
Church, and a boy must not play at ball against the walls for fear 
of breaking a painted window !” 

“ A.nd will you, my friends,” said tlie Abbot, looking round and 
speaking with a vehemence which secured him a tranquil audience 
for some time, — “will you suffer a profane buffoon, within the 
very church of God, to insult his ministers ? Many of you — all 
of you, perhaps — have lived under my holy j predecessors, who 
were called upon to rule in this church where 1 am called upon 
to suffer. If you have worldly goods, they are their gift; and, 
when you scorned not to accept better gifts — the mercy and 
forgiveness of the Church — were they not ever at your command I 
— did we not pray while you w'ere jovial — wake while you 
slept ? ” 

‘‘ Some of the good wives of the Halidome were wont to say 
so,” said the Abbot of Unreason; but his jest mot in this instance 
but slight applause, and Father Ambrose, haring gained a 
moment’s attention, hastened to improve it. 

" What I” said he ; .and is this grateful — is it seemly — is it 
honest — to assail with scorn a few old men, from whose predeces- 
sors you hold all, and whose only wish is to die in peace among these 
fragments of what was once the light of the land, and whose daily 
prayer is, that they may be removed ere that hour comes when 
the last spark shall be extinguished, and the land left in the dark- 
ness whicli it has chosen ratlicr than light ? We have not turned 
against you the edge of the spiritual sword, to revenge our tem- 
poral persecution ; tho tempest of your wrath hath despoiled us 
of land, and deprived us almost of our daily food, but we have 
not repaid it with the thunders of excommunication — we only pray 
your leave to live and die within the church which is our own, 
invoking God, our Lady, and the Holy Saints to pardon your sins, 
and our own, undisturbed by scurril buffoonery and blasphemy.” 

This speech, so different in tone and termination from t^t 
which the crowd had expected, produced an effect upon their 
feelings unfavourable to the prosecution of their frolic. The 
morrice-dancers stood still — the hobby-horse surceased his 
capering — pipe and tabor were mute, and silence, like a heavy 
cloud,” seemed to descend on tho once noisy rabble. Several of 
the beasts wore obviously moved to oompunctioxi ; the bear could 
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not restrain his sobs, and a huge fox was observed to wijpe his 
eyes with his tail. But in especial the dragon, lately so formidably 
rampant, now relaxed the terror of his claws, uncoiled his 
tremendous rings, and grumbled out of his fiery throat in a re- 
pentant tone, ** By the mass, 1 thought no harm in exercising 
our old pastime, but an 1 had thought the good Father would 
have taken it so to heart, I would as soon have played your devil 
as your di’agon.” 

In this momentary pause, the Abbot stood amongst tlie miscel- 
laneous and grotesque forms by which he was surroiiuded, 
triumplmnt as Saint Anthony, m Callot’s Temptations ; but 
Howlcglas would not so resign his purpose. 

" And how now, my masters 1** said he, “ is this fair play or 
no ? Have you not chosen me Abbot of Unreason, and is it 
lawful for any of you to listen to common sense to-day ? Was I 
not formally elected b}' you in solemn chapter, held in Luckic 
Martin’s change-house, and will you now desert me, and give up 
your old pastime and privilege ? Play out tlie play — and he that 
speaks the next word of sense or reason, or bids us think or con- 
sider, or the like of that, which befits not the day, 1 will have him 
solemnly ducked in the mill-dam 

The rabble, mutable as usual, huzzaed, the pipe and tabor struck 
up, the hobby-horse pranced, the beasts roared, and even tlie 
repentant dragon began again to coil up his spires, and prepare 
himself for fresh gambols. But the Abbot might still have over- 
come, by his eloquence and his entreaties, the malicious designs 
of the revellers, had not Dame Magdalen Greeme given loose to 
the indignation which she had long suppressed. 

“Scoffers,” she said, “and men of Belial — Blasphemous 
heretics, and truculent tyrants ” 

“ Your patience, my sister, I entreat and I command yon 1” 
said the Abbot ; “ let me do my duty — disturb me not in mine 
office 1” 

But Dame Magdalen continued to thunder forth her threats in 
the name of Popes and Councils, and in the name of every Saint, 
from Saint Michael downward. 

“ My comrades !” said the Abbot of Unreason, “ this good dame 
hath not spoken a single word of reason, and therein may esteem 
herself free from the law. But wliat she spoke was meant for 
reason, and, thorcforc, unless she confesses and avouches all 
which sho has said to be nonsense, it shall pass for such, so far 
as to incur our statutes. Wherefore, holy dame, pilgrim, or abbess, 
or whatever thou art, be mute with thy mummery or beware the 
mill-dam. We will have neither spiritual nor temporal scolds in 
our Diocese of Unreason !” 

As he spoke thus, he extended bis hand towards the old 
woman, while his followers sliouted, “A doom — a doom 1” 
and prepared to second liis purpose, when lo ! it was suddenly 
fruafrated. Roland Greeme had witnessed with indignation the 
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insulis offered to his old spiritual preceptor, but yet had wit 
enough to reflect he could render him no assistance, but might 
well, by ineffective interference, make matters worse. But when 
he saw his aged relative in danger of personal violence, he gave 
way to the natural impetuosity of his temper, and, stepping forward, 
struck his poniai*d into the bod} of the Abbot of Unreason, whom 
the blow instantly prostrated on the pavement. 


CHAPTER XV. 

As when in tumults rise the ignoble crowd, 
lUnd are their motions, and their tongues are loud. 

And stones iittd brands in rattling furies tly, 

And all the rustic arms which fury can supply — 

Then if some grave and pious man appear, 

They husli their noiac, and Jend a listomng car. 

DiiYPEN’a VD'gil. 

A DREADVUL sliout of vongeancc was raised by the revellers, 
whose sport was thus so fearfully interrupted ; but, for an instant, 
the want of weapons amongst the multitude, as well as the 
inflamed features and brandished poniard of Roland Grmme, kept 
them at bay, while the Abbot, horror-struck at the violence, 
implored, with uplifted hands, pardon for bloodshed committed 
within the sanctuai^y. Magdalen Grmmo alone expressed triumph 
ill the blow her descendant had dealt to the scoffer, mixed, how- 
ever, with a wild and anxious expression of terror for her grand- 
son’s safety. Let him perish,” she said, “ in his blasphemy — 
let him die on the holy pavement which he has insulted !” 

But the rage of the multitude, the grief of the Abbot, the exul- 
tation of the enthusiastic Magdalen, were all mistimed and 
unnecessary. Howlcglas, mortally wounded as he was supposed 
to be, sprung alertly up from the floor, calling aloud, “ A miracle, 
a miracle, my masters ! as bravo a miracle as ever was ivrought 

the Kirk of Kennaquhair. And I charge you, my masters, an 
your lawfully chosen Abbot, tliat you touch no one without my 
command — You, wolf and hear, will guard this pragmatic youth, 
but without hurting him — And you, reverend brother, will, with 
your comrades, withdraw to your cells ; for our conference has 
ended like all conferences, leaving each of his own mind, as 
before ; and if we fight, both you, and your brethren, and the 
Kirk, will have the worst ou’t — Wherefore, pack up your pipes 
and begone.” 

The hubbub was beginning again to awaken, but still Father 
Ambrose hesitated, as uncerhiin to what path his duty called him, 
whether to face out the present storm, or to reserve himself for a 
better moment. His brother of Unreason observed his difliculty, 
and said, in a tone more natural and less affected than tiiat with 
which he had hitherto sustained lus character, We came hither, 

YOL. XI. U 
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my good sir, more in mirth than in mischief — onr bark is worse 
th^ our bite — and, especially, we mean you no personal harm — 
wherefore, draw off wdiile the play is good) for it is ill whistling 
for a hawk when she is once on the soar, and worse to snatch the 
quarry from the ban-dog — Let these fellows once begin their 
brawl, and it will bo too much for madness itself, let ^one the 
Abbot of Unreason, to bring tliem back to the lure.” 

The brethren crowded around Father Ambrosius, and joined 
in urging him to give place to the torrent. The present revel 
was, they said, an ancient custom which his predecessors had 
permitted, and old Father Nicholas himself had played the dragon 
ill the days of the Abbot Ingelram. 

" And we now reap the fruit of the seed which they have so 
unadvisedly sown,” said Ambrosius ; “ they taught men to make 
a mock of what is holy, what wonder tliat tlie descendants of 
scoffers become robbers and plunderers ? But be it as you list, 
my brethren — move towards the dortour — And you, dame, I 
command you, by the authority which I have over you, and by 
your respect for that youth’s safety, that you go witii us without 
farther speech — Yet, stay — what are your intentions towards 
tliat you^ whom you detain prisoner 1 — Wot ye,” he continued, 
addressing Howleglas in a stern tc>ne of voice, “ that he bears the 
livery of the House of Avenel 1 They who fear not the anger of 
Heaven, may at least dread the wrath of man.” 

"Cumber not yourself concerning him,” answered Howleglas, 
" we know right well who and what ho is.” 

" Let mo pray,” said the Abbot, in a tontj of entreaty, " that 
^ou do him no wrong for tlie rash deed which he attempted in his 
imprudent zeal.” 

" I say, cumber not yourself about it, father,” answered 
Howleglas, " but move off with your train, male and female, or I 
w'ill not undertake to save yonder she-saiiit from the ducking- 
stool — And as for boarhig of malice, my stomach has no room 
for it ; it is,” he added, clapping his hand on his portly belly, 
" too well bumbasted out with straw and buckram — gi'amercy 
to them both — they kept out that madcap’s dagger as well as a 
Milan corslet could have done.” 

In fact, the home-driven poniard of Roland Gneme had lighted 
upon the stuffing of the fictitious paunch, which Ihe Abbot of 
Unreason wore as a part of his characteristic dress, and it was 
only the force of the blow which had prostrated that reverend 
person on the gi'ound for a moment. 

Satisfied in some degree by this man’s assurances, and com- 
piled to give way to superior force, the Abbot Ambrosius retired 
from the Church at tlie head of the monks, and left the court free 
for the revellers to work their will. But, wild aud wilful as these 
rioters were, they accompanied the retreat of tlie religionists with 
none of those shouts of contempt and derision with which they 
had at first hailed them. The Abbot’s discooiso bad affected^ 
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some of them with remorse, others with shame, and all with a 
transient degree of respect. They remained silent until tlie last 
monk had disappeared through the side-door wliich communicated 
with their dwelling-place, and even then it cost some exhortations 
on the part of Howleglas, some caprioles of the hobby-horse, and 
some wallops of the ^agon, to rouse once more tlie rebuked spirit 
of revelry. 

" And how now, my masters ?” said the Abbot of Unreason ; 
“ and wherefore look on me with such blank Jack-a-Lont visages ? 
Will you lose your old pastime for an old wife’s tale of saints and 
purgatory 1 Why, I thought you would have made all split long 
since — Come, strike up, tabor and harp, strike up, fiddle and 
robeck — dance and be merry to-day, and let care come to-mor- 
row. Bear and wolf, look to your prisoner — pranco. hobby — 
hiss, dragon, and halloo, boys — we grow older every moment we 
stand idle, and life is too short to be spent in playing muiu- 
cliaiice,” 

This pithy exhortation was attended with the effect desired. 
They fumigated tlie Church with burnt wool and feathers instead 
of incense, put foul water into the holy-water basins, and cele- 
brated a parody on tlic Church-service, the mock Abbot officiat- 
ing at the altar ; they sung ludicrous and indecent parodies, to 
tho tunes of church hymns j they violated wliatovcjr vestments or 
vessels belonging to the Abbey they could lay their hands upon ; 
and, playing every freak which the whim of the moment could 
suggest to their wild caprice, at length they fell to moro lasting 
deeds of demolition, jiulled down an«l destroyed some carved 
wood-work, dashed out the painted wdudoW's which had escaped 
former violence, and in their rigorous search after sculpture 
dedicated to idolatoy, began to desti’oy what ornaments yet 
remained entire upon tlie tombs, and around the comicos of tlie 
pillars. 

The spirit of demolition, like other tastes, increases by indul- 
gence ; from these lighter attempts at mischief, the more 
tumultuous part of the meeting began to meditato destruction on 
a more extended scale — “ Let us heave it down altogetlier, the 
old crow’s nest,” became a general cry among them ; “ it has 
served the Pope and his rooks too long and up they struck a 
ballad wliich was then popular among the low er classes.* 

“ The Pain, that pagan full of pride, 

Hath blinded us uwer lang, 

For where the bluid the blind doth lead, 

No marvel baith goe wrong. 

» These rude rhymes are taken, with some trifling alterations, from a ballad 
called Trim-go-trix. It occurs in a singular collection, entitled, “ A Com- 
pendious Book of Godly and Bniritual Songs, collected out of snndrie parts of the 
Scripture, with sundry of other ballatis changed out of prophwe sangca. for 
avoydiug of sin and tiarlotrle, with Augmentation of suodi'ie Qude and Godly 
Ballatea. Edinburgli, printed by Andro Hart.” This curious collection has 
been reprinted in Mr John Qrabame Dalyell’s Scottish Poems of the 16th 
century. £din. 1801, 2 vols. 
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Like prinoe and king, 

He led the ring 
Of all iniquity. 

Sing hay trix, trim^gO'trix, 

Under the greenwood tree. 

“ The Bishop rich, he could not preach 
For sporting witli the lasses ; 

The silly friar behoved to fleech 
For awnioua os lie passes ; 

The curate his creed 
He could not read. — 

Slmine fa’ the company ! 

Si^ hay trix, trim-go-trix, 

Under the greenwood tree.'* 

Thundering out this chorus of a notable hunting song, which 
had been pressed into the service of some polemical poet, the 
followers of the Abbot of Unreason were turning every moment 
more tumultuous, and getting beyond the management even of 
tliat reverend prelate himself, when a kniglit in full armour, 
followed by two or three men-at-arms, entered the church, aud 
in a stern voice commanded them to forbear tlicir riotous 
mummery. 

His visor was up, but if it had been lowered, the cognizance of 
the holly-branch sufficiently distinguished Sir Halbert Glendin- 
ning, who, on his homeward road, was passing through the village 
of Kenuaquhair ; and moved, perhaps, by anxiety for his bro- 
ther’s safety, had come directly to the church on hearing of the 
uproar. 

“ What is the meaning of this,” he said, my masters ? are ye 
Christian men, and the long’s subjects, and yet waste and destroy 
church and cliancol like so many heathens ?” 

All stood silent, though doubtless there were several disap- 
pointed and surprised at receiving cliidiug instead of thanks from 
so zealous a protestant. 

The dragon, indeed, did at length take upon him to he spokes- 
man, and growled from the depth of his painted maw, that they 
did but sweep Popery out of the church witli the besom of 
destruction. 

“ What ! my friends,” replied Sir Halbert Glendinning, think 
you this mumming and masking has not more of Popery in it than 
have those stone walls ? Take the leprosy out of your flesh, 
before you speak of purifying stone walls — abate your insolent 
license, which leads but to idle vanity and sinful excess ; and 
know, that what you now practise, is one of the profane and 
unseemly sports introduced by tho priests of Rome themselves, to 
mislead and to brutify the souls which fell into their net.” 

“ Marry come up — are you there with your bears 1” muttered 
the dragon, with a draconic sullenness, which was in good keeping 
witii his cliaracter, we bad as g(K)d have been Romans still, if 
we are to have no freedom in our pastimes 1” 

" Dost tiiou reply to me bo !” said Halbert Glendinning ; or 
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is there any pastime in grovelling on the ground there like a 
gigantic kail-worm? — Get out of thy painted case, or, by my 
kiiightliood, I will treat you like the beast and reptUe you have 
made yourself,” 

“ Beast and reptile ?” retorted tho offended dragon, " setting 
aside your knighthood, 1 hold myself as well a born man as tliy- 
solf.” 

The Knight made no answer in words, but bestowed two such 
blows with the butt of his lance on the petulant dragon, that had 
not the hoops which constituted the ribs of the machine been 
pretty strong, they would hardly have saved those of tlie actor from 
being brol cu. 1 ii all haste the masker crept out of his disguise, 
uiiwiiliug to abide a third butfet from the lance of the enraged 
Knight. And when the cx-dragon stood on the of the 

church, he presented to Halbert Glcndiniiiug tlio well-known 
countenance of Dan of the Howlet-hirst, an ancient comrade of 
his own, ere fate had raised him so high above the rank to which 
he was born. The clown looked sulkily upon the Knight, as if ^ 
upbraid him for his violence towards an old acquaintance, and 
Glendinning’s own good-nature reproached him for the violence 
he had acted upon him. 

“ I did wrong to strike thee,” ho said, " Dan ; but in truth, I 
knew thee not — thou wert ever a mad fellow — come to Avenel 
Castle, and wo shall see how my hawks fly.” 

And if we shew him not falcons that will mount as merrily as 
rockets,” said the Abbot of Unreason, ‘*1 would your honour laid 
as hard on my bones as you did on his even now.” 

How now. Sir Knave,” said the Knight, " and what has 
brought you hither ?” 

Tlie Abbot, hastily ridding himself of the false nose which 
mystified his physiognomy, and tho supplementary belly which 
made up his disguise, stood before his master in his real character, 
of Adam Woodcock, the falconer of Avenel. 

“ How, varlet !” said the Knight ; “ hast thou dared to come 
here and disturb the very house my brother was dwelling in 

“And it was even for that reason, craving your honour’s par- 
don, that I came hither — for I heard the country was to be up 
to choose an Abbot of Unreason, and sure, thought I, I that can 
sing, dance, leap backwards over a broadsword, and am as good a 
fool as ever sought promotion, have all chance of carrying the 
office ; and if 1 gain my election, I may stand his honour’s 
brother in some stead, supposing things fall roughly out at the 
Kirk of Saint Mary’s.” 

“ Thou art but a cogging knave,” said Sir Halbert, and well 
I wot, that love of ale and brandy, besides tho humour of riot 
and frolic, would draw tliee a mile, when love of my house would 
not bring thee a yard. But, go to — carry thy roisterers else- 
where — to the alehouse if they list, and there are crowns to pay 
your charges — make out the day’s madness without doing more 
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mischief, and be wse men to-morrow — and hereafter learn to 
serve a good cause better than by acting like buffoons or ruffians.’’ 

Obedient to his master's mandate, me falconer w'as collecting 
his discouraged followers, and whispering into their ears — 

Away, away — face is Latin for a candle — never mind the good 
Knight’s Puritanism — wo will play the frolic out over a stand of 
double ale in Dame Martin the Brewster’s barn-yard — draw off, 
harp and tabor — bagpipe and drum — mum till you are out of the 
churchyard, then let the welkin ring again — move on, wolf and 
bear — keep the hind legs till you cross the kirk-stile, and then 
shew yourselves beasts of mettle — what devil sent him here to 
spoil our holiday ! — but anger him not, my hearts ; his lance is 
no goose-feather, as Dan’s ribs can tell.” 

By my soul,” said Dan, " had it been another than my ancient 
comrade, I would have made my father’s old fox * fly about liis 
ears !” 

Hush ! hush I man,” replied Adam Woodcock, “ not a word 
fflat way, as you value the safety of your bones — what man ? we 
must take a clink as it passes, so it is not bestowed in downright 
ill-will.” 

“ But I will take no such thing,” said Dan of the Howlet-hirst, 
sullenly resisting the efforts of Woodcock, who was dragging him 
out of the church ; when tho quick military eye of Sir Halbert 
Glendiiming detecting Roland Graeme betwixt his two guards, the 
Knight exclaimed, ** Soho ! falconer, — Woodcock, — knave, hast 
thou brought my Lady’s page in mine own livery, to assist at this 
hopeful revel of thine, with your wolves and beat's ? Since you 
were at such muramings, you might, if you would, have at least 
saved the credit of my household, by dressing him up as a jack- 
anapes — bring him hither, fellows ?” 

Adam Woodcock was too honest and dotvnright, to permit 
blame to light upon the youth, when it was undeserved. “ I 
swear,'’ he said, “ by Samt Martin of Bullions f ” 

“ And what hast thou to do with Saint Martin ?” 

** Nay, little enough, air, unless when he sends such rainy days 
that we cannot fly a hawk — but I say to your worshipful knight- 
hood, that as T am a true man 

" As you are a false varlet, had been the better obtestation.” 

" Nay, if your knighthood allows me not to speak,” said Adam, 
“I can hold my tongue — but the boy came not hither by my 
bidding, for all that.” 

“ But to gratify his own malapert pleasure, I warrant me,” 
said Sir Halbert Glendiiming — " Come hither, young springald, 
and tell me whether you have your mistress’s license to be so far 
absent from the castle, or to dishonour my livery by mingling in 
such a May-game 1” 

« Fox^ An old-fashioned broadsword was often so called. 

f The Bulnt Swithin, or weeping Saint of Scotland. If his festival (fourth 
July) prove wet, forty days of nJu are expected. 
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“ Sir Halbert Glendinning,” answered Boland Grceme with 
steadiness, “ I have obtained the permission, or rather the com- 
mands, of your lady, to dispose of my time hereafter according 
to my own pleasure. I have been a most unwilling spectator of 
tliis May-game, spice it is your pleasure so to call it ; and I only 
wear your livery until I can obtain clothes which bear no such 
badge of servitude.” 

How am I to understand tliis, young man ?” said Sir Halbert 
Glcndinniiig ; “ speak plainly, for 1 am no reader of riddles. — 
That my lady favoured thee, ] know. What hast thou done to 
disoblige her, and occasion thy dismissal 1” 

“ Nothing to speak of,” said Adam Woodcock, answering for 
the boy — ‘^a foolish quarrel wdth mo, which was more fooUshly 
told over again to iny honoured lady, cost the poor boy his place. 
For my part, I will say freely, that I was w rong from beginning 
to end, except about the w'asliing of tlic eyas’s meat. There I 
stand to it that I was right.” 

With that, the good-natured falconer repeated to his master the 
w'hole history of the squabble which had brought Boland Greeme 
into disgrace with his mistress, hut in a manner so favourable for 
the page, that Sir Halbert could not but suspect his generous 
motive. 

" Thou art a good-natured fellow,” lio said, Adam Wood- 
cock.” 

" As ever had falcon upon fist,” said Adam ; and, for that 
matter, so is Master Boland ; but, being half a gentleman by his 
office, his blood is soon up, and so is mine.” 

“ Well,” said Sir Halbert, “be it as it will, my lady has acted 
hastily, for this was no great matter of olfence to discard the lad 
whom she had trained up for yeara ; but he, I doubt not, made 
it worse by his prating — it jumps well wuth a pujq)ose, however, 
which I had in my mind. Draw off these people. Woodcock, — 
and you, Boland Grtemc, attend me.” s. 

The page followed him in silence into the Abbot’s house, where, 
stepping into the hrat apartment which he found open, ho com- 
manded one of his attendants to let his brother. Master Edward 
Glendinuing, know that ho desired to speak with him. The men- 
at-arms went gladly off to join tlieir comrade, Adam Woodcock, 
and the jolly crew whom he had assembled at Dame Martin’s, 
the hostler’s wife, and the page and Knight were left ^one in the 
apartment. Sir Halbert Glendinuing paced the floor for a 
moment in silence, and then tlius addi^esscd his attendant — 

“ Thou mayest have remarked, stripling, that I have but sel- 
dom distinguished thee by much notice ; — 1 see thy colour rises, 
but do not speak till thou hearest mo out. I say I have never 
much distinguished tliee, not bccauso 1 did not see that in thee 
which 1 might w’cll have praised, but because I saw something 
bl^eable, which such praise.s might have made worse. Thy 
mistress, dealing according to her pleasure in her own household, 
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as no one had better reason or title, had picked thee from the 
rest, and treated thee more like a relation tlmn a domestic ; and 
if thou didst shew some vanity and petulance under such distinc- 
tion, it were injustice not to say that thou liast profited botli in 
thy exercises and in thy breeding, and hast slie^^u many sparkles 
of a gentle and manly spirit. Moreover, it were ungenerous, 
having bred thee up freakish and fiery, to dismiss thee to want or 
wandering, for sliewing tliat very peevishness and impatience of 
discipline which arose from thy too delicate nurture. Therefore, 
and for the credit of my own household, I am determined to 
retain thee in my train, until 1 can honourably dispose of thee 
elsewhere, witli a fair prospect of tliy going through the world 
with credit to the houso that brought thee up.” 

If there was something in Sir Halbert Glendinning’s speech 
which Battered Roland’s pride, there was also much that, accor- 
ding to his mode of tl unking, was an alloy to the compliment. 
And yet his conscience instantly told him that he ought to accept, 
with grateful deference, the offer which was made him by the 
husband of his kind protecti ess; and his prudence, however slender, 
could not but admit he sliould enter the world under very diffe- 
rent auspices as a retainer of Sir Halbert Glendinning, so famed 
for wisdom, coumge, and influence, from those under which he 
mi^ht partoke the wanderings, and become an agent in the 
visionary schemes, for such Uiey appeared to him, of Magdalen, 
his relative. Still, a strong reluctance to re-enter a service from 
which ho had been dismissed with contempt, almost counter- 
balanced these considerations. 

Sir Halbert looked on the youth with surprise, and resumed — 
" You seem to hesitate, young man. Are your own prospects so 
inviting, tliat you should pause ere you accept those wliich 1 offer 
to you I or, must 1 remind you that, although you have offended 
your beuefactress, even to the point of her dismissing you, yet I 
am convinced, the knowledge that you have gone unguided on 
your own wild way, into a world so disturbed as ours of Scotland, 
cannot, in the upshot, but give her sorrow and pain ; from which 
it is, in gratitude, your duty to preserve her, no less than it is in 
common wisdom your duty to accept my offered protection, for 
your own sake, where body and soul are alike endangered, should 
you refuse it.” 

Roland Greeme replied in a respectful tone, but at the same 
time with some spirit, T am not ungrateful for such countenance 
as has been afforded me by the Lord of Avcnel, and 1 am glad to 
learn, for the fa’s! time, that I have not had the misfortune to be 
utterly beneath his observation, as 1 had tliought — And it is 
only needful to shew me how I can testify my 'duty and my 
^p:atitude towards my early and constant benefactress with my 
hfe’s hazard, and I will gladly peril it.” He stopped. 

These are but words, young man,” answered Glendinning, 
^ large protestations are often used to supply the place of effectual 
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service. I know nothing in which the peril of your life can serve 
the Lady of Aveiiel ; I can only say, she will bo pleased to learn 
you have adopted some course wliieh may ensure the safety of 
your person, and the weal of your soul — What ails you, that 
you accept not th/it safety when it is offered you !’* 

My only relative who is alive,’* answered Roland, at least 
the only relative whom I have ever seen, has rejoined mo since 
1 was dismissed from the Castle of Avenel, and I must consult 
witli her whctlier I can adopt Iho line to which you now call me, 
or whether her increasing infirmities, or the authority which sho 
is entitled to exercise over me, may not require me to abide with 
her.’* 

Where is this relation ?” said Sir Halbert Glcndiniiing. 

** Jn this house,” answered the page. 

“ Co, tlieii, and seek her out,” said the Knight of Avenel ; 
more than meet it is that tlioii shouldst have her approbation, 
yet w’orsc than hjolish wwld she sin w hei’self in denying it.” 

Roland left the ai^artinent to seek for his grandmother ; and, 
as he retreated, the Abbot entered. 

The two brothers met as brothers who loved each other fondly^ 
yet meet rarely together. Such indeed was the case. Their mu- 
tual aflection attiu^licd them to each other ; but in (‘very pursuit 
habit, or sentiment, connected with the discords of the times, the 
friend and counsellor of Murray stood oppcjsed to the Roman 
Catholic priest ; nor, indeed, could they have held very much 
society together, without giving cause of offence and suspicion to 
their confederates on each si(ie. After a close embrace on the 
part of both, and a welcome on that of the Abbot, Sir Halbert 
Clendinning expressed his satisfaction that he had come in 
time to appease the riot raised by Howlcglas and his tumultuous 
folio wijrs. 

And yet,” he said, ‘‘ wlion I look on your garments, brother 
Edward, I cannot help thinking there still remains an Abbot of 
Unreason within tlie bounds of the Monastery.” 

And wherefore carp at my garments, brotlier Halbert ?” said 
the Abbot ; it is the spiritual annour of my calling, and, as such, 
beseems me as well as breastplate and baldric becomes your own 
bosom.” 

‘‘ Ay, but there were small wadoin, methinks, in putting on 
armour where we have no power to fight ; it is but a dangerous 
temerity to defy the foe whom we cannot resist.” 

‘‘ For that, my brotlier, no one can answer,” said the Abbot, 
" until the battle be fought ; and, wore it even as you say, me- 
thinks a brave man, though desperate of victory, would rather 
desire to fi|;ht and fall, than to resign sword and shield on some 
mean and dishonourable composition with his insulting antagonist. 
But, let not you and I make discord of a theme on which wo 
cannot agree, but rather stay and partake, though a heretic, of 
my admission feast. You need not fear, my brother, that your 
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zefti for restoring the primitive discipline of the church will, on 
tins occasion, be offen<led with tlie rich profusion of a conventual 
banquet. The days of our old friend Abbot Bonifaetj are over ; 
and the Superior of Saint Mary’s has neither foi*e8ts nor fishings, 
woods nor pastures, nor cornfiolds ; — neither docks nor herds, 
bucks nor wild-fowl — granaries of wheat, nor storehouses of oil 
and wine, of ale and of mead. The refcctioner’s office is ended ; 
and such a meal as a hermit in romance can offer to a wander- 
ing knight, is all we have to set before you. But, if you will 
sh^e it with us, we shall eat it with a cheerful heart, and thank 
you, my brother, for your timely protection against these rude 
scoffers.” 

" My dearest brother,” said the Knight, it grieves me deeply 
1 cannot abide with you ; but it would sound ill for us both wero 
one of the reformed congregation to sit dowii at your admission 
feast ; and, if I can ever have the satisfaction of affording you 
effectual protection, it will be much owing to my remaining un- 
suspected of countenancing or approving your religious rites and 
ceremonies. It will demand wlmtever consideration 1 can 
acquire among my own friends, to shelter the bold man, who, 
contrary to law and the edicts of pai'liameut, lias dared to take up 
tlie office of Abbot of Saint Mary’s.” 

** Trouble not yourself with the task, my brother,” replied 
Father Ambrosius. “ I would lay down my dearest blood to 
know that you defended the church for the church’s sake ; but, 
while you remain unhappily her enemy, I would not tiiat you 
endangered your own safety, or diminished your own comforts, 
for the sake of my individual protection. — But who comes 
hither to disturb the few minutes of fraternal communication 
which our evil fate allows us ?” 

The door of tho apartment opened as tlie Abbot spoke, and 
Dame Magdalen entered. 

“ Who is this woman I” said Sir Halbert Glendinning, some- 
what sternly, “ and what does she want ?” 

That you know me not,” said the matron, signifies little ; I 
come by your own order, to give my free consent that the 
stripling, Roland Grwjme, return to your service ; and, having 
said so, I cumber you no longer with my presence. Peace be 
with you !” She turned to go away, but was stopped by the 
inquiries of Sir Halbert Glendinning. 

Who arc you ! — - what are you ? — and why do you not 
await to make me answer 

“ I WM,” she replied, ‘‘ while yet I belonged to the world, a 
matron*of no vulgar name ; now, 1 am Magdalen, a poor pil- 
grimer, for the sake of Holy Kirk.” 

" Yea,” said Sir Halbert, ^ art thou a Catholic ] I thought my 
dame smd that Roland Gmcme came of reformed kin.” 

“ His father,” said the matron, “ was a heretic, or rather one 
who regarded neither orthodoxy nor heresy — neither the temple 
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of the church or of antichrist. 1, too, for the sins of tlie times 
make sinners, have seemed to conform to your unhallowed rites 
— but I had my dispensation and my absolution.” 

“ You see, brother,” said Sir Uaibert, witli a smile of meaning 
towards his brotlier, ‘‘ that w'o accuse you not altogether Avitliout 
grounds of mental equivocation.” 

“ My brother, you do us injustice,” replied the Abbot ; “ this 
w'oman, as her bearing may of itself warrant you, is not in her 
perfect mind. Thanks, I must needs say, to tlie persecution of 
your marauding barons, and of your latitudinarian clergy.” 

" I will not dispute the point,” said Sir Halbert ; “ the evils of 
the time :a'e unhappily so numerous, that both churches may 
divide them, and have enow to spare.” So saying, he leaned 
from the window of the apartment, and winded his bugle. 

“ Why do you sound your horn, my brother ?” said tlie Abbot ; 
“ we have spent but few minutes together.” 

“ Alas !” said the elder brother, “ and even these few have 
been sullied by disfigreement. I sound to boi*se, my brother — 
the rather that, to avert the consequences of this day’s rashness 
on your part, recpiircs hasty efforts on mine. — Dame, you will 
oblige me by letting your young relative know that we moimt 
instantly. T intend not tliat he shall return to Avenel with me 
• — it would lead to new quarrels betwixt him and my household ; 
at least to taunts which his proud heart could ill brook, and my 
wish is to do him kindness. He shall, tlierefore, go forward to 
Edinburgh with one of my retinue, whom I shall send back to 
say what has chanced here. — You seem rejoiced at this?” he 
added, fixing his eyes keenly on Magdalen Graeme, who returned 
his gaze with calm in difference. 

“ 1 would rather,” she said, ‘‘ tliat Roland, a poor and friend- 
less orphan, were the jest of tlie world at large, than of the 
menials at Avenel.” 

‘‘ Fear not, dame — he shall be scorned by neither,” answered 
the Knight. 

“ It may he,” she replied — “ It may well be — but I will trust 
more to his ow'ii bearing than to your countenance.” She left 
the room as she spoke. 

The Knight looked after her as she departed, but turned 
instantly to his brother, and expressing, in tlie most affectionate 
terms, *his wishes for his welfai*o and happiness, craved his leave 
to depart. “ My knaves,” he said, “ are too busy at tlie ale-stand, 
to leave their revelry for the empty breath of a bugle horn.” 

‘‘You have freed them from higher restraint. Halbert,” 
answered the Abbot, “ and therein taught them to rebel against 
your own.” 

“ Fear not that, Edward,” exclaimed Halbert, who never gave 
his brother his monastic name of Ambrosius ; “ nono obey the 
command of real duty so well as those who ai^e free from the 
observance of slavish "bondage.” 
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Ho was turning to depart, when the Abbot said, — “Lotus 
not yet part, my brother — here comes some light refreshment. 
Leave not tlie house which 1 must now call mine, till force expel 
me from it, until you have at least broken bread with me.” 

The poor lay brother, the same who acted as porter, now 
entered the apartment, bearing some simple refreshment, and a 
flask of wine. “ He had fotmd it,” he said with officious humi- 
lity, “ by rummaging through every nook of the cellar.” 

The Knight filled a small silver cup, and, quailing it off*, asked 
his brother to pledge him, observing, the wine was Bachamc, of 
the first vintage, and great age. 

“ Ay,” said the poor lay brother, “ it came out of the nook 
which old Brother Nicholas, (may his soul be happy !) w’as wont 
to call Abbot Ingelmm’s corner; and Abbot Ingelram was bred 
at the Convent of Wurtzburg, which 1 understand to bo near 
where tliat choice wine grows.” 

“ True, my reverend sir,” said Sir Halbert ; “ and therefore 1 
entreat my brother and you to pledge me in a cup of this ortho- 
dox vintage.” 

The thin old porter looked w'ith a wishful glance towards tlio 
Abbot. “ Do •veniamy^ said liis Superior ; and the old man 
seized, with a trernhling hand, a beverage to which he had been 
long unaccustomed, drained the cup with protracted delight, as 
if dwelling on the flavour and perfume, and sot it down with a 
melancholy smile and shake of the head, as if bidding adieu in 
future to such delicious potations. The brothers smiled. But 
when Sir Halbert motioned to the Abbot to take up his cup and 
do him reason, tlie Abbot, in turn, shook his head, and replied— 
“ This is no day for the Abbot of Saint Mary’s to cat the fat and 
drink the sweet. In water from our Lady’s well,” he added, 
filling a cup with the liii'pid element, “ I wish you, my brother, 
all happiness, and, above all, a true sight of your spiritual errors.” 

“ And to you, my beloved Edward,” replied Glendinning, “ I 
wisli the free exercise of your own free reason, and the discharge 
of more important duties than are connected with the idle name 
which you have so rashly assumed.’^ 

The brothers parted with deep regret ; and yet, each confident 
in his opinion, felt somewhat relieved by the absence of one w hom 
he respected so much, and with whom he could agree so little. 

Soon afterwards the sound of the Knight of Avencl’s trumpets 
was heard, and the Abbot went to the top of the tower, from 
whose dismantled battlements ho could soon see the horsemen 
ascending the rising ground in the direction of the drawbridge. 
As he gazed, Magdalen Grseme came to his side. 

Thou art come,” he said, “ to catch the last glimpse of tliy 
mndaon, my sister. Yonder he wends, under the charge of the 
best knight in Scotland, his faith ever excepted.” 

“ Thou canst bear witness, my father, that it was no wish either 
of mine or of lloland's,” replied the matron, “ which induced the 
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Knight of Avenol, as he is called, again to entertain my grandson 
in his household — Heaven, which confounds the wise with their 
own wisdom, and the wicked with their own policy, hath placed 
him where, for the service of the Church, I would most wish him 
to 

‘‘ I know not what you mean, my sister,” said the Abbot. 

“ Reverend father,” replied Magdalen, “ hast thou never heard 
that there are spirits powerful to rend the walls of a castle asunder 
when once admitted, which yet cannot enter the house unless they 
are invited, nay, dragged over the tliresliold ?* Twice hath 
Roland Grajme been tlius drawn into the household of A vend by 
lliose who now hold the title. Let them look to tlie issue.” 

So saying she left the turret ; and the Abbot, after pausing a 
iiioment on her words, which he imputed to the unsettled state of 
her mind, followed down the winding stair to celebrate his admis- 
sion to his high ottice by fast and prayer instead of revelling and 
tlianlvsgiving. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Youth ! thou wear’ht to manhood now. 

Barker hp and darker brow, 

Stateiior step, more ponwve mien, 

In thy face and gait are seen : 

Thou must now brook midnight watches, 

Take thy food and Mport by snatches ; 

For the gambol and the jest. 

Thou wert wont to love the best, 
riruvor follies must thou follow, 

But as senseless, false, and hollow. 

UfSt a Poem. 

Young Roland Grmme now trotted gaily forward in the train 
of Sir Halbert Gleudinning. He was relieved from his most 
galling apprehension, — the encounter of the scorn and taunt 
which might possibly hail his immediate return to the Castle of 
A vend. “ There will bo a change ere they see me again,” he 
thought to himself ; “ I shall wear the coat of plate, instead of 
the green jerkin, and the steel morion for the bonnet and feather. 
They will be bold that may venture to break a gibe on the man- 
at-arms for the follies of the page ; and I trust, that ere we 
return 1 shall have done something more worthy of note than 
hallooing a hound after a deer, or scrambling a crag for a kite’s 
nest.” Ho could not, indeed, help marvelling that his grand- 
mother, with all her religious prejudices, leaning, it would seem, 
to the other side, had couseiited so readily to his re-entering the 
service of the House of Avenel ; and yet more, at the mysterious 
joy witli which she took leave of him at the Abbey. 

“ Heaven,” said the dame, as she kissed her young relation, 
and bade him farewell, “ works its own work, even by the han^ 
♦ See Note I. Inability qf Evil Spirits to enter a Uouse Uninvited. 
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of those of oui' enemies who think themselves the strongest and 
the wisest. Thou, my child, be ready to act upon the call of thy 
religion and country ; and remember, each eartlily bond wliicli 
thou const form is, compared to the ties which bind thee to them, 
like the loose flax to the twisted cable. Thou hast not forgot the 
face or fonn of the damsel Catherine Seyton V* 

Roland would have replied in tho negative, but the word 
seemed to stick in his throat, and Magdalen continued her ex- 
hortations. 

“ Thou must not forget her, my son ; and here I intrust thee 
with a token, which T trust thou wilt speedily find an opportunity 
of delivering with caro and secrecy into her own hand.” 

She put hero into Roland’s hand a very small packet, of which 
she again enjoined him to take tho strictest care, and to sufler it 
to be seen by no one save Catherine Seyton, who, she again 
(very iinneoossarily) reminded him, was tho young maiden he 
had met on tlie preceding day. She then bestowed on him her 
solemn benediction, and bade God speed him. 

There was something in her manner and her conduct which 
implied mystery ; but Roland Grjteme was not of an ago of 
temper to waste much time in endeavouring to decipher lior 
meaning. All that was obvious to his perception iu the present 
journey, promised pleasure and novelty. He rejoiced that he 
was travelling towards E<linlnirgh, in order to assume tho cha- 
racter of a man, and lay aside that of a boy. He was delighted 
to think that he would have an opportunity of rejoining Cathe- 
rine Seyton, whose bright eyes and lively manners had made 
so favourable an impression on his imagination ; and, as an 
inexperienced, yet high-spirited youth, entering for the fii*st time 
upon active life, his heart bou'ided at tho thought, that he was 
about* to see all those scenes of courtly splendour and warlike 
adventures, of wliich the followers of Sir Halbert used to boast 
on their occasional visits to Aveuel, to the wonderment and eiivj- 
of those who, like Roland, know courts and camps only by hear- 
say, and were condemned to tlie solitary sports and almost 
monastic seclusion of Avencl, surrounded by its lonely lake, and 
embosomed among its pathless mountains. “ They shall mention 
my name,” he said to^imself, if tlie risk of my life can purchase 
mo opportunities of mstinction, and Catherine Seyton ’s saucy 
eyp shidl rest with more respect on the distinguished soldier, tlian 
that with which she laughed to scorn the raw and inexperienced 
page,” — There was wanting hut one accessary to complete the 
sense of rapturous excitation, and he possessed it by being once 
more mounted on the back of a fiery and active horse, instead of 
plodding along on foot, as had been tho case during the preced- 
ing days. 

Impelled by the liveliness of his own spirits, which so many 
circumstances tended naturally to exalt, Roland Greeme’s voice 
and his laughter were soon distinguished amid the trampling 
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of the horses of the retinue, and more than once attracted the 
attention of their leader, wlio remarked with satisfaction, that the 
youth replied witli good-humoured raillery to such of the train as 
jested whh him on his dismissal and return to the service of the 
House of Avcnel. 

“ 1 tliought the holly-branch in your bonnet liad been blighted, 
Master Roland 1” said one of the men-at-arms. 

“ Only pinched with half an hour’s frost ; you see it flourishes 
as green as ever.” 

“It is too grave a plant to flourish on so hot a soil as that 
headpiece of thine, Master Roland Grajmo,” retorted the other, 
who was Ml old equerry of Sir Halbert Glendinning. 

“ If it i^ill not flourish alone,” said Roland, “ I will mix it wdth 
the laurel and tlie myrtle — and I will caiTv them so ne4a* the 
sky, that it shall make amends for their stinted growth.” 

Thus speaking, he dashed his spui’s into his horse’s sides, and, 
checking him at the same time, compelled him to execute a lofty 
caracole. Sir Halbert Glendinning looked at the demeanour of 
his new attendant with that sort of melancholy pleasure with 
w'hich those who h.'vvo long followed the pursuits of life, and arc 
sensible of their vanity, regard the gay, young, and buoyant 
spirits to whom existence, as yet, is only hope and promise. 

In the meanwhile, Adam Woodcock, the falconer, stripped of 
his masquiiig habit, and attired, according to his rank and calling, 
in a green jerkin, with a hawking-bag on the one side, and a short 
hanger on the other, a glove on his left hand which reached half 
way up his arm, and a bonnet and feather upon his head, came 
after the party as fast as his active little galloway-iiag could trot, 
and immediately entered into parley with Roland Gr;nme. 

“ So, my youngster, you are onco more under sliadow of the 
holly-braneh 1” 

“ And in case to repay yon, my good friend,” answered Roland, 
“ your ten groats of silver.” 

“ Which, but an hour since,” said the falconer, “ you had 
nearly paid mo with ten inches of steel. On my faitli, it is written 
in the book of our destiny, diat 1 must brook your dagger, 
after all.” 

“ Nay, speak not of tliat, my good friend,” said the youtli, “ 1 
would rather have broaclied my own bosom than yours ; but who 
could have known you in the mumming dress you wore ^ 

“ Yes,” the falconer resumed, — for both as a poet and actor 
he had his own professional share of self-conceit, — “I think I 
was as good a Ilowleglos as ever played part at a Shrovetide 
revelry, and not a much worse Abbot of Unreason. I defy the 
Old Enemy to unmask me when 1 choose to keep my vizard on. 
What the devil brought the Knight on us before we had the game 
out ? You would have heard me hollo ray own new ballad with 
a voice should have reached to Berwick. But I pray you. Master 
Roland, be less free of cold steel on slight occasions ; since, but 
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far the stuffing of my reverend doublet^ J had only left the kirk 
to take iny place in the kirkyard.” 

“ Nay, sparo me that feud,” said Roland Graeme, “ we shall 
have no time to fight it out ; for, by our lord’s command, I am 
bound for Edinburgh.” 

“ I know it,” said Adam Woodcock, “ and even therefore we 
shall have time to solder up this rent by the way, for Sir Halbert 
has appointed me your companion and guide.” 

“ Ay I and with what purpose V* said the page. 

** That,” said the falconer, “ is a question 1 cannot answer; but 
I know, that be tlio food of the eyases washed or unwashed, 
and, indeed, whatever becomes of perch and mew, I am to go with 
you to Edinburgh, and see you safely delivered to the Regent at 
Holyrood.” 

“ How, to the Regent ?” said Roland, in surprise. 

Ay, by my faith, to the Regent,” replied Woodcock ; “ I 
promise yt>u, that if you are not to enter liis service, at least you 
are to wait upon him in the character of a retainer of our Knight 
of Avenel.” 

“ I know no right,” said the youth, “ which the Knight of 
Avenel hath to transfer my service, supposing tliat I owe it to 
himself.” 

“ Hush, hush I” said the falconer ; that is a question 1 advise 
no one to stir in until he has tlie mountain or the lake, or tlie 
march of another kingdom, which is better than either, betwixt 
him and his feudal superior.” 

“ But Sir Halbert Glendinning,” said tlie youth, “ is not my 
feudal superior ; nor lias he augli,t of authority ” 

“ I pray you, my son, to rciu your tongue,” answered Adam 
Woodcock; “my lord’s displeasure, if you provoke it, will be 
worse to appease than my lady’s. The touch of his least finger 
were heavier than her hardest blow. And, by my faith, he is a 
man of steel, as true and as pure, but as hard and as pitiless. 
You remember the Cock of i?apperlaw, whom he hanged over his 
gate for a mere mistake —a poor yoke of oxen taken in Scotland, 
when he thought he was taking them in English land ? 1 loved 
tlic Cock of Capperiaw ; the Kerrs had not an honestor man in 
tlioir clan, and they have had men tliat might have been a pattern 
to the Border — men tliat would not have lifted under twenty 
coiys at once, and would have held themselves dishonoured if they 
had taken a drift of sheep, or the like, but always managed their 
raids in full credit and houom*. — But see, his worship halts, and 
we are close by the bridge. Ride up — ride up — we must liave 
his last instructions.” 

It was as Adam Woodcock said. Tn the hollow way descending 
towards the bridge, which was still in tlie guardianship of Peter 
Bridgeward, as he was called, though ho was now very old, Sir 
Halbert Glendinning lialted his retinue, and beckoned to Wood" 
cock and Grmme to advanco to Uie head of the train. 
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" Woodcock,” said he, “ thou knowcst to whom thou art to con- 
duct this youtli. And thou, young man, obey discreetly and with 
diligence the orders that shall be given thee. Curb thy vain and 
peevish temper. Bo just, ti*ue, and faithful ; and tliere is in thee 
that which may raise thee many a degree above thy present 
station. Neither shalt thou — always supposing thine efforts 
to be fair and honest — want the protection and countenance of 
Avenel.” 

Leaving them in front of the bridge, tlio centre tower of which 
now began to cast a prolonged shado upon the river, the Knight 
of Avenel turned to the left, without crossing tlie river, and pur- 
sued his way towards the chain of hills within whoso recesses are 
situated the Lake and Castle of Avenel. There romaiued behind, 
the falconer, Roland Grteme, and a domestic of the Knight, of 
inferior rank, who was loft with them to look after their hitrses 
while on the road, to carry their baggage, and to attend to their 
convenience. 

So soon as the more numerous body of riders had turned off to 
pursue their journey westward, those whoso route lay across the 
liver, and was directed towards the north, summoned the Bridge- 
ward, and demanded a free passage. 

“ I will not lower the bridge,” answered Peter, in a voice 
querulous with age and Ul-humour. — "Come Papist, come Pro- 
testant, yo are all the same. The Papist threatened us witli Pur- 
gatory, and fleeched us with pardons — the Protestant mints at 
us with his sword, and cuittles us with the liberty of conscience ; 
but never a one of either says, ‘ Peter, there is your penny.^ I 
am well tired of all tliis, and for no man shall the bridge fall that 
pays me not ready money; and I would have you know I care as 
little for Geneva as for Rome — as little for homilies as for 
pardons; and the silver pennies are tlio only passports I will 
liear of.” 

" Here is a proper old chuff!” said Woodcock to his companion ; 
tlien raising his voice, he exclaimed, " Hark thee, dog — Bridge- 
ward, villain, dost thou think we have refused thy namesake 
Peter’s pence to Rome, to pay thine* at the Bridge of Kenna- 
quhair ? Let thy bridge down instantly to the followers of the 
house of Avenel, or by the hand of my father, and that handled 
many a bridle I’ciii, for he was a bluff Yorkshireman — I say, by 
my father’s hand, our Knight will blow tliee out of thy solan- 
goose’s nest there in the middle of the water, with the light 
falconet which we are bringing southward from Edinburgh to- 
morrow.” 

The Bridgeward hoard, and muttered, " A plague on falcon and 
falconet, on cannon and dcmicannon, and all the barking buU-dogs 
whom they halloo against stone and lime in these our days 1 It 
was a men*y time when there was little besides handy blows, and 
it may be a flight of arrows that harmed an ashler wall as little 
as so many hailstones. But we must jouk and let the jaw gang 
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by.” Comforting himself in his state of diminished consequence 
with this pithy old proverb, Peter Bridgeward lowered the draw- 
bridge, and permitted them to p^ over. At the sight of his 
white hair, albeit it discovered a vis^e equally peevish through 
age and misfortune, Roland was inclined to give him an alms, but 
Adam Woodcock prevented him. E ’cn let him pay tlie penalty 
of his former churlishness and greed,” he said ; the w^olf, when 
he has lost his teeth, should be treated no better than a cur.” 

Leaving the Bridgeward to lament the alteration of times, which 
sent domineering soldiers and feudal retainers to his place of 
passage, instead of peaceful pilgrims, and reduced him to become 
the oppressed, instead of playing the extortioner, the travellers 
turned them northward ; and Adam Woodcock, well acquainted 
with that part of the country, proposed to cut short a considerable 
portion of the road, by traversing the little vale of Glendcarg, so 
famous for the adventures which befell therein during the earlier 
part of the Benedictine’s manuscript. With these, and with the 
thousand commentaries, representations, and misrepresentations, 
to which they liad given rise, Roland Graeme was, of course, well 
acquainted ; for in the Castle of Avenel, as well as in other great 
establishments, the inmates talked of nothing so often, or with 
such pleasure, as of the private affairs of their lord and lady. 
But while Roland was viewing with interest those haunted scenes, 
in which things were said to have passed beyond the ordinary 
laws of nature, Adam Woodcock was still regretting in his secret 
soul the unfinished revel and the unsung ballad, and kept every 
now and then breaking out with some such verses as these : — 

“ Tho Friars of Fail drank berry nrown ale. 

The best that e’er was taste'* ; 

The Monks of Melrose made gude kale 
On Fridays, when they fasted. 

8junt Monance’ sister. 

The ffray pn -‘St kist ber — 

Fiend save tho company I 
Bing hay trix, triin-gu-trix, 

Ubder the greenwood tree.” 

“By my baud, friend •Woodcock,” said the page, “though I 
know you for a hardy gospeller, that fear neither saint nor devil, 
yet, if I were you, I wouhl not sing your profane songs in this 
valley of Glcndearg, considering wliat has happened here before 
our time,” 

“ A straw for your wandering spirits !” said Adam Woodcock; 
“ I mind them no more than an earn cares for a string of wild- 
geese — they liavo all fled since tho pulpits were filled with honest 
men, and the people’s ears with sound doctrine. Nay, 1 have a 
touch at them in my baUad, an I had but had the good luck to 
have it sung to end;” and again he set off in tho same key ; 

From haunted spring and grtkssy ring, 

Troop gobliii, elf, and fairy i 

And the kelpie must flit from the black bog-pit, 

And the brownie must not tarry ; 
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To Liinbo-lakc. 

Tliclr way they take, 

With scarce the pitli to flee. 

Sing hay true, trim-go- trix, 

Under the greenwood tree. 

1 think,” he added, “that could Sir Halbert's patience have 
stretched till we came tliat length, ho would have had a hearty 
laugh, and that is what he seldom enjoys.” 

“ If it be all true that men tell of his early life,” said Roland, 
“ he has less right to laugh at goblins than most men.” 

“ Ay, if\t be all true,” answered Adam Woodcock; “but who 
can ensure us of that \ Moreover, tliese were but tales the monks 
used to gull us simple laymen withal; they knew that fairies and 
hobgoblins brought avea and paternosters into repute; but, now 
we have given up worship of images in wood and stone, methinks 
it were no time to be afraid of bubbles in tlie water, or shadows 
ill the air.” 

“ However,” said Roland Grsenie, “ as the Catholics say tlicy 
do not worship wood or stone, but only as emblems of the holy 
saints, and not as things holy in themselves ” 

“ Pshaw ! pshaw !” answered the falconer ; “ a rush for tlieir 
prating. They told us another story when these baptized idols of 
theii's brought pikc-stavcs and sandalled shoon from all the four 
winds, and whillied the old women out of their corn and their 
candle ends, and their butter, bacon, wool, and cheese, and when 
not so much as a gray groat escaped tithing.” 

Roland Grmme had been long taught, by uecessity, to consider 
his form of religion as a profound secret, and to say notliing 
whatever in its defence when assailed, lest ho should draw on 
himself the suspicion of belonging to the unpopular and exploded 
chm*ch. He tlierefore suffered Adam Woodcock to triumph 
without farther opposition, marvelling in his own mind whether 
any of the goblins, formerly such active agents, would avenge his 
rude raillery before they left the valley of Glcndcarg. But no 
such conse(j|uences followed. They passed the night quietly in a 
cottage in the glen, and the next day resumed their route to 
Edinburgh, • 


CHAPTER XVII, 

Edina f Beotia’s darling seat, 

All hall thy palaces and towers, 

Where once, beneath a Inonarch’s feet, 

Sate legislation's sovereign powers. 

Burns. 

“This, then, is Edinburgh?” said the youth, as the fellow- 
travellers arrived at one ot the heights to the southward, whicli 
commanded a view of the great northern capital — “ Tliis is that 
Edinburgh of which we have heard so much 1” 
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"Even 80,” said the falconer; “yonder stands Auld Reekie — 
you may see the smoke hover over her at twenty miles’ distance, 
as the goss-hawk hangs over a plump of young wild-ducks — ay, 
yonder is the heart of Scotland, and each throb that she gives is 
felt from the edge of Solway to Duncan’s-bay-hoad. See, yonder 
is the old Castle; and see to the right, on yon rising ground, that 
is the Castle of Craigmillar, which I have known a merry place 
in my time.” 

“Was it not there,” said the page in a low voice, “ tlmt the 
Queen held her court ?” 

“ Ay, ay,” replied the falconer, “ Queen she was then, though 
you must not call her so now. Well, they may say what they 
will — many a true heart will be sad for Mary Stewart, e’en if 
all be true men say of her ; for look yon, Master Roland — she 
was the loveliest creature to look upon that T ever saw with eye, 
and no lady in the land liked better the fair flight of a falcon. I 
was at the great match on Roslin-moor betwixt Bothwell — he 
was a black sight to her that Botliwell — and the Baron of Roslin, 
who could judge a hawk’s flight as well as any man in Scotland — 
a butt of Rhenish and a ring of gold was the wager, and it was 
flown as fairly for as ever was red gold and bright wine. And to 
see her there on her white palfrey, that flew as if it scorned to 
touch more than tlie heather blossom; and to hear her voice, as 
clear and sweet as the mavis’s whistle, mix among our jolly 
whooping and whistling; and to mark all iho nobles dashing 
round her; happiest ho who got a word or a look — tearing 
through moss and hagg, and venturing neck and limb to gain the 
praise of a bold rider, and the blink of a bonny Queen’s bright eye ! 
— she will see little hawking where she lies now — ay, ay, pomp 
and pleasure pass away as speedily as the wap of a falcon’s wing.” 

“ And where is this poor Queen now confined I” said Roland 
Graeme, interested in the fate of a woman, whose beauty and 
grace had made so strong an impression even on the blunt and 
cai*elcs3 character of Adam Woodcock. 

“ Where is sho now imprisoned 1” said honest Adam ; “ why, 
in some castle in the nofth, they say — I know not where, for my 
part, nor is it worth while to vex one’s self anent what cannot 
mended — An she had guided her power well whilst she had it, 
slie had not come to so evil a pass. Men say she must resign her 
crown to this little baby of a prince, for that they will trust her 
with it no longer. Our master has been as busy as his neighbours 
in ail this work. If the Queen should come to her own again, 
Avenel Castle is like to smoke for it, unless he makes liis bai'gaiu 
all the better.” 

“ In a castle in the north Queen Mary is confined V* said the 
page. 

“ Why, ay — they say so, at least — In a castle beyond that 
great river which comes down yonder, and looks like a river, but 
it is a branch of the sea, and as hitter as brine.” 
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‘‘ And amonp:st ail her subjecte,” said the page, 'with some 
emotion, is there none tliat will adventure auy tiling for luii* 
relief ?” 

“ That is a kittle question,” said tlie falconer ; and if you ask 
it often, Master Ihjlaud, 1 am fain to tell you that you will be 
mewed up yourself in some of those castles, if they do not prefer 
twisting your head ofl', to save farther ti'ouble with you — Adven- 
ture any thing ? Lord, why, Murray has the wind in his poop 
now, man, and flies so high and strong, that the devil a wing of 
them can match him — No, no ; there she is, and there she must 
lie, till Heaven send her deliverance, or till her son has the 
management of all — But Murray will never let her loose again, 
he knows her too well. — And hark thee, we are now bound for 
Ilolyrood, where thou wilt find plenty of news and of courtici’s to 
tell it — But, take my counsel, and keep a calm sough, as the 
Scots say — hear every man’s counsel, and keep your own. And 
if you hap to learn any news you like, leap not up as if you were 
to put on armour direct in the cause — Our old Mr Wingate says 
— and ho knows court-cattle well — that if you are told old King 
Coul is come alive again, you should turn it off' with, * And is he, 
in truth i — I htiard not of it,’ and should seem no more moved, 
than if one told you, by way of novelty, that old King Coul was 
dead and buried. Wherefore, look well to your bearing, Master 
Kolaiid, for, X promise you, you come among a generation that 
arc keen as a hungry hawk — And never be dagger out of sheath 
at every wry word you hear spoken ; for you will find as hot 
blades as yourself, and then will be letting of blood without advice 
either of leech or almanack.” 

“ You shall see how staid I will be, and how cautious, my 
good friend,” said Grocme ; “ hut, blessed Lady, what goodly 
liouse is that which is lying all in ruins so close to the city ? Have 
they been playing at tlic Abbot of Um^eason here, and ended the 
gambol by buiming the church ?” 

“ There again now,” replied his companion, “ you go down the 
wind like a wild haggard, that minds neither lure nor beck — that 
is a question you should have asked in as low a tone as I sliall 
answer it.” 

“ If I stay here long,” said lloland Gneme, “ it is like I 
shall lose the natural use of my voice — but what are tlio ruins 
then ?” 

The Kirk of Field,” said the falconer, in a low and impressive 
whisper, laying at the same time his finger on his lip ; “ ask no 
more about it — somebody got foul play, and somebody got the 
blame of it ; and the game began there winch pcrliaps may not 
be played out in our time. — Poor Henry Darnley ! to be an ass, 
he understood somewhat of a hawk ; but they sent liim on the 
wing tlirough the air himself one bright moonlight night.” 

The memory cf this catastrophe was so recent, that the page 
averted bis eyes with horror from the scatlied ruins in which it 
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had taken place ; and the accusations against the Queen, to which 
it had given rise, came over his mind with such strength as to 
balance the compassion he had begun to entertain for her present 
forlorn situation. 

It was, indeed, with that agitating state of mind which arises 
partly from lioiror, but more fi’om anxious interest and curiosity, 
that young Grsemo found himself actually traversing the scene of 
those tremendous events, the report of which had disturbed the 
most distant solitudes in Scotland, like the echoes of distant 
thunder rolling among the mountains. 

" Now,” he thought, now or never shall I become a man, and 
hear my part in those deeds which the simple inhabitants of our 
hamlets repeat to each other as if they were wrought by beings 
of a superior order to their own. 1 will know now, wherefore tlie 
Knight of Avenel carries his crest so much above those of the 
neighbouring baronage, and how it is that men, by valoui* and 
wisdom, work their way from the hoddin-gray coat to the cloak 
of scarlet and gold. Men say 1 have not much wisdom to recom- 
mend me ; and if that be true, courage must do it ; for I will be 
a man amongst living men, or a dead corpse amongst the 
dead.” 

From these dreams of ambition he turaed his thoughts to those 
of pleasure, and began to form many conjectures, when and where 
ho should see Catherine Seyton, and in what manner their 
acquaintiince was to be renewed. With such conjectures he was 
amusing himself, when he found that they luid entered the city, 
and all other feelings were suspended in the sensation of giddy 
astonishment with which an inhabitant of the country is affected, 
when, for the first time, he finds liimsolf in the streets of a large 
and populous city, a unit in tlie midst of thousands. 

The principal street of Edinburgh was then, as now, one of the 
most spacious in Europe. The extreme height of the houses, and 
the variety of Gothic gables and battlements, and balconies, by 
which the sky-line on each side was crowned and tciminated, 
together witli the widtli of tlie street itself, might have struck 
with surprise a more practised eye than that of young Graeme. 
The population, close packed within the w alls of the city, and at 
this time increased by tlie number of tlie lords of the King’s 
party who had thronged to Edinburgh to wait upon the Regent 
Murray, absolutely swarmed like bees on the wide and stately 
street. Instead of the shop-windows, which are now calculated 
for the display of goods, the traders had their open booths pro- 
jecting on tlie street, in which, as in the fashion of tlie modern 
bazars, all was exposed which they bad upon sale. And though 
tlie commodities w^ere not of tlie richest kinds, yet Gneme thought 
he beheld the wealth of the whole world in the various bales of 
Flanders cloths, and the specimeas of tapestry ; and, at other 
places, the display of domestic utensils, and pieces of plate struck 
him witli wonder. The sight of cutlers’ booths, furnished with 
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nwords and poniards^ which w'ere manufactured in Scotland, and 
with pieces of defensive armour, imported from I'Tanders, added 
to his surprise ; and, at every step, he found so much to admire 
and to gaze upon, diat Adam AVoodcock had no little difficulty in 
prevailing on him to advance through such a scene of enchant- 
ment. 

Tlio sight of the crowds which filled the streets was equally a 
subject of wonder. Here a gay lady, in her muffler, or silken 
veil, traced her way delicately, a geiitlcnmn-usher making way 
for her, a page bearing up lier train, and a waiting gtjntlewomau 
carrying her Bible, thus intimating that her purpose was towards 
the church — There he might see a group of citizens bonding the 
same way, with their short Flemisli cloaks, wide trowsers, and 
high-caped doublets, a fashion U) which, as well as to their bonnet 
and feather, the Scots were long faithful. Then, agaiu, came the 
clergyman liirnself, in his black Geneva cloak and band, lending 
a grave and attentive ear to the discourse of several persons who 
accompanied him, and who were doubtless holding serious con- 
verse on the religious subject lie was about to treat of. Nor did 
there lack passengers of a different class and appoai*anco. 

At every turn, Roland Gi’seme might see a gallant ruffle along 
in the newer or Freiieh mode, his doublet slashed, and his points 
of the same colours with the lining, his long sword on one side, 
and his poniard on the other, behind him a body of stout serving- 
men, proportioned to his estate and quality, all of whom walked 
with die air of military retainers, and were armed witli sword and 
buckler, the latter being a small round shield, not unlike the 
Highland target, having a steel spike in the centre. Two of 
these parties, eacli headed by a person of importance, chanced to 
meet in the very centre of the .street, or, as it was called, the 
crown of the causeway,” a post of honour as tenaciously assorted 
in Scotland, as that of giving or hiking the wall used to be in the 
more southern part of the island. The two leaders being of 
equal rank, and, most probably, either animated by political dis- 
like, or by recolh'ction of some feudal enmity, marched close up 
to each other, without yielding an inch to the right or the left ; 
and neither shelving the least purpose of giving way, they stopjKid 
for an instant, and then drew their swords. Their followers 
imitated their example ; about a score of weapons at once flashed 
in the sun, and there was an immediate clatter of swords and 
bucklers, while the followers cm either side cried their master’s 
name ; tlie one shouting Help, a Leslie ! a Leslie !” while tlie 
others answered w ith shouts of “ Sc^yton 1 Seyton !” with the 
additional pimning slogan, “ Set on, set on — bear the knaves to 
the ground !” 

If the falconer found difficulty in getting the page to go for- 
ward before, it was now perfectly impossible. He reined up his 
horse, clapped his hands, and, delighted with the fray, cried and 
shouted as fast as any of those who were actually engaged in it. 
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The noise and cries thus arising on tho High-gate^ as it was 
called, drew into the quarrel two or three other parties of gentle- 
men and their servants, besides some single passengers, who, 
hearing a fray betwixt these two distinguished names, took pai’t 
in it, either for love or hatred. 

The combat became now very sharp, and although the sword - 
and-buckler men made more clatter and noise than they did real 
damage, yet several good cuts were dealt among tliein ; and 
those who wore rapiers, a more formidable w^eapon than the 
ordinary Scottish sword, gave and received dangerous woimds. 
Tw'o men were already stretched on the causeway, and the party 
of Scyton began to give ground, being much inferior in number 
to tho other, with which several of tlie citizens had united them- 
selves, when young llolaud Graeme, beholding their leader, a 
noble gentleman, fighting bravely, and hard pressed with num- 
bers, could withhold no longer. ‘‘ Adam Woodcock,” ho saitl, 
“ an you be a man, draw, and let us take part with the Seytoii.” 
And, without waiting a reply, or listening to the falconer’s earnest 
eiiti'eaty, that he would leave alone a strife in whicli ho had no 
concern, the fiery youth sprung from his horse, drew his short 
sword, and shouting like the rest, “ A Seyton ! a Seyton ! Set 
on ! Set on !” thrust forward into tho throng, and struck down 
one of those who was pressing hardest upon the gentleman whose 
cause ho espoused. This sudden reinforcement gave spirit to 
the weaker party, who began to renew the combat with much 
alacrity, when four of the magistrates of tho city, distinguished 
by their velvet cloaks and gold chains, came up with a guard of 
halberdiers and citizens, armed with long weapons, and well 
accustomed to such service, thrust boldly forward, and compelled 
the swordsmen to separate, who immediately retreated in diffe- 
rent directions, leaving such of the wounded on both sides, as 
had been disabled in the fray, lying on the street. 

The falconer, who had k>een tearing his beard for anger at his 
comrade’s rashness, now rode up to him wth the horse which he 
had caught by the hi idle, and accosted him with Master Roland 
— master goose - - master madcap — will it please you to get on 
horse, and budge I or will you remain here to bo carried to 
prison, and made to answer for this pretty day’s work 1” 

The page, who had begun his retreat along with the Seytons, 
just as if he had been one of their natural allies, was by this 
unceremonious application made sensible that ho was acting a 
foolish part ; and, obeying Adam Woodcock, with some sense of 
shame, he sprung actively on horseback, and upsetting with the 
shoulder of the animal a city-officer, who was making towards 
him, he began to ride smartly down the street, along with liis 
companion, and was quickly out of the reach of the hue and ci*y. 
In fact, rencounters of the kind were so common in Edinburgh 
at that period, that tlie disturbance seldom excited much atten- 
tion after the affray was over, unless some person of consequence 
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chanced to have fallen, an incident which imposed on his friends 
the duty of avenging his death on the first convenient oppor- 
tunity. So feeble, indeed, was the arm of the police, that it was 
not unusual for such skirmishes “to last for hours, where the 
parties were numerous and well matched. But at this time the 
Regent, a man of great strength of character, awai*e of the mis- 
chief which usually arose from such acts of violence, had pre- 
vailed witli tl)e magistrates to keep ,a constant guard on foot, for 
preventing or separating such affrays as had happened in the 
pre.sent case. 

The falconer and his young companion were now riding down 
the Canongate, and had slackeiii^d their pace to avoid attracting 
attention, die rather that there seemed to be no appearance of 
pursuit. Roland hung his head as one who was conscious his 
conduct had been none of the wisest, whilst his compnnion thus 
addressed him : 

Will you bo pleased to tell me one thing, Master Roland 
(Iraeme, and tliat is, whether there be a devil incarnate in you 
or no V* 

** Truly, Master Adam Woodcock,” answered the page, “ 1 
would faiu hope there is not.” 

‘‘ Then,” said Adam, “ 1 would fain know by what other influ- 
ence or instigation you arc perpetually at one end or the other of 
some bloody brawl 1 What, I pray, had you to do with these 
Soy tons and Leslies, tliat you never heard the names of in your 
life before J” 

You are out there, my friend,” said Roland Grceme, I 
have my own reasons for being a friend to the Scytons.” 

They must have been very secret reasons Uien,” answered 
Adam Woodcock, “ for 1 think I could have wagi'ced, you had 
never known one of the name ; ami 1 am apt to believe still, 
that it was your unhallowed passion for that clashing of cold 
iron, which has as much ch?irm for you as the clatter of a brass 
pan hath for a hive of bees, rather than any care either for 
Seyton or for Leslie, that persuaded you to tlirust your fool’s 
head into a quarrel that no w^ays concerned you. But take this 
for a warning, my young master, that if you are to draw sword 
wth every man who draws sword on the High-gato here, it will 
be scarce worth your while to shcatho bilbo again for the rest of 
your life, since, if 1 guess rightly, it will scarce endure on such 
terms for many hours — all which I leave to your serious con- 
sideration.” 

** By ray word, Adam, I honour your advice ; and I promise 
you, tliat I wiU practise by it as faithfully as if I were sworn 
appi'entice to you, to the ti’ade and mystery of bearing myself 
with all wisdom and safety through tlio new paths of life that I 
am about to bo engaged in.” 

“ And therein you will do w’eU,” said the falconer; and T do not 
quarrel with you, Master Roland, for having a grain over much 
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splr^, because 1 know one may bring to the hand a wild hawk 
which one never can a dunghill hen — and so betwixt two faults 
you have the best on ’i. But besides your peculiar genius for 
quarreling and lugging out your side companion, my dear Master 
Roland, you have also the gift of peering under every woman’s 
muffler and screen, as if you expected to find on old acquaintance. 
Though were you to spy one, I should be as much surprised at 
it, well wotting how few you have seen of these same wild-fowl, 
as I was at your taking so deep an interest even now in the 
Seyton.” 

“ Tush, man ! nonsense and folly,” answered Roland Gr»ine, 

I but sought to see what eyes these gentle hawks have got under 
their hood.” 

“ Ay, but it’s a dangerous subject of inquiry,” said the falconer ; 
" you had better hold out your bare wrist for an eagle to perch 
upon. — Look you, Master Roland, these pretty wild-geese cannot 
be hawked at without risk — they have as many divings, boltings, 
and volleyings, as the most gamesome quarry that falcon e\er 
flew at — And besides, every woman of tlicrn is manned with her 
husband, or her kind friend, or her brother, or her cousin, or 
her sw'om servant at the least — But you heed me not, Master 
Roland, though I know the game so well — your eye is all on 
that pretty damsel who trips down the gate before us — by my 
certes, I will warrant her a blithe dancer either in reel or revel 
— a.jxiir of silver morisco bells would become tlicsc pretty 
ankles as well as the jesses would suit the fairest Norw’ay 
hawk.” 

Thou art a fool, Adam,” said the j)age, “ and I care not a 
button about the girl or her ankles — But, what the loiil fiend, 
one must look at something !” 

“ Very true. Master Roland Grieme,” said his guide, but let 
me pray you to choose your objects better. Look you, there is 
scarce a w'oman w'alks tills High-gate with a silk screc'u or a 
pearlin muffler, but, as I 8ai<l before, she has cither gentleman- 
usher before her, or kinsman, or lover, or husband, at her elbow, 
or it may be a brace of stout fellows wdth sword and buckler, not 
so far behind but what they can follow close — But you heed 
me no more tlian a goss-hawk minds a yellow yoldring.” 

“ 0 yes, 1 do — I do mind you indeed,” said Roland Grsome ; 

but hold my nag a hit — I will be with you in the exchange of 
a whistle ” So saying, and ere Adam Woodcock could finish the 
sermon which was dying on his tongue, Roland Grocme, to the 
falconer’s utter astonishment, threw him the bridle of his jennet, 
jumped off horseback, and pursued down one of the closes or 
narrow lanes, which, opening under a vault, terminate upon the 
main-street, tl»e very maiden to whom his friend had accused him 
of shew ing so much attention, and who had turned down the pass 
in question. 

Saint Mary, Saint Magdalen, Saint Benedict, Saint Barnabas!” 
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said the poor falconer, when he found himself thus suddenly 
brought to a pause in the midst of the Canongate, and saw his 
young charge stai't off like a madman in quest of a damsel whom 
he had never, as Adam supposed, seen in his life before, — “ Saint 
Satan and Saint Beelzebub — for this w'ould make one swear saint 
and devil — what can have come over the lad, with a wanion ! 
And what shall I do the whilst ! — he will have his throat cut, 
the poor lad, as sure as 1 was born at the foot of I-toscl^erry- 
Topping. Could 1 tind some one to hold the horses ! but they 
are sis sharp here iiorth-away as in canny Yorkshire herself, and 
quit bridle, quit titt, as wo say. An I could but see one of our 
folks now, *1 holly-sprig were worth a gold tassel ; or could I but 
see one of the Regent’s men — but to leave tlie horses to a 
stranger, that I cannot — and to leave the place wliila the lad is 
m jeopardy, that 1 wonot.” 

We must leave the falconer, however, in the midst of his 
distress, and follow tlic hot-headed youth wdio was the cause of 
his pcrjdexity. 

The latter part of Adam Woodcock’s sage remonstrance had 
been in a gi*cat moasuro lost upon Roland, for whose benefit it 
was intended ; because, in one of the female forms which tripped 
along the street, muftlcd in a veil of striped silk, like the women 
of Brussels at this day, his eye had discerned something which 
closely riiseinbled the ex<juisiUi shape and spirited bearing of 
Catherine Soy ton. — During all the grave advdee which the 
falconer was dinning in his cars, his eye continued intent upon so 
interesting an object of observation ; and at length, as the damsel, 
just about to dive under one of the arched passages which 
afforded an outlet to the Canongate from the houses beneath, (a 
passage, graced by a projecting shield of arms, supported by two 
huge foxes of stone,) had lifted her veil for the purpose perhaps 
of descrying wdio the horsommi was who for some time had eyed 
her so closely, young Roland saw, under the shade of the silken 
plaid, enough of the bright azure eyes, fair locks, and blithe 
features, to induce liim, like an inexperienced and rash madcap, 
whose wilful ways never had been traversed by contradiction, nor 
much subjected to consideration, to throw the bridle of his horse 
into Adam Woodcock’s hand, and leave him to play the waiting 
geutleman, while he dashed down the paved court after Catherine 
Seyton — all as aforesaid. 

Women’s wits are proverbially quick, but apparently those of 
Catherine suggested no better expedient than fairly to betake her- 
self to speed of foot, in hopes of baffling the page’s vivacity, by 
getting safely lodged before he could discover where. But a 
youth of eighteen, in pursuit of a mistress, is not so easily out- 
stripped. Catlierine fled across a paved court, decorated with 
large formal vases of stone, in which yews, cypresses, and other 
evergreens, vegetated in sombre sullenncss, and gave a corres- 
pondent degree of solemnity to the high and heavy building in 
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front of which they were placed as ornaments, aspiring towards a 
square portion of the blue hemisphere, corresponding exactly in 
oxtent to tlie quadrangle in which they were stationed, and all 
around which rose huge black walls, exhibiting windows in rows 
of five stories, with heavy architraves over each, bearing armo> 
rial and religious devices. 

Through tliis court Catherine Seyton flashed like a hunted doe, 
making the best use of those pretty legs which had attracted tlie 
commendation even of the reflective and cautious Adam Wood- 
cock. She liasteued towards a large door in the centre of the 
lower front of the court, pulled the bobbin till tho latch flew up, 
and ensconced herself in the ancient mansion. But, if she fled 
like a doe, Roland Graeme followed with tho speed and ardour of 
a youthful stag-hound, loosed for the first time on his prey. He 
kept her in view in spite of her efforts; for it is remarkable, 
what an advantage, in such a race, the gallant who desires to see, 
possesses over the maiden who wishes not to be seen — an advan- 
tage which 1 have known counterbalance a great start in point of 
distance. In short, he saw the waving of her screen, or veil, at 
one corner, heard the tap of her foot, light as that was, as it 
crossed the court, and caught a glimpse of her figure just as she 
entered the door of tho mansion. 

Roland Graeme, inconsiderate and headlong as we have described 
him, having no knowledge of real life but from the romances which 
ho had read, and not an idea of checking himself in the midst of 
any eager impulse ; possessed, besides, of much courage and 
readiness, nover hesitated for a moment to approach tlie door 
through which the object of his search bad disappeared. He, too, 
pulled the bobbin, and the latch, though heavy and massive, 
answered to the summons, and arose. I'he page entered with the 
same precipitation which had marked his whole proceeding, and 
found himself in a large giooray hall, or vestibule, dimly enlightened 
by latticed casements of painted glass, and rendered yet dimmer 
through the exclusion of tho sunbeams, owing to the height of the 
walls of those buildings by which the court-yard was enclosed. 
The walls of the hall were surrounded with suits of ancient and 
rusted armour, interchanged witli huge and massive stone scut- 
cheons, bearing double tressures, fleured and countcr-fleured, 
wheat-sheaves, coronets, and so forth, tilings to which Roland 
Greeme gave not a moment’s attention. 

In fact, he only deigned to observe the figure of Catlicrino 
Seyton, who, deeming herself safe in the hall, had stopped to take 
breath after her course, and was reposing herself fur a moment 
on a large oaken settle which stood at the upper end of the hall. 
The noise of Roland’s entrance at once disturbed her ; she started 
up with a faint scream of surprise, and escaped through one of 
the several folding-doors which opened into this apartment as a 
common centre. This door, which Roland Greeme instantly 
approached, opened on a large and well-lighted gallery, at the 
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upper end of which he could hear several voices, and the noise 
of hasty steps approaching towards the hall or vestibule. A little 
recaUed to sober thought by an appearance of serious danger, he 
was deliberating whether he should stand fast or retire, when 
Catherine Seyton re-entered from a side door, running towards 
him with as miicli speed as a few minutes since she had fled from 
him. 

“ Oh, what mischief brought you hither 1” she said ;“fly — fly, 
or you arc a dead man, — or stay — they come — flight is impos- 
sible — say you came to ask for Lord Seyton.’’ 

She sprung from him and disappeared through tho door by 
which she had made her second appearance ; and, at the same in- 
stant, a pair of large folding-doors at the upper end of the gallery 
flew open with vehemence, and six or seven young gentlemen, 
richly dressed, pressed forward into tho apartment, having, for 
the greater part, their swords drawn. 

Who is it,” said one, “ dare intrude on us in our oax u 
mansion ?” 

“ Cut him to pieces,” said another ; “ let him pay for this day’s 
insolence and violence — he is some follow'er of the Rothes.” 

No, by Saint Mary,” said another ; “ he is a follower of the 
arch-fiend and ennobled clown Halbert Glendinniug, who takes 
tho stylo of Aveucl — once a church -vassal, now a pillager of tho 
church.” 

“It is so,” said a fourth ; “ 1 know him by the holly-sprig, 
which is their cognizance, ^cure the door, he must answer tor 
this insolence.” 

Two of tho gallants, hastily drawing their weapons, passed on 
to tho door by which Roland had entered the hall, and stationed 
themselves there as if to prevent his escape. The others advanced 
on Grxmie, who had just sense enough to perceive that any 
attempt at resistance would be alike fruitless and imprudent. At 
once, and by various voices, none of which sounded amicably, the 
page was required to say w'ho he was, whence he came, his name, 
his eirand, and who sent him hither. The number of the ques- 
tions demanded of him at once, afforded a momentary apology 
for his remaining silent, and ere that brief tioice had elapsed, a 
personage entered tht‘ hall, at whoso appearance those who had 
gathered fiercely around Rxdand, fell back with respect. 

This was a ^11 man, whose dark hair was already grizzled, 
though his eye and haughty features retained all the animation of 
youth. The upper part of his person was undressed to his Hol- 
land shirt, whose ample folds were stained with blood. But he 
wore a mantle of crimson, lined with rich fur, cast around him, 
which supplied the deficiency of his dress. On his head he had a 
crimson velvet bonnet, looped up on one side with a small golden 
chain of many links, which, going thneo around the hat, wtis 
fa stoned by a medal, agreeable to the fashion amongst the gran- 
dei'S of tho time. 
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Whom have you here, sons and kinsmen, said he, " around 
whom you crowd thus roughly ? — Know you not that the shelter 
of this roof should secure every one fair treatment, who shall 
come hither either in fair peace, or in open and manly hostility 1 ’^ 

" But here, my lord,” answered one of the youtlis, " is a knave 
w'ho comes on treachorous espial ?” 

“ T deny the charge 1 ” stiid lloland Gnome, boldly, “ I came 
to inquire after my Lord Seyton.” 

" A likely talc,” answered his accusers, “ in the mouth of a 
follower of Gleiidinning.” 

" Stay, young men,” said the Lord Seyton, for it was that noble- 
man himself, “lot me look at this youth — liy heaven, it is the 
very same who came so boldly to my aide not very many minutes 
since, when some of my own knaves bore themselves with more 
respect to their own worshipful safety than to mine ! Stand back 
from him, for he well deserves honour and a friendly welcome at 
your hands, instead of tliis rough treatment.” 

They fell back on all sides, obedient to Lord Sey ton’s com- 
mands, who, taking Roland Grmme by the hand, thanked him for 
his prompt and gallant assistance, adding, that he nothing doubted, 
“the same interest wliich he had taken in his cause in the affbay, 
brought him hither to inquire after his hurt.” 

Roland bowed low in acfjuiescence. 

“ Or is there any thing in which I can serve you, to shew my 
sense of your ready gaUantry ?” 

Rut the page, thinking it best to abide by tlie apology for his 
visit which the Lord Seyton had so aptly himself suggested, re- 
plied, “ that to be assured of his lordship’s safety, liad been the 
only cause of his intrusion. He judged,” he added, “ he had seen 
him receive some hurt in the affray.” 

“ A trifle,” said Lord Seyton J had but stripped mv doublet, 
that tile chirurgeon might put some dressing on tJie paltry 
scratch, when these rash boys interrupted us with their clamour.” 

Roland Grseme, making a low obeisance, was now about to 
depart, for, relieved from the danger of being ti*eatcd as a spy, he 
began next to fear, that his companion, Adam Woodcock, whom 
he^d so unceremoniously quitted, would either bring him into 
some farther dilemma, by venturing into the hotel in quest of 
him, or ride off and leave him behind altogether. But Lord 
Seyton did not pcmiit him to escape so easily. — “ Tarry,” lie 
said, “ young man, and let me know thy rank and name. The 
Seyton has of late been more wont to see friends and followers 
shrink from his side, than to receive aid from strangers — but a 
new world may come round, in which ho may have the chance of 
rewarding his well-wishers.” 

“ My name is Roland Gr®me, my lord,” answered tlie youth, 
a page, who, for the present, is in the service of Sir Halbert 
Glendinning.” 

“ I said 80 from the firstj^* said one of the young men ; “ my 
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life I will wager, that this is a shaft out of the heretic’s quiver — 
a stratagem from first to last, to injecr into your coniideuce some 
espial of his own. They know how to teach both boys and women 
to play the intelligencei*8.” 

That is false, if it be spoken of me,” said Roland ; " no man 
in Scotland should teach mo such a foul part 1” 

“ I believe thee, boy,” said Lord Seyton, “ for thy strokes were 
too fair to be dealt upon an undersianding with those that w^ere to 
receive them. Credit me, how'ever, I little expected to have help 
at need from one of your mastcr’.s household ; and I would know 
what moved thee in my quarrel, to thine own endangering !” 

“ So please you, my lord,” said Roland, “ 1 think my master 
liimself w*(»uld not have stood by, and seen an honourable man 
borne to earth by odds, if his single arm could help him. Such, 
at least, is the lesson we were taught in chivalry, at the Castle of 
Avenel.” 

“ 1’lie good seed hath fallen into good gi’oimd, young man,” said 
Seyton ; “ but, alas ! if thou pr.ictiscj such honourable w'ar in these 
dishonourable <lay8, when right is every where borne down by 
mastery, thy life, my poor boy, will be but a short one.” 

“ Let it he short, so it be honourable,” said Roland Graeme ; 
and permit me now, my lord, to comnierul me to your grace, 
and to take iny leave. A comrade wails with my horse in the 
street.” 

“ Take this, however, yoxmg man,” said Lord Seyton,* undoing 
from his bonnet the golden chain and medal, “ and wear it for my 
sake.” 

With no little pride Roland Graeme accepted the gift, which he 
hastily fastened around his bonnet, as he had seen gallants wear 
such an ornament, and, renewing his obeisance to the Baron, left 
the hall, traversed tlic court, and appeared in the street, just as 
Adam Woodcock, vexed and anxious at liis delay, had determined 
to leaA-^e the horses to their fate, and go in quest of his youthful 
comrade. “ Whose barn bast thou broken next ?” he exclaimed, 
greatly relieved by his appearance, although his countenance 
indicated that be had passed through an agitating scene. 

“ Ask me no questions,” said Roland, leaping gaily on his 
hoi’se ; “ hut see how short time H takes to win a cliain of gold,” 
pointing to that which he now wore. 

“ Now, God forbid that thou hast either stolen it, or reft it by 
violence,” said the falconer ; “ for, otherwise, I wot not how the 
devil thou couldst compass it. I Irnve been often here, ay, for 
months at an end, and no one gave mo oitlior chain or medal.” 

Thou scest 1 have got one on shorter acquaintance with the 
city,” answered the page, “ but set thine honest heart at rest ; 
that which is fairly won and freely given, is ncitlier reft nor 
stolen.” 


* See Note K. &;pten, or Seyton. 
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“■ Marry, hang thee, with thy fanfarona * about thy neck !” said 
the falconer ; I think water will not drown, nor hemp strangle 
•thee. Thou hast been discarded as my lady’s page, to come in 
again as my lord’s squire ; and for following a noble young 
damsel into some great household, thou getest a chain and medal, 
where another would have had the baton across his shoulders, if 
he missed having the dirk in his body. — But here wo come in 
front of the old Abbey. Bear thy good luck with you when you 
cross these paved stones, and, by Our Lady, you may brag Scot- 
land.” 

As he spoke, they checked their horses, where tlie huge old 
vaulted entrance to the Abbey or Palace of Holyrood, crossed the 
termination of tlie street down which they had proceeded. The 
court-yard of the palace opened within this gloomy porch, shew- 
ing the front of an iri^cgular pile of monastic buildings, one wing 
of which is still extant, foming a part of the modem palace, 
erected in the days of Charles I. 

At the gate of the porch the falconer and page resigned their 
horses to the serving-man in attendance ; the falconer command- 
ing him with an air of authority, to carry them safely to the 
stables. — “ Wc follow,” he said, “the Knight of Avenel. — We 
must boar ourselves for what wo are here,” said he, in a whisper to 
Roland, “ for every one here is looked on as they demean them- 
selves ; and he that is too modest must to the wall, as the proverb 
says ; therefore cock tliy bonnet, man, and let us brook the cause- 
way bravely.” 

Assuming, therefore, an air of consequence, corresponding to 
what he supposed to be liis master’s importance and quality, 
Adam Woodcock led the way into the court-yard of the Palace of 
Holyrood. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 


— — TJie sky is clouded, Gnspurd, 

And the vex’d ocean sleeps a troubled sleep. 

Beneath ,a lurid gleam of parting sunshine. 

Siieli slurober hangs o’er discontented lauds, 

Vir Lile (actions doubt, ae yet, if tliey Lave strength 
To front the open battle. 

Albion ^ A Poem. 

The youthful page paused on the entrance of the court-yard, 
and implored his guide to give him a moment’s breathing space. 
“ Let me but look around me, man,” said he ; “ you consider not 
I have never seen such a scene as this before. — And this is Holy- 
rood — the resort of the gallant and gay, and tlie fair, and tlie 
wise, and the powerful !” 

* A name given to the pld chains worn by the mllitar}' men of the period. It 
is of Bpanlsh origin ; for the fashion of wearing these costly ornaments was much 
followed amongst the conquerors of the Kew World. 
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« Ay, marrj^, is it !” said Woodcock ; “ but I wish I could hood 
thee as they do the hawks, for thou starest us w^ildly as if you 
sought another fray or another fanfarona. J would 1 had tliee 
safely housed, for thou lookcst wild as a goss-hawk.’’ 

It was indeed no common sight to Roland, the vestibule of a 
palace, traversed by its various groups, — some radiant with 
gaiety — some pensive, and apparently weighed down by affairs 
concerning the state, or concerning themselves. Here the hoary 
statesman, with his cautious yet commanding look, his furred 
cloak and sable pantoufles ; there the soldier in butt’ and steel, his 
long sword jarring against tlie pavement, and his wliiskerod upper 
lip and frow^ning brow, looking an habitual defiance of danger, which 
perhaps 'vvas not always made good ; there again passed my lord’s 
scrviiig-man, high of heart, and bloody of hand, humble to his 
master and his master’s etjuals, insolent to all others. Ti"* tliese 
might be added, the poor suitor, with his anxious look and 
depressed mien — the officer, full of his brief authority, elbowing 
his ])ettcr3, and possibly his benefactors, out of the road — the 
proud priest, w ho sought a hotter l>eneficc — tlie proud baron, 
who sought a grant of church lands — the robber chief, who came 
to solicit a pardon for the injuries he had inflicted on his neigh- 
bours — the plundered franklin, who came to seek vengeance for 
that which he had himself received. Besides there was the mus- 
tering and disposition of guards and soldiers — the despatching of 
messengers, .and tlie receiving them — the trampling and neighing 
of horses without the gate — the flashing of arms, and rustling of 
plumes, and jingling of spurs, within it. In short, it was that gay 
and splendid confusion, in which the eye of youth sees all that is 
brave and brilliant, and that of experience much that is doubtful^ 
deceitful, false, and liollow — hopes that will never be gratified — 
promises which will never be fulfilled — pride in the disguise of 
humility — and insolence in that of frank and generous bounty. 

As, tired of tlie eager and enraptured attention \/hich the page 
gave to a scene so new to him, Adam Woodcock endeavoured to 
get him to move forward, befoTO his exuberance of astonishment 
should attract the observation of tlie sharp-witted denizens of the 
court, the falconer himself became an object of attention to a gay 
menial in a dark-green bonnet and feather, with a cloak of a cor- 
responding colour, laid down, as the phrase then wont, by six broad 
bars of silver lace, and welted with violet and silver. The words 
of recognition burst from both at once. “ What I Adam Wood- 
cock at court !” and “ What ! Michael Wing-tho-wind — and how 
runs the hackit greyhound bitch now 

“ The waur for the wear, like ourselves, Adam, — eight years 
this grass — no four legs will carry a dog for ever ; but we keep 
her for the breed, and so she ’scapes Border doom. — But why 
stand you gazing tliere 1 1 promise you my lord has wished for 
you, and asked for you.” 

“ My Lord of Mm*ray asked for me, and he Regent of tiie king- 

VOL. XI. K 
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dom too !” said Adam. " 1 hunger and tliirst to pay my duty to 
my good lord ; — but I fancy his good lordship remembers the 
day’s spoH on Carnwath-raoor ; and my Drummclzier falcon^ 
that beat the hawks from the Isle of Man, and won bis lordship 
a hundred crowns from the Southern baron whom they called 
Stanley.” 

‘‘ Nay, not to flatter thee, Adam,” said his court-friend, ‘‘ he 
remembei’s nought of thee, or of thy falcon either. He hath flown 
many a higher flight since tliat, and struck his quarry too. But 
come, come hither away ; I trust we arc to be good comrades on 
the old score.” 

“ What !” said Adam, “ you would have me cx'ush a pot with 
}'ou ; but I must first dispose of my eyas, where he will neither 
have girl to chase, nor lad to draw sword upon.” 

“ Is the youngster such a one 1” said Michael. 

" Ay, by my hood, he flies at all game,” replied Woodcock. 

“ Then had he bettor come with us,” said Michael Wing-the- 
wijid ; for we cannot have a proper carouse just now, only I 
w’ould wet my lips, and so must you. I want to hear the new's 
fi'om Saint Mary’s before you see my lord, and I will let you know' 
how the wind sits up yonder.” 

While he thus spoke, he led the way to a side door which 
opened into tlie court ; and threading several dark passages with 
the air of one who knew tho most secret recesses of tlie palace, 
conducted them to a small matted chamber, where ho placed bread 
and cheese and a foaming flagon of ale befoi'c tho falconer and 
his young companion, who immediately did justice to the latter in 
a hearty draught, which nearly emptied the measure. Having 
drawn his breath, and dashed tho iroth from his whiskers, ho 
observed, that his anxiety for tho boy had made him deadly dry. 

^ Mend your draught,” said his hospitable friend, again sup- 
plying the flagon from a pitcher which stood beside. I know 
the way to the buttery -bar. And now, mind w'hat I say — 
this morning tho Earl of Morton came to my lord in a mighty 
chafe.” 

What ! they keep the old friendship, then 1” said Woodcock. 

‘‘ Ay, ay, man, what else ?” said Micluiel ; “ one hand must 
scratch tho other. But in a mighty chafe was my Lord of Morton, 
who, to say truth, looketh on such occasions altogether uncanny, 
and, as it were, flendish ; and he says to my lord, — for I was in 
the chamber taking orders about a cast of nawks that ara to be 
fetched from Darnoway — they match your long-w inged falcons, 
friend Adam.” 

“ I will beliovo that when I see them fly as high a pitch,” 
replied Woodcock, tliis professional observation forming a sort of 
parenthesis. 

However,” said Michael, pursuing his tale, my Lord of Mor- 
ton, in a mighty chafe, asked my Lord llegent whether he was 
well dealt with — * for my brother,’ said he, ‘should have had a 
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gift to be Commcudator of Kennaqubair, and to have all tlic tenv 
poralitiea erected into a lordship of regality for his benefit ; and 
here,* said he, * tlie false monks have had the insolence to choose 
a new Abbot to put his claim in my brother’s way; and moreover, 
the I'ascality of the neighbourhood have burnt and plundered all 
that was left in the Abbey, so that iny brother will not have a 
house to dwell in, when he hath ousted the lazy hounds of priests.’ 
And rny lord, seeing him chafed, said mildly to him, ‘ These 
shrewd tidings, Douglas, but I trust tliey be not true ; for Halbert 
Glendinniiig went southward yesterday, with a band of spears, 
and assuredly, had either of these chances happened, that the 
monks had presumed to choose an Abbot, or that the Abney had 
been burnt, as 3'ou say, he had taken order on tlie spot for the 
punishment of such indolence, and had despatched us a messenger.’ 
And the Earl of Morton replied — Now I pray you, Adam, 10 
notice, that I say this out of love to you and your lord, and also 
for old comradeship, and also because Sir Halbert hatii done me 
good, and may again — and also because I love not the Earl oi 
Morton, as indeed more fear than like him — so then it were a 
foul deed in you to betray me. — ‘ But,’ said the Earl to the 
Kegent, ‘ Take heed, my lord, you trust not this Gleudinning too 
far — he comes of churl’s blood, which was never true to the 
nobles’ — by Saint Andrew, these were his viTy words. — ‘ And 
besides,’ ho said, ^ he hath a brother, a monk iu iiaint Mary’s, and 
walks all by his guidaiieo, and is making friends on the Border 
with Bucclouch and with Ecriiiohorst, * and will join hand wiili 
them, were there likelihood of a new world.’ And my lord 
answered, like a free noble lord as be is : ‘ Tush ! my Lord of 
Morton, 1 will bo wamint for Glendinning’s faith ; and for Ins 
brother, he is a dreamer, that thinks of nought but book and 
breviary — and if such hap have chanced as you tell of, I look to 
receive from Glendiniiing the cowl of a hanged inoiik, and tlie 
head of a riotous churl, by way of sharp and sudden justice.’ - 
And my Lord of Morton left the place, and, as it seemed to me, 
somewhat iiialocoiitcnt. But since that time, my Lord has asked 
me more than once wliether there has arrived no messenger from 
the Knight of Aveiiol. And all this 1 have told you, Uiat you 
may frame your diseonise to the best purpose, for it seems to me 
that my lord will not be well pleased, if aught has happened like 
what my Lord of Morton said, and if your lord hath not ta’en 
strict orders witli it.” 

There was something in this communication which fairly blanked 
the bold vissage of Ailam Woodcock, in spile of the reinforcement 
which his natural liardiliood iiad received from tlie berry-brown 
ale of Ilolyrood, 

‘‘ What was it ho said about a churl’s head, that grim Lord of 
Morton 1” said the discontented falconer to his friend. 

Nay, it was my Lord Kegent, w'lio said that ho expected, if 
* Jiutli JJordtii cliicftuin!! ivere great frienda of Qumi Mai'y. 



146 


THE ABBOT. 


the Abbey was injured, your Knight would send him the head of 
the ringleader among the rioters.’^ 

" Nay, but is this done like a good Protestant,” said Adam 
Woodcock, ‘^or a true Lord of the Congregation ? We used to 
be their white-boys and darlings when we pulled down the con- 
vents in Fife and Perthshire.” 

“ Ay, but that,” said Michael, “ was when old mother Home 
held her own, and her great folks wore determined she should 
have no shelter for her head in Scotland. But, now that the 
priests ai’e fled in all quarters, and their houses and lands are 
given to our grandees, they cannot see that we arc working 
the work of reformation in destroying the palaces of zealous 
Prot^^stants.” 

“But I tell you Saint Mary’s is not destroyed!” said Wood 
cock, in increasing agitation; “some trash of painted windows 
Uiere were broken — things that no nobleman could have brooked 
in his house — some stone saints were brought on their man’ow- 
bones, like old Widdriiigton at Chcvy-Cbase ; but as for fire-raising, 
there vviis not so much as a lighted luiit amongst us, save the match 
which the dragon had to light tho burning tow withal, which l;e 
was bi spit against Saint George ; nay, 1 had caution of that.” 

“Howl Adam Woodcock,” said his comrade, “I trust thou 
liadst no hand in such a fair work ? Look you, Adam, 1 were lotli 
to terrify you, and jou just come from a journey ; but I promise 
you, Earl Morton hath brought you down a Maiden from Halifax, 
you never saw the like of her — and slie’ll clasp you round the 
neck, and your head will remain in lier arms.” 

“ Psliaw 1” answered Adam, “ I am too old to have my head 
turned hy any maiden of them ail. I know my Lord of Morton 
will go as far for a buxom lass as any one ; but what the devil 
look him to Halifax all the way ? and if lie has got a gamester 
there, what hath she to «?o with my head ?” 

“ Much, much !” ans'.veicd Michael. “ Herod’s daughter, who 
did such execution with licr foot and ankle, danced not men’s 
heads off more cleanly than this maiden of Morton. * ’Tis an 
axe, man, — an axe which falls of itself like a sa«h window, and 
never gives the headsman the trouble to wield it.” 

“By my faith, a shrewd dovicc,” said Woodcock; “heaven 
keep ns free on ’t !” 

The page, seeing no end to the conversation betwixt these two 
<>ld comrades, and anxious from what he liad heard, concerning 
tho fate of tho Abbot, now interrupte<l their conferonce. 

“ Methinks,” he said, “ Adam Woodcock, tln)u hadst beth'r 
deliver thy mastcT’s letter to the Regent ; questionless ho hath 
therein stated what has chanced at Keiinaquhair, in the way 
most advantageous for all concerned.” 

* Maiden of Morton species of Kiiilloline wliicli the lled^ent Morton 
broiight down n-om llalihix, ceruiinly at a pi riori considerabb Inter than intimated 
In the tale. He was hinuelf tiie drat who suffered hy the engine. 
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“The boy is right,” said Michael Wing-the-wind, “my lord 
will ho very impatient.” 

“ The child hath wit enough to keep himself warm,” said Adam 
Woodcock, producing from his haw king-bag his lords letter, 
addressed to the Earl of IMurray, “ and for that matter so have I. 
So, Master Kulaud, you will e'en please to present tliis yourself 
to the Lord Regent; his presence will be better graced by a young 
page than by an old falconer.” 

“ Well said, canny Yorkshire I” replied his friend ; “ and but 
now you were ho camost to sec our good Lord ! — Why, wouldst 
tliou put the lad into the nooso that thou mayst slip tether thy- 
self ? — or .lost thou think the Maiden will clasp his fair young 
neck more willingly than thy old bunburnt wcasand l” 

“ Go to,” answered the falconer ; “ thy wit towers high an it 
could strike the quarry. I tell thee, the youth has m ught to 
fear — lie had nothing to do with tlic gambol — a rare gambol it 
was, Michael, as inad-eaps ever played ; and I had made as rare 
a ballad, if we had had the luck to get it sung to an end. But mum 
for that — taccj as I said before, is Latin for a candle. Carry the 
youth to the presence, and I will remain here, with bridle in hand, 
ready to strike the spurs up to the rowtd-heads, in case the hawk 
flies my way. — 1 will soon put Soltra-edge, I trow^, betwixt the 
Regent and me, if he means me less than fair play.” 

“ Come on then, my lad,” said Michael, “ since tliou must needs 
take the spring before canny Yorkshire.” So saying, ho led tlie 
way through winding passages, closely followed by lioland Graeme, 
until they arrived at a largo winding stone stair, the steps of 
which were so long and broad, and at the same time so low, as 
to render the ascent uncommonly easy. When they had ascended 
about the height of one story, the guide stepped aside, and pushed 
open the door of a dark and gloomy antechamber ; so dark, indeed, 
that his youthful companion stumbled, and nearly fell down upon 
a low step, which was awkw'ardly placed on the very threshold. 

“ Take heed,” said Michael Wing-the-wind, in a very low tone 
of voice, and first glancing cautiously round to see if any one 
listened — “ Take heed, my young friend, for tliose who fall on 
these boards seldom rise again — Seest tlioutliat,” he added, in a 
still lower voice, pointing to some dark crimson stains on the 
floor, on which a ray of light, shot through a small aperture, and 
traversing the general gk»om of the apartment, fell with mottled 
radiance — “ Seest thou that, youth ? — walk warily, for men have 
fallen here before you.” 

“ What mean you 1” said the page, his flesh creeping, though 
ho scarce knew why ; “ Is it blood ?” 

“ Ay, ay,” said tlie domestic, in tlie same whispering tone, and 
dragging the youth on by the arm — “ Blood it is, — -but this is 
no time to question, or even to look at it. Blood it is, foully and 
fearfully shed, as foully and fearfully avenged. The blood,” lie 
added, in a still more cautious tone, “ of Seignior David.” 
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Roland GrsL'inc’s heart throbbed when lie found himself so 
unexpectedly in the scene of Rizzio’s slaughter, a catastrophe 
which had chilled with horror all even in that rude age, which 
had been the theme of wonder and pity through every cottage and 
c:iHtle in Scotland, and had not escaped that of Avenel. But his 
guide hun-iod him forward, permitting no farther question, and 
with the manner of one who has already tampered too much with 
a dangerous subject. A tap which he made at a low door at one 
end of the vestibule, M'as answered by a huissicr or usher, who, 
opening it cautiously, received Michaers intimation that a page 
waited the Regent’s leisure, who brought letters from the Knight 
of Avenel. 

“ The Council is breaking up,” said the usher ; “ but give mo 
the packet; his grace the Regent will presently s(jc the messenger.” 

“ The packet, replied the page, “ must be delivered into the 
Regent’s own hands; such were the orders of my master.” 

The usher looked at him from head to foot, as if surprised at 
his boldness, and then replied, with some asperity, “ Say you so, 
ray young master ? Thou crowest loudly to be but a chicken, and 
from a country barn-yard too.” 

Were it a time or place,” said Roland, thou shouldst see J 
can do more than crow ; but do your duty, and let the Regent 
know I wait his pleasure.” 

“ Thou art but a pert knave to tell me of my duty,” said the 
courtier in office ; ** but I will find a time to shew you you are 
(mt of yours ; meanwhile, wait there till you iire wanted.” So 
saying, he shut the door in Roland’s face. 

Michael Wing-the-wind, who had shrunk from his youthful 
companion during this altercation, according to the ostiihlished 
maxim of courtiers of all ranks, and in all ages, now transgi-cssod 
their prudential lino of conduct so far as to come up to him once 
more. ‘‘ Thou art a hopeful young apringald,” said lie, “ and 1 
see right well old Yorkshire had reason in his caution. Thou 
hast been five minutes in the court, and hast emjdoyed thy time 
so well, as to make a powerful and a mortal enemy out of the 
usher of the council -chamber. Why, man, you might almost as 
well have offended the deputy butler !” 

“ I care not what he is,” said Roland GrBcmc ; “ T will teach 
whomever I speak with, to speak civilly to me in return. I did 
not come from Avenel to be brow'beaten in Ilolyrood.” 

Bravo, my lad !” said Michael ; " it is a fine spirit if you c^n 
but hold it — but see, the door opens.” 

The usher appeared, and, in a more civil tone of voice and 
manner, said, that his Grace the Regent would receive the Knight 
of Avenel’s message ; and accordingly marslialled Roland Grremo 
the way into the apartment, from wliich the Council had been 
just disraissud, after finishing tlieir eonsultations. There was in 
the room a long oaken table, surrounded by stools of the same 
wood, wth a large elbow chair, covered with crimson velvet, at 
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Ihe head. Writing materials and papers were lying tliorc in 
apparent disorder ; and one or two of the privy counsellors who 
had lingered behind, assuming their cloaks, bonnets, and swords, 
and bidding farewell to the Regent, were departing slowly by a 
largo door, on the opposite side to that through which the page 
entered. Appai'ently the Earl of Murray had made some jest, 
for the smiling countenances of the statesmen expressed that 
sort of cordial reception which is paid by courtiers to the con- 
descending pleasantries of a prince. 

The Regent himself was laughing heartily as ho said, ** Farc- 
w'ell, my lords, and hold mo remembered to the Cock of tho 
North.” 

He then turned slowly round towmds Roland Graeme, and 
the marks of gaiety, real or assumed, disappeared from his 
countenance, as completely as tho passing bubbles h\ave the 
dark mirror of a still profound lake into which a traveller has 
cast a stone ; in tho course of a minute his noble features had 
assumed tlu'ir natural expression of deep and even melancholy 
gravity. 

This distinguished statesman, for as such his worst enemies 
acknowdedged him, possessed all ihe external dignity, as well as 
almost all the noble qualities, which ctjuld grace the power that 
he enjoyed ; and had he suc^cceded to the throne as his h;gitimate 
inheritance, it is probable he would have been recorded as one of 
Scotland’s wisest and greatest kings, lint that he lield his autho- 
rity by tlie deposition and imprisonment of his sister and bene- 
factress, was a crime which those only can excuse who think am- 
bition an apology for ingratitude. He w'as dressed plainly in 
black velvet, alter the Flemish fashion, and wore in his higli- 
crow'ncd hat a jewelled clasp, which looped it up on one side, and 
fanned ihe only ornament of his apparel. He had his poniard 
by his side, and his sword lay on the council table. 

Such was the personage before w'hom Roland Graime now 
presented himself, with a feeling of breathless awe, very diffe- 
rent from the usual boldness and vivacity of his temper. In 
fact, he was, from education and natiire, forward, but not impu- 
dent, and w as much more easily controlled by the moral supe- 
riority, arising from the elevated talents and renown of those 
with whom ho conversed, than by pretensions founded only on 
rank or external show'. Ho might have braved w'ith indifference 
the presence of an earl, merely distinguished by his belt and 
coronet ; but he felt overawed in tliat of the eminent soldier and 
statesman, tlie wielder of a nation’s jwwer, and the leader of her 
armies. — The) greatest and wisest are flattered by the deference 
of youth — so graceful and becoming in itself; and Murray took, 
with much courtesy, the letter from the hands of the abashed and 
blushing page, and ausw'ored with complaisance to the imperfect 
and half-muttered greeting which ho endeavoured to deliver to 
him on the part o? Sir Halbert of Avenel. He oven paused a 
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moment ere he broke the silk with which the letter was secured, 
to ask the page his name — so much he was struck with his very 
handsome features and form. 

“Roland Graham,” he said, repeating the words after the 
hesitating page. “ What I of the Grahams of tlio Lennox ?” 

“ No, my lord,” replied Roland ; “ my parents dwelt in the 
Dcbateable Land.” 

Murray made no farther inquiry, but proceeded to read his des- 
patches ; during the perusal of which, his brow began to assume a 
stern expression of displeasure, as that of one who found something 
which at once surprised and disturbed him. He sate down on 
the nearest seat, frowned till his eyebrows almost met together, 
road the letter twice over, ami was then silent for several minutes. 
At length, raising his head, his c) c encountered tliat of the usher, 
wlio in vain endeavoured to exchange the look of eager and 
curious observation with which he had been pemsingthe Regent’s 
features, for that open and unnoticing expre‘»sion of countenance, 
which, in looking at all, seems as if it saw and marked nothing — 
a cast of look which may be practised with advantage by all tliose, 
of whatever degree, who are admitted to witness the familiar and 
unguarded hours of their superiors. Great men are as jealous of 
their thoughts as the wife of King Candaulcs was of her charms, 
and will as readily punish those who have, however involuntarily, 
beheld them in mental deshabille and exposure. 

“ JiCave the apartment, Hyndman,” said the Regent, sternly, 
“ and carry your observation elsewhere. Y^ou are too knowing, 
sir, for your post, which, by special order, is destined for men of 
blunter capacity. So ! now you look more like a fool than you 
did” — (for Hyndraan, as may easily be supposed, was not a 
little disconcerted by this rebuke) — “keep that confused stare, 
and it may keep your oflice. Begone, sir !” 

The usher departed in dismay, not forgetting to register. 
araong.st his other causes of dislike to Roland Gramme, that he 
had been the witness of this disgraceful chiding. When he had 
left the apartment, the Regent again addressed the page. 

“ Your name, you s:iy, is Armstrong 1” 

“ No,” replied Roland, “my name is Grmnie, so please you — 
Roland Grasme, whose forbears were designated of Heathergill, 
in the Dcbateable Laud.” 

“ Ay, I know it was a name from the Debatcable I^and. Hast 
thou any acquaintance in Edinburgh 1” 

“ My lord,” I’cpliod Roland, willing rather to evade this ques- 
tion than to answer it directly, for tlie prudence of being silent 
with respect to Lord Seyton’s adventure immediately struck 
him, 1 have been in Edinburgh scarce an hour, and tliat for the 
first time in my life.” 

“ What ! and tliou Sir Halbert Glendinning’s page ?” sjiid the 
Regent. 

“ I was brought up as ray Lady’s page,” said the youth, “ and 
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left Avenel Castle for tlie first time in my life — at least since my 
childhood — only three days since.” 

“ My Lady’s page !” repeated the Earl of Murray, as if speak- 
ing to himself ; “ it was strange to send his Lady’s page on a 
matter of such deep concorniiient — Morton will say it is of a 
piece with the iioininatinii of his brother to be Abbot ; and yet 
m some sort an inexperienced youth will best serve the turn. — 
What hast thou been taught, young man, in tliy doughty appren- 
ticeship 1” 

“ To hunt, my lord, and to hawk,” said Roland Grrerae. 

^ To hunt coneys, and to hawk at ouzels !” said the Regent, 
smiling ; for such are the sports of ladies and their followers.” 

Gra-me’s cheek reddened deeply as he replied, not witliout 
some emphasis, " To hunt red-deer of the fii*8t head, and to strike 
down herons of the liighcst soar, my lord, which, in J^otbian 
speech, may be termed, for aught T know, coneys and ouzels ; — 
also, I can wield a brand and couch a lance, according to our 
Border meaning ; in inland speech these may be termed water- 
flags and bulrushes.” 

Thy speech ring.s like metal,” sjiid the Regent, “ and I pardon 
the sharpness of it for tho truth. — Thou kiiowest, then, what 
belongs to the duty of a man-at-am\a 1” 

“ So far as exorcise can teach it without real service in the 
field,’* answered Roland Grmine ; “ but our Knight permitted 
none of his household to make raids, and I never had the good 
fortune to see a stricken field.” 

The good fortune !” repeated the Regent, smiling somewhat 
sorrowfully, “ take my word, young man, war is the only game 
from which both parties rise losers.” 

“ Not always, my lord !” answered the page, with his charac- 
teristic audacity, “ if fame speaks truth.” 

“ I low, sir ?” said the R(?gent, colouring in his turn, and perhaps 
suspecting an indiscreet allnsion to the height which he himself 
had attained by the hap of civil war. 

“ Because, my lord,” said Roland Grieme, witliout change of 
tone, “ he who fights well, must have fame in life, or honour in 
death ; and so war is a game from which no one can rise a loser.” 

The Regent smiled and hhook his head, when at that moment 
the door opened, and the Earl of Morton presented himself. 

“ 1 come somewhat hastily,’* he said, and I enter unannounced 
because my news are of weight — It is as 1 said ; Edward Glen- 
dinning is named Abbot, and ” 

“ Hush, my lord !” said the Regent, " f know it, but ” 

And perhaps you knew it Ijefore I did, my Lord of Murray,” 
answered Morton, his dark red brow growing darker and redder 
as be spoke. 

“ Morton,” said Murray, " suspect me not — touch not mine 
honour — I have to suffer enough from the calumnies of foes, let 
me not have to contend with the unjust suspicions of my friends. 
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--We are not alone,” said he, recollecting himself, or I could 
tell you more.” 

He led Morton into one of the deep embrasures which the 
windows formed in the massive wall, and which afforded a reti- 
ring place for their convening apart. In this recess, Itoland 
observed them speak together with much earnestness, Murray 
appearing to be grave and earnest, and Morton having a jealous 
and offended air, which seemed gradually to give way to tlic 
assurances of the Regent. 

As their conversation grew more earnest, they became gradually 
louder in speech, having perhaps forgotten the presence of the page, 
tile more readily as his position in the apartment placed him out 
of sight, so that he found himself unwillingly privy to more of 
their discourse than he eared to hear. For, page though he was, 
a mean curiosity after the secrets of others had never been num- 
bered amongst Holland’s failings; and moi*eover, with all his natural 
rashness, he could not but doubt the safety of becoming privy to 
the secret discourse of these powerful and dreaded men. Still he 
could neither stop his ears, nor with propriety leave the apartment; 
and while he thought of some means of signifying his presence, he 
had already hoard so much, that, to have produced himself sud- 
<lenly would have been as awkward, and perhaps as dangerous, 
as in quiet to abide the end of their conference. What he over- 
heard, however, was but an imperfect part of their communication ; 
and although an export politician, acquainted with the circum- 
stances of the times, would have had little difficulty in tracing the 
meaning, yet Roland Grteme could only form very general and 
vague coujecturcs as to the import of their discourse. 

“All is prepared,” said Murray, “and Lindsay is setting for- 
ward — She must hesitate no longer — thou seest 1 act by thy 
counsel, and harden myself against softer considerations.” 

“ True, my lord,” replied Morton, “ in what is necessary to 
gain power, you do not hesitate, but go boldly to the mark. But 
are you as careful to defend and preserve what you liave won ? 
— Why this establishment of domestics around her ? — has not 
your sister men and maidens enough to tend her, but you must 
consent to this superfluous and dangerous retinue 

“ For shame, Morton ! — a Princess, and my sister, could I do 
less than allow her due tendance ?” 

“ Ay,” replied Morton, “ even thus fly all your shafts — 
smartly enough loosened from the bow, and not unskilfully 
aimed — but a breath of foolish affection ever crosses in the mid 
volley, and sways the arrow from the mark.” 

“ Say not so, Morton !” replied Murray, “ I have both dared 
and done ” 

“ Yes, enough to gain, hut not enough to keep — reckon not 
that she will think and act thus — you have wounded her deeply, 
both in pride and in power — it signifies nought, that you would 
tent now the wound with unavailing salves — as matters sfcind 
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with you, you must forfeit the title of an affectionate brother, to 
liold that of a bold and detormined statesman.** 

“ Morton !’* said Minray, with some impatience, I brook not 
these taunts — what I have done I have done — what I must 
farther do, I must and will — but I am not made of iron like 
tliee, and f cannot but remember — Enough of this — my purpose 
lioJds.’* 

And I warrant me,’* said Morton, “ the choice of these 
domestic consolations will rest with ** 

Here he wliisi)ercd names which escaped Roland Graeme’s 
ear. Murray icplied in a similar tone, but so much raised 
towards the conclusion of tlie sentence, that the page heard these 
words- — “And of him 1 hold myself secure, by Glendinning’s 
recoininendation.’*' 

“ Ay, w hich may be as much trustworthy as his late conduct 
at the Abbey of Saint Mary’s — you have heard that his brother’s 
fdcction lias taken place. Your favourite Sir Halbert, my Lord 
t)f Murray, lias as much fraternal affection as yourself.” 

“ By heaven, Morton, that taunt demanded an unfriendly 
answer, but 1 pardon it, for your brother also is concerned ; but 
this election shall be annulled. I tell you, flarl of Morton, while 
/ hold the sword of state in my royal nephew’s name, neither 
Lord nor Knight in Scotland shall dispute my authority ; and if 
1 bear with insults from my friends, it is only while I know them 
to be sucli, and forgive their follies for their faitiifuhiess.” 

Morton muttered what bceincd to be some excuse, and the 
Regent answered him in a milder tone, and then subjoined, 
“ Besides, 1 have aiiotlier pledge than Gloiidiniiing’s recoiimien- 
dation, for this youth’s fidelity — his nearest relative has placed 
herself in my hands as his security, to be dealt withal as his 
d<jings shall deserve.” 

“ That is something,” replied Morton ; “ but yet in fair lo\ e 
and good-will, 1 must still pray you to keep on your guard. The 
foes arc stirring again, as horse-flies and hornets become busy so 
soon as the storm-blast is over. George of Seyton was crossing 
the causeway this morning with a score of men at his back, and 
had a rufile with my friends of the house of Leslie — they met at 
the Tron, and were fighting hard, when the provost, with his 
guard of partisans, came in thirdsnian, and staved them asunder 
with their halberds, as men part dog and bear.” 

“ He hath my order for such interference,” said tlie Regent — 
“ Has any one been hurt ?” 

“ George of Seyton liiinself, by black Ralph Leslie — the devil 
take the rapier that ran not through from side to side I Ralph 
has a bloody coxcomb, by a blow from a messan-pago whom 
nobody knew — i)irk Sejton of Windygowl is run through the 
arm, and two gallants of the Leslies have suficred phlebotomy. 
This is all the gentle blood wbich has been spilled in the revel ; 
but a yeoman or two on both sides have had bones broken and 
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ears chopped. The ostlere- wives, who are like to be the only 
losers by their miscarriage, have dragged the knaves otf the 
street, and are crying a «irunkcn coronach over them.” 

“ You take it lightly, Douglas,” said the Regent ; “ these broils 
and feuds would shame the capital of the great Turk, let alone 
that of a Christian and reformed state. But, if I live, this gear 
shall be amended ; and men shall say, when they read my story, 
that if it were my cruel hap to rise to power by the dethronement 
of a sister, I employed it, when gained, for the benefit of the 
commonweal.” 

“ And of your friends,” replied Morton; wherefore I tnist for 
your instant order aniiulhng tlic election of this lurdanc Abbot, 
Edward Glendiniiiiig.” 

“ You shall be presently satisfied,” said the Regent ; and, 
stepping forward, he bi'gan to call, “ So ho, Ifyndnuui !” when 
suddenly liia eye lighted on Roland Gru'rnc — “ By my faith, 
Douglas,” said he, turning to his friend, here have been tliree 
at counsel I” 

“Ay, but only two can keep counsel,” said Morton; “the 
galliard must be disposed of.” 

“ For shame, Morton — an orphan boy ! — ITeai’ken thee, my 
child — Thou hast told me some of thy accomplishments — caii&t 
thou speak truth 1” 

“ Ay, my lord, when it serves my turn,” replied Graeme, 

It J^all serve thy turn now,” said the liegcut; “ and falsehood 
shall be thy destruction. How much hast thou heard or under- 
stood of what wo two have spoken together 

“ But little, my lord,” replied Roland Gracrao boldly, “ which 
met my apprehension, saving tliat it seemed to me as if in some- 
thing you doubted the faith of the Knight of Avenel, under whose 
roijf 1 was nurtured.” 

“ And what hast thou to say on that point, young man I” c..u- 
tinued the Regent, bending his eyes upon him with a keen and 
strong expression of observation. 

“ That,” said the page, “ depends on the quality of tlioso who 
speak against his honour whose bread I have long eaten. If they 
be my inferiors, 1 say they lie, and will maintain what 1 say 
with my baton ; if my equals, still 1 say they lie, and will do battle 
ill the quarrel, if they list, with ray sword ; if my superiors” — he 
paused. 

“ Proceed boldly,” said the Regent — “ What if thy superiors 
said aught that nearly touched your master’s honour ?” 

“ I would say,” replied Grceme, “ that he did ill to slander the 
absent, and that my master was a man wdio could render an 
account of his actions to any oue w'ho should manfully demand it 
of him to his face.” 

“ And it were manfully said,” replied the Regent — “ what 
thinkest thou, my Lord of Morton 

“ 1 think,” replied Morton, “ that if the young galliard resemble 
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a certain ancient friend of ours, as much in the craft of his dis- 
position as lie does in eye and in brow, there may be a wide 
difference betwixt what he moans and wliat he spea^.” 

And whom meanest thou that he resembles so closely ?’* said 
Murray. 

“ Even the time and trusty Julian Avonel,” replied Morton. 

‘‘ liut this youth belongs to the Debatcablc Land,’* said Murray. 

“It may be so ; but Julian was an outlying striker of venison, 
and made many a far east when he had a fair doe in chase.” 

“ Tshaw !” said the Regent, “ this is but idle talk — Hero, thou 
Hyiidman — thou curiosity,” calling to the usher, who now 
entered, — “conduct this youth to his companion. — You will 
both,” he said to Grieine, “ keep yourselves in readiness to travel 
on short notice.” — And then motioning to him courteously to 
w ithdraw, he broke up the interview. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

It is and is not — ’tia the thing I souglit for, 

Have kncoivi for, pray’d for, nak’d m> fame and life for, 

And yet it is not — no more than the aliadow 
TTpun the hal'd, cold, flat, and pohbh'd miiror, 

Is tlio warm, gmrefni, roundod, living subhtaiicc 
Which it presents iti form and lineament. 

Old Play. 

The usher, with gravity which ill concealed a jealoas scowl, 
conducted Roland Graeme to a lower apartment, where he found 
his comrade the falconer. The man of office then briefly acquainted 
them that this would be their residence till his Grace’s farther 
orders; that they were to go to the pantry, to the buttery, to tlie 
cellar, and to tlie kitchen, at tlie usual hours, to receive the allow- 
ances becoming their station, — instructions which Adam Wood- 
cock’s old familiarity with the court made him perfectly understand 

— “ For your beds,” he said, “you must go to the hostclrie of 
Saint Michael’s, in respect the palace is now full of the domestics 
of the greater nobles.” 

No sooner was tlie u.shcr’s back turned tlian Adam exclaimed, 
with all the glee of eager curiosity, “ And now, Master Roland, 
the news — the news — come, unbutton thy pouch, and give us 
thy tidings — Wliat says the Regent ? asks ho for Adam Wood- 
cock 1 — and is all soldered up, or must the Abbot of Unreason 
strap for it *” 

“ All is well in that quarter,” said the page ; “ and for the rest 

— But, hey-day, what ! have you taken tlic chain and medal off 
from my bonnet ?” 

“ And meet time it was, when yon usher, vinegar-faced rogue 
that lie is, began to inquire what Popish trangam you were 
wearing — By the mass, the metal would have b^n confiscated 
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far conscience-sake, like your other rattle-trap yonder at Avenel, 
which Mistress Lilias bears about on her shoes in the guise of a pair 
of shoe-buckles — This comes of carrying Popish nicknackets 
about you.’* 

“ The jade !” exclaimed Roland Graeme, has she melted down 
my rosary into buckles for her clumsy hoofs, which will set off 
such a garnish nearly as well as a cow’s might ? — But, hang her, 
let her keep them — many a dog’s trick have 1 played old Lilias, 
for want of having somctliing better to do, anti the buckles will 
serve for a remembrance. Do you remember the verjuice I put 
into the comfits, when old Wingato and she were to breakfast 
together on Easter morning 1” 

“ In troth do I, Master ^land — the major-domo's mouth was 
as crooked as a hawk’s beak for tho whole morning afterwards, 
and any other page in your room would have tasted the discipline 
of tlic porter’s lodge for it. But my Lady’s favour stood between 
your skin and many a jerking — Lord send you may be the better 
for her protection in such raattci*s !” 

" I am at least grateful for it, Adam ; and T am glad you put 
me in mind of it.” 

** Well, but the news, my young master,” said Woodcock, spell 
mo the tidings — what are we to fly at next % — what did the 
Regent say to you 1” 

Nothing that 1 am to repeat again,” said Roland Grmmc, 
shaking his head. 

“ Why, hey-day,” said Adam, ‘‘ how' prudent we are become 
all of a sudden! You have advanced rarely in brief space 
Master Roland. You liave w'ell-nigli Jiad your head broken, and 
you have gained your gold chain, and } ou have made an enemy, 
Master Usher to wit, with his two legs like hawks’ perches, and 
you have had audience of the first man in tlie realm, and bear as 
much mystery in your brow, as if you had flown in the couil-sky 
ever since you were batched. I believe, in my soul, you would 
run with a piece of tbe cgg^sliell ou your head like the curlews, 
which (1 would we were after them again) we used to call whaups 
in tlie Ilalidome and its neighbourhood. But sit thee down, boy; 
Adam Woodcock was never the lad to seek to enter into forbidden 
secrets — sit thee down, and I will go and fetch tlie vivers — I 
know the butler and the pautler of old.” 

The good-natured falconer set forth upon his errand, busying 
himself about procuring their refreshment ; and, during his 
absence, Roland Grmme abandoned himself to tlie strange, com- 
plicated, and yet heart-stirring reflections, to which the events of 
the morning had given rise. Yesterday he was of neither mark 
nor likelihood, a vagrant boy, the attendant on a relative, of whose 
sane judgment he himself had not the highest opinion ; but now 
he liad become, he knew not why, or wherefore, or to what extent, 
the custodier, as the Scottisli phrase went, of some important state 
secret, in tho safe keeping of which the Regent himself was con- 
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cenieil. It did not dimmish from, but ratlier added to the interest 
of a situation so unexpected, that Roland himself did not perfectly 
understand wherein he stood committed by the state secrets, in 
which he had unwittingly become participator. On the contrary, 
he felt like one who looks on a romantic landscape, of wliich he 
secs the features for the first time, and then obscured with mist 
and driving tempest. The imperfect glimpse which tlie eye 
catches of rocks, trees, and other objects around him, adds double 
dignity to tliese slirouded mountains and darkened abysses, of 
which the height, depth, and extent, are left to imagination. 

But mortals, especially at the wclhappetizod age wliich pi’e- 
cedes twenty years, are seldom so much engaged either by real 
or conjectural subjects of speculation, but that their earthly wants 
claim tlicir hour of attention. And with many a smile did our 
hero, so the reader may term him if he will, hail tlic re appear- 
ance of his friend Adam Woodcock, bearing on one platter a 
tremendous portion of boiled beef, and on another a plentiful 
allowance of greens, or rather what the Scotch call lang-kale. A 
groom followed with bread, salt, and the other means of setting 
lortli a meal ; and when they had both placed on tlio oaken table 
what they bore in their hands, the falconer observed, that since 
he knew the court, it had got harder and harder every day to the 
poor gentlemen and yeomen retainers, but tliat now it was an 
absolute flaying of a flea for the hide and tallow. Such thronging 
to the wicket, and such churlish answers, and such bare beef- 
bones, such a shouldering at the buttery-hatch and cellarage, and 
nought to be gained beyond small insuflicient single ale, or at 
best with a single straike of malt to counterbalance a double 
allowance of water — “ By the mass, though, my young friend,” 
said he, while he saw tlie food disappearing fast under Roland’s 
active exertions, it is not so well U) lament for former times os 
to take tlie advantage of the present, else we are like to lose on 
both sides.” 

So saying, Adam Woodcock drew his chair towards tho table, 
unsheathed his knife, (for every one carried that minister of 
festive dLstrihutiou for himself,) and imitated his young com- 
panion’s example, who for the moment had lost his anxiety for 
the future in the eager satisfaction of an appetite sharpened by 
youth and abstinence. 

In truth, tliey made, though the materials were sufficiently 
simple, a very respectable meal, at the expense of the royal 
allowance ; and Ad^ Woodcock, notwithstanding the dcU berate 
censure which he had passed on the household beer of the palace, 
had taken tlie fourth deep draught of the black jack ere he 
remembered him that he had spoken in its dispraise. Flinging 
himself jollily and luxuriously back in an old danske elbow-cliair, 
and looking with careless glee towards the page, extending at the 
same time his right leg, and stretching the other easily over it, 
he reminded his companion tliat he had not yet heard the ballad 
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'which he had made for the Abbot of [Tnreaaon’s revel. Aiid 
accordingly he stinick merrily up with 

“ The Pope, that pnean full of pride. 

Has blmdod us full lang.” — ■ ■ 

Roland Orseme, who felt no great delight, as may be supposed, 
in the falconer’s satire, considering its subject, began to snatch 
up his mantle, and fling it around his shoulders, an action which 
instantly interrupted the ditty of Adam Woodcock. 

“ Where the vengeance are you going now,” he said, thou 
restless boy ? — Thou hast quicksilver in the veins of thee to a 
certainty, and canst no more abide any douce and sensible com- 
muning, than a hoodleaa hawk would keep perched on my vmst !” 

“ Why, Adam,” replied the page, “ if you must needs know, I 
am about to take a walk and look at tliis fair city. One may as 
well be still mewed up in the old castle of the lake, if one is to 
sit the live-long night between four walls, and hearken to old 
ballads.” 

It is a new ballad — the Lord help thee !” replied Adam, 
“ and that one of the best that ever was matched with a rousing 
chorus.” 

‘‘ Be it so,” said the page, “ I will hear it another day, when 
the rain is dashing against the windows, and there is neither 
steed stamping, nor spur jingling, nor featlier waving in the 
neighbourhood to mar my marking it well. But, even now, I 
want to be in the world, and to look about mo.” 

“ But tlie never a stride shall you go without me,” said the 
falconer, ** until the Regent shall take you wliole and sound off 
my hand ; and so, if you will, wo may go to the hostclrie of Saint 
Michael’s, and tliere you will see company enough, but through the 
casement, mark you me ; for as to rambling through the street to 
seek Seytons and Leslies, and having a dozen holes drilled in yt-ur 
new jacket with rapier and poniard, 1 will yield no way to it.” 

‘‘ To the hostelrie of Saint Michael’s, then, witli all my heart,” 
said the page ; and they left the palace accordingly, rendered to 
tlio sentinels at the gate, who had now taken their posts for the 
evening, a strict account of their names and business, were dis- 
missed through a small wicket of tJio close-barred portal, and 
soon reached the inn or hostelrie of Saint Michael, which stood 
in a large court-yard, off the main street, close under the descent 
«f the Calton-hill. The place, wide, waste, and uncomfortable, 
resembled rather an Eastern caravansary, where men found 
shelter indeed, but were obliged to supply themselves with every 
thing else, than one of our modern iims ; 

Whe^re not one comfort slmll to those bo lost, 

Who never ask, or never feel, the cost. 

But still, to the inexperienced eye of Roland Graeme, the 
bustle and confusion of this place of public resort, furnished 
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excitement and amusement. In the large room, into which they 
had rather found their own way than been ushered by mine host, 
travellers and natives of the city entered and departed, met and 
greeted, gamed or drank together, forming the strongest contrast 
to the stem and monotonous order and silence with which matters 
were conducted in tlie well-ordered household of tlie Knight of 
Avenel. Altercation of every kind, from brawling to jesting, was 
going on amongst the groups around them, and yet the noise and 
mingled voices seemed to disturb no one, and indeed to be noticed 
by no others than by tliose who composed the group to which the 
speaker belonged. 

The falconer passed through the apartment to a projecting 
latticed window, which formed a sort of recess from the room 
itself ; and having here ensconced himself and his companion, he 
called for some refreshments ; and a tapster, after he had shouted 
for the twentieth time, accommodated him, with the remains of a 
cold capon and a neat’s tongue, together with a pewter stoup of 
weak French vin-de-pays. “ Fetch a stoup of brandy -wine, thou 
knave — Wo will bo jolly to-night, Master Roland,” said he, 
when ho saw himself thus accommodated, and let care come to- 
morrow.” 

But Roland had eaten too lately to enjoy the good cheer ; and 
feeling his curiosity much sharper than his appetite, he made it 
his choice to look out of the lattice, which overhung a large yard, 
surrounded by the stables of the hostelrie, and fed his eyes on 
the busy sight beneath, while Adam Woodcock, after ho had 
compared Ins companion to the ‘‘ Laird of Macfarlanc’s geese, 
who liked their play better than their meat,” disposed of his time 
with the aid of cup and trencher, occasionally humming the 
burden of his birth-strangled ballad, and beating time to it with 
his fingers on the little round table. In this exercise he was 
frequently interrupted by the exclamations of his companion, as 
he saw something new in the yard beneath, to attract and interest 
him. 

It was a busy scene, for the number of gentlemen and nobles 
who were now crowded into the city, had Sled all spare stables 
and places of public reception with their horses and military 
attendants. There were some score of yeomen, dressing their own 
or their masters* horses in the yard, wliistling, singing, laughing, 
and upbraiding' each other, in a style of wit which good order 
of Avenel Castle rendered strange to Roland Grsemo’s ears. 
Others were busy repairing their own arms, or cleaning those of 
their masters. One fellow, having just bought a bundle of twenty 
spears, was sitting in a comer, employed in painting tbo white 
staves of the weapons with yellow and vermilion. Other lacqueys 
led large stag-hounds, or wolf-dogs, of noble race, carefuKy 
muzzled to preven taccidents to passengers. All came and wen^ 
mixed together and separated, under the delighted eye of the 
page, whoso imagination had not even conceived a scene so gaily 
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diversified with the objects he had most pleasure in beholding; 
so tliat he was perpetually breaking the quiet reverie of honest 
Woodcock, and the mental progress which he was making in his 
ditty, by exclaiming, “Look here, Adam — look at the bonny 
bay horse — Saint Anthony, what a gallant forehand he hath got ! 
— and see the goodly gray, which yonder fellow in the frieze- 
jacket is dressing as awkwardly as if ho had never touched aught 
but a cow — I w^ould T were nigh him to teach him his trade ! — 
And lo you, Adam, the gay Milan armour that the yeoman is 
scouring, all steel and silver, like our Knight’s prime suit, of 
which old Wingate makes such account — And see to yonder 
pretty wench Adam, who comes tripping through them all with 
her milkpail — I warrant me she has had a long walk from tlio 
loaning ; she has a stammel waistcoat, like your favourite Cicely 
Sunderland, Master Adam !” 

“ By my hood, lad,” answered the falconer, “ it is well for thee 
thou wert brought up where grace grew. Even in the Castle of 
Avenel thou wert a wild-blood enough, but hadst thou been nur- 
tured hero, within a flight-shot of the Coimt, thou hadst been tlie 
veriest crack-horap of a page that ever wore feather in thy bon- 
net or steel by thy side : truly, I wish it may end well with thee.” 

“ Nay, but leave thy senseless humming and drumming, old 
Adam, and come to the window ere thou hast drenched thy 
senses in the pint-pot thei’e. Soc here comes a meiTy minstrel 
with bis crowd, and a wench with him, tliat dances with bells at 
her ankles ; and see, the yeomen and pages leave their horses 
and the armour they were cleaning, and gather round, as is very 
natural, to hoar the music. Come, old Adam, we will thither 
too.” 

“ You shall call me cutt if I do go down,” said Adam ; “ you 
aw) near as good minstrelsy as the stroller can make, if you had 
but the grace to listen to lu” 

“ But the wench in tho stammel waistcoat is stopping too, Adam 
— by heaven, they ai’e going to dance ! Frieze-jacket wants to 
dance with staramel-waistcoat, but she is coy and recusant.” 

Then suddenly changing his tone of levity into one of deep 
interest and surprise, he exclaimed, “ Queen of Heaven ! what is 
it that 1 sec !” and then remained silent. 

The sage Adam Woodcock, who was in a sort of languid degree 
amnsad with the page’s exclamations, even while he professed to 
despise them, became at length ratlier desirous to set his tongue 
once more a-going, that he might enjoy the superiority afforded 
by his own intimate familiarity with all the circumstances which 
excited in his young companion’s mind so much wonderment. 

“ Well, then,” he said at last, “ what is it you do see, Master 
Holand, that you have become mute all of a sudden 1” 

Roland returned no answer. 

"I say, Master Roland Grame,” said the falconer, “it is 
numiers iu my country for a mail to speak when he is spoken to.’* 



THE ABBOT. 


163 


Rolaiid Grueme remained silent. 

“The muiTaiii is in the boy,” said Adam Woodcock, “he has 
stared out his eyes and talked his tongue to pieces, I think,” 

The falconer hastily drank off his can of wine, and came to 
Roland, who stood like a statue, with his eyes eagerly bent on the 
court<yard, tliough Adam Woodcock was unable to detect amongst 
the joyous scene wliich it exliibited aught that could deserve such 
devoted attention. 

“ The lad is mazed !” said the falconer to himself. 

But Roland Grmmc had good reasons for his surprise, though 
they were not such as he could communicate to his companion. 

The touch of the old ininstreTs instrument, for he had already 
begun to play, had drawn in several auditors from the street, 
when one entered the gate of the yard, whose appearance exclu- 
sively arrested the attention of Boland Grmme, He was of liis 
own ago, or a good deal younger, and from his dress and bearing 
might be of the same rank and calling, having all the air of cox- 
combry and pretension, which accorded with a handsome, though 
slight and low figure, and an elegant dress, in part hid by a large 
purple cloak. As he entered, he cast a glance up towards the 
windows, and, to his extreme astonishment, under the purple 
velvet bonnet and white featlior, Roland recognized the features 
so deeply impressed on his memory, the bright and clustered 
tresses, the laughing full blue eyes, the well-formed eyebrows, 
the nose, with the slightest possible inclination to be aquiline, the 
ruby lip, of which an arch and half-suppressed smile seemed tlie 
habitual expression — in short, the form and face of Catherine 
Seyton ; in man’s attire, however, and mimicking, as it seemed, 
not unsuccessfully, tlic bearing of a youtliful but forward page. 

“ Saint George and Saint Andrew exclaimed the amazed 
Roland Grmme to himself, “ was tliere ever such an audacious 
quean ! — she seems a little ashamed of her mummery too, for 
Me holds tlie lap of her ebak to her face, and hpr colour is 
heightened — but Santa Maria, how slie threads the throng, with 
as nrm and bold a step as if she had never tied petticoat round 
her waist ! — Holy saints ! she holds up her riding-rod as if she 
would lay it about some of their ears, that stand most in her way 
— by the hand of my father ! she bears herself like the very 
model of pagehood. — Hey I what ! sure she will not strike frieze- 

{ 'acket iu earnest T’ But he was not long left in, doubt ; for the 
out whom he had before repeatedly noticed, standinp in the way 
of the bustling page, and maintaining his place with clownish 
obstinacy or stupicSty, the advanced riding-rod was, without a 
moment’s hesitation, slmrply applied to his shoulders? in a manner 
which made liim spring aside, rubbing the part of the body which 
had received so unceremonious a hint that it was in the way of 
his betters. The party injured growled fortli an oath or two of 
indignation, and Roland Graeme began to think of flying down 
stairs to the assistance of the translated Catharine; but the laugh 
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of the yard was against frieze-jacket^ which indeed had, in those 
days, small chance of fair play m a quarrel with velvet and 
embroidery ; so that the fellow, who was a menial in the inn, 
slunk hack to finish his task of dressing the bonny gray, laughed 
at by all, but most by the wench in the stammcl-waistcoat, his 
fellow-servant, who, to crown his disgrace, had the cruelty to 
cast an applauding smile upon the author of the injury, while, 
with a freedom more like the milkmaid of the town than she of 
the plains, she accosted him with — “ la there any one you want 
here, my pretty gentleman, that you seem in such has 3 1” 

I seek a sprig of a lad,** said the seeming gallant,' with a 
sprig of holly in his cap, black hair, and black eyes, green jacket, 
and the air of a cou^t^y coxcomb — 1 havo sought him through 
every close and alloy in the Canongate, the fiend gore him !** 
Why, God-a-mercy, Nun !’* muttered Roland Graeme, much 
bewildered. 

“ I will inquire him presently out for your fair young worsliip,*’ 
said the wench of tlie inn. 

" Do,** said the gallant squire, " and if you bring me to him, 
you shall have a groat to-night, and a kiss on Sunday when you 
nave on a cleaner kirtle.’* 

‘‘ Why, God-a-mercy, Nun !** again muttered Roland, “ this is 
a note above E La.** 

In a moment after, tho servant entered Uie room, and ushered 
in the object of his surprise. 

While the disguised vestal looked with unabashed brow, and 
bold and rapid glance of her oyo, through tho various parties in 
the large old room, Roland Graeme, who felt an internal awkward 
sense of basliful confusion, which he deemed altogether unworthy 
of the bold and dashing character to which ho aspired, deter- 
mined not to be browbeaten and put down by this singular 
female, but to meet her with a glance of recognition so sly, so 
penetrating, so expressively humorous, as should shew her at 
once he was in possession of her secret and master of her fate, 
^d should compel her to humble herself towards him, at least 
into the look and manner of respectful and deprecating obser- 
vance. 

This was extremely well planned; but just as Roland had 
called up the knowing glance, the suppressed smile, the shrewd 
intellirant look, which was to ensure his triumph, he encountered 
the Ix^d, firm, and steady gaze of his brother or sister-page, who, 
casting on him a falcon glance, and recognizing him at once as 
the object of his search, walked up with tlie most unconcerned 
look, the most free and undaunted composure, and hailed him 
with ‘‘ You, Sir Holly-top, I would speak with you.** 

The steady coolness and assurance witli which these words 
were uttered, although the voice was the very voice he had 
heard at Uie old convent, and although the features more nearly 
resembled those of Catherine when seen close than when viewed 
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from a distance^ produced, nevertheless, such a confuuon in 
Boland’s mind, that he became uncertain whether he was not 
still under a mistake from the beginning ; the knowing Bhrewd< 
ness which should have animated his visage faded into a sheepish 
bashfulness, and the half-suppressed but most intelligiblo smile, 
became the senseless giggle of one who laughs to cover his own 
disorder of ideas. 

" Do they understand a Scotch tongue in thy counti'y, Holly- 
top 1” said this marvellous specimen of metamorphosis. “ I said 
I would speak witli thee.” 

What is your business with my comrade, my young chick of 
the game ?” said Adam Woodcock, willing to step in to his com- 
panion’s assistance, though totally at a loss to account for the 
sudden disappearance of all Roland’s usual smartness and pre- 
sence of mind. 

“ Nothing to you, my old cock of the perch,” replied the 
gallant ; go mind your hawk’s castings. I guess by your bag 
and your gauntlet that you are squire of the body to a sort of 
kites.” 

He laughed as he spoke, and tlie laugh reminded Roland so 
irresistibly of the hearty fit of risibility, in which Catherine had 
indulged at his expense when they first met in the old nunnery, 
that he could scarce help exclaiming, “Catherine Seyton, by 
Heavens !” — He checked tho exclamation, however, and only 
said, “ I think, sir, wo two are not totally strangers to each 
other.” 

“We must have met in our dreams then,” said the youth ; 
“ and my days are too busy to remember what I think on at 
nights.” 

“ Or apparently to remember upon one day those whom you 
may have seen on the preceding eve,” said Roland GrEeme. 

The youth in his turn cast on him a look of some surprise, as 
he replied, “ I know no more of what you mean than docs the 
horse I ride on — if there be offence in your words, you shall 
find me as ready to take it as any lad in Lutliian.” 

“ You know well,” said Roland, “though it pleases you to 
use the language of a stranger, that with you 1 can have no pur- 
pose to quarrel.” 

“ Let me do mine errand, then, and be rid of you,” said the page. , 
“ Step hither this way, out of that old leathern fist’s hearing.” 

They walked into the recess of the window, which Roland had left 
upon the youth’s entrance into the apartment. The messenger then 
turned his back on the company, after casting a hasty and sharp 
glance around to see if they wore observed, l^dand did the same, 
and the page in the purple mantle tlius addressed him, taking at the 
same time from under his cloak a short but beautifully-wrought 
sword, with the hilt and ornaments upon the sheath of silver, 
massively chased and over-gilded — “ 1 bring you this weapon 
from a friend, who gives it you under the solemn condition, that 
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you not unsheathe it until you are commanded by your 
righthil Sovereign. For your warmth of temper is known, and 
the presumption with which you intrude yourself into the quar- 
rels of others ; and, therefore, this is laid upon you as a penance 
by those who wish you well, and whose hand will influence your 
destiny for good or for evil. This is what T was charged to tell 
you. So if you will give a fair word for a fair sword, and pledge 
your promise, with hand and glove, good and well ; and if not, 1 
will carry back Calibuni to those who sent it.’* 

And may I not ask who these are V* said Boland Grmrae, 
admiring at the same time the beauty of the weapon thus offered 
him. 

“My commission in no way leads mo to answer such a ques- 
tion,” said he of the purple mantle. 

“ But if 1 am offended,” said Roland, “ may 1 not draw to 
defend myself 1” 

“ Not mis weapon,” answered the sword-bearer ; “ but you have 
your own at command, and, besides, for what do you wear your 
poniard 1” 

“ For no good,” said Adam Woodcock, who had now approached 
close to them, “ and that I can witness as well as any one.” 

“ Stand back, fellow,” said the messenger ; “ thou hast an 
intrusive curious face, that will come by a buffet if it is found 
where it has no conceni.” 

“ A. buffet, my young Master Malapert ?” said Adam, drawing 
back, however ; “ best keep down fist, or, by Our Lady, buffet wiU 
beget buffet I” 

“ Be patient, Adam Woodcock,” said Rohand Grteme ; — “and 
let me pray you, fair sir, since by such addition you choose for 
the present to be addressed, may T not barely unsheathe this fair 
weapon, in pure simplicity of desire to know whether bo fair a 
hilt and scabbard aro matched with a befitting blade ?” 

By no manner of means,” said the messenger ; “ at a word, 
you must take it under the promise that you never draw it until 
you receive the commands of your lawful Sovereign, or you must 
leave it alone.” 

Under that condition, and coming from your friendly hand, I 
accept of the sword,” said Roland, taking it from his hand ; “ but 
credit me, that if we are to work together in any weighty emprise, 
as 1 am induced to believe, some confidence and opemiess on 
your part will be necessary to give the right impulse to my zeal 
— I press for no more at present, it is enough that you under- 
stand me.” 

** I understand you 1” said the page, exhibiting the appearance 
of unfeigned surprise in his turn, — “ Renounce me if 1 do ! — 
here you stand jiggeting, and sniggling, and looking cunning, as 
if there were some mighty matter of intrigue and common under- 
standing betwixt you and me, whom you never set your eyes on 
before 1” 
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“ What 1^* said Roland Orseme, " will you deny that we have 
met before ?” 

" Marry that I will, in any Christian court,” said tlie other 
page. 

“ And will you also deny,” said Roland, " that it was recom- 
mended to us to study each other’s features well, that in whatever 
disguise the time might impose upon us, each should recognize 
in the other the secret agent of a mighty work ? Do not you 
remember, that Sister Magdalen and Dame Bridget ” 

The messenger liere interrupted liim, shrugging up liis shoul- 
ders, with a look of compassion, Bridget an(J Magdalen 1 why, 
this is madr.esH and dreaming ! Hark ye, Master Holly-top, 
your Avits are gone on wool-gathering ; comfort yourself with a 
caudle, thatch your brain-sick noddle with a woollen night-cap. 
and so God be with you !” 

As he concluded tliis polite parting address, Adam Woodcock, 
who was again seated by the table on which stood the now empty 
can, said to him, “ Will you drink a cup, young man, in the way 
of courtesy, now you have done your errand, and listen to a good 
song 1” and without waiting for an answer, he commenced his 
ditty,— 

“ I’lie Pope, that pagan full of pride, 
natli blinded «a full lang ” 

It is probable that the good wine had made some innovation in 
the falconer’s brain, otherwise he would have recollected the 
danger of introducing any thing like political or polemiciU 
pleasantry into a public assemblage, at a time when men’s minds 
were in a state of great irritability. To do him justice, he per- 
ceived his error, and stopped short so soon as lie saw that the 
word Pope had at once inteiTupted the separate conversations of 
the various parties which were assembled in the apartment ; and 
that many began to draw themselves up, bridle, look big, and 
prepare to take part in the impending brawd ; while others, more 
decent and cautious persons, hastily paid down tlieir lawing, and 
prepared to leave tlie place ere bad snould come to worse. 

And to worse it was soon likely to come; for no sooner did 
Woodcock’s ditty reach the ear of the stranger page, than, 
uplifting his riding-rod, he t xclaimcd, “ Ho who speaks irreve- 
rently of the Holy Father of the chui’ch in my presence, is the 
cub of a heretic wolf-bitch, and 1 w'ill SAvitch liim as 1 would a 
raongrel-eur.” 

And I will break thy young pate,” said Adam, ‘‘ if thou 
darest to lift a finger to me.” And then, in dehaiice of the young 
Drawcansir’s threats, with a stout heart and dauntless accent, he 
again uplifted the stave. 

*' The Pope, ttiat pagan full of pride. 

Hath blinded ” 

But Adam was able to proceed no farther, being himself 
unfortunately blinded by a stroke of the impatient youth’s switch 
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aeross his eyes. Enraged at once by the smart and the indignity, 
the falconer started up, and darkling as he was, for his eyes 
watered too fast to permit his seeing any thing, he would soon 
have been at close grips with his insolent adversar}', had not 
Roland Grsemo, contrary to his nature, played for once the 
prudent man and the peacemaker, and thrown himself betwixt 
tliem, imploring Woodcock’s patience. *‘You know not,” he 
said, “ with whom you have to do. — And thou,” addressing the 
messenger, who stood scornfully laughing at Adam’s rage, “ get 
thee gone, whoever thou art ; if tliou be’st what I guess thee, thou 
well knowest there are earnest reasons why thou shouldst.” 

“ Thou hast Iiit it right for ouce. Holly-top,” said the gallant, 
“ though I guess you drew your bow at a venture. — Here, host, 
let this yeonnui have a pottio of wine to wash the smart out of his 
eves — and there is a French crown for him.” So saying, lie 
tfirew the piece of money on the table, and left tbc apartment, 
with a quick yet steady pace, looking firmly at right and left, as 
if to defy interruption : and snapping his fingers at two or throe 
respectable burghers, who, declaring it was a shame that any one 
should be suffered to rant and ruffle in defence of the Pope, were 
labouring to find the hilts of their swords, which had got for the 
present unhappily entangled in the folds of their cloaks. But, as 
the adversary was gone ere any of them had reached his weapon, 
they did not tliink it necessary to unsheathe cold iron, but*mcrcly 
observed to each otlier, “ This is more than masterful violence, to 
see a poor man stricken in the face just for singing a ballad 
against the wliore of Babylon ! If the Pope’s champions arc to 
be bangsters in our very changc-liouscs, we shall soon have the 
old shavelings back again.” 

The provost should look to it,” said another, “ and have some 
five or six armed with partisans, to com© in upon the first 
whistle, to teach these gallants their lesson. For, look yov% 
neighbour Lugleather, it is not for decent householders like oui*- 
selvos to be brawling with tlie godless gi’ooms and pert pages 
of the nobles, that are bred up to little else save bloodshed and 
blasphemy.” 

^ For all that, neighbour,” said Lugleather, I would have 
curried that youngster as properly as ever 1 curried a lamb’s 
liide, had not the hilt of my bilbo been for the instant beyond my 
grasp; and before I could turn my girdle, gone was my master !” 

" Ay,” said the others, “ the devil go with him, and peace abide 
with us — I give my rede, neighbours, that w’e pay the lawing, and 
be stepping homeward, like brother and brother ; for old Saint 
Giles’s is tolling curfew, and the street grows dangerous at night.” 

With that the g<iod burghers adjusted their cloaks, and prepared 
for their departure, while he that seemed the briskest of the diree, 
laying his hand on his Andrea Ferrara, observed, ** that they 
that spoke in praise of the Pope oti the High-j^te of Edinburgh, 
had bring tlie sword of Saint Peter to demnd them.” 
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While the ill-humour excited by tlie insolence of the young 
aristocrat was thus evaporating in empty menace, Roland Grteme 
had to control the far more serious indignation of Adam Wood- 
cock. ‘‘ Why, man, it was but a switch across the mazzard — 
blow your nose, dry your eyes, and you will see all tlie better 
for it.” 

By this light, which I cannot sec,” said Adam Woodcock, 

thou hast been a false friend to me, young man — neither taking 
up my rightful quan*el, nor letting me fight it out myself.” 

“ Fy for shame, Adam Woodcock,” replied the youth, deter- 
mined to turn the tables on him, and become m turn the counsellor 
of good order and peaceable demeanour — “ I say, fy for shame! 
— Alas, that you will speak thus ! Here are you sent with me, 
to prevent my innocent youth getting into snares ” 

“ I wish your iniioecut youth were out short with a halter, with 
all my heart,” said Adam, who began to see which way the admo- 
nition tended. 

— “ And instead of setting before me,” continued Roland, “an 
example of patiem'o and sobriety becoming the falconer of Sir 
Halbert GI<‘ndiiining, you quaff me off I know not how many 
flagons of ale, besides a gallon of wine, and a full measure of strong 
waters.” 

“ It was but one small pottle,” said poor Adam, whom con- 
sciousuiess of his own indiscretion now reduced to a merely 
defensive warfare. 

“ It was enough to pottle you handsomely, however,” said the 
page — “ And then, instead of going to bed to sleep off your 
liquor, must you sit binging your roistering songs about popes and 
pagans, till you have got your eyes almost switched out of your 
head; and but for my interference, whom your drunken ingrati- 
tude accuses of deserting you, yon galliard would have cut your 
throat, for he was whipping out a whinger as broad as my hand, 
and as sharp as a razor — And these are lessons for an inex- 
perienced youth 1 — Oh, Adam ! out upon you ! out upon you !” 

“ Marry, amen, and with all my heart,” said Adam; “out upon 
ray folly for expecting any thing but impertinent raillery from a 
page like thee, that if he saw his father in a scraiMj, would laugh 
at him, iustcad of lending him aid.” 

“ Nay, but T will lend you aid,” said the page, still laughing, 
“ that is, f will lend thee aid to thy chamber, good Adam, where 
thou shalt sleep off wine and ale, ire and indignation, and awake 
the next morning with as much fair wit as nature has blessed 
thee withal. Only one thing I will w'arn thee, good Adam, that 
henceforth and for ever, w'hen thou railest at me for being some- 
what hot at hand, and rather too prompt to out with poniard or 
BO, tliy admonition shall serve as a prologue to tlie memorable 
adventure of tlie switching of Saint Michael’s.” 

With such condoling expressions he got tlie crest-fallen falconer 
to his bed, and then retired to his own pallet, whero it was somo 
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time ere he could fall asleep. If the messenger whom he had seen 
were really Catherine Seyton, what a masculine virago and ter- 
magant must she bo ! and stored with what an inimitable command 
of insolence and assurance I — The brass on her brow would 
furbish the front of twenty pages; ^‘and I should know,*' thought 
Roland, " what that amounts to — And yet, her features, her look, 
her light gait, her laughing eye, tho art with which she disposed 
the mantle to shew no more of her limbs than needs must be seen 
— I am glad she had at least that grace left — the voice, the 
smile — it must have been Catberino Seyton, or the devil in her 
likeness ! One thing is good, 1 have silenced the eternal predi- 
cations of that ass, Adam Woodcock, who has set up for being a 
preacher and a governor over me, so soon as he has left the hawks’ 
mow behind him.” 

And with this comfortable reflection, joined to the happy indif- 
ference which youth hath for the events of the morrow, Roland 
Grmme fell fast asleep. 


CHAPTER XX. 

Now bavo you reft nio from my staff, my guide. 

Who taught niy youth, as men teach uiitaincd falcons, 

To use iny strength discreetly — 1 am reft 
Of comrade and of counsel. 

Old Play. 

In the gray of tho next morning’s dawn, there was a loud 
knocking at tho gate of the hostelry ; .lud those without, pro- 
claiming that they came in the name of the Regent, were instantly 
admitted, A moment or two afterwards, Michacd Wing-Uie-wind 
stood by the bedside of our travellers. 

“ Up 1 up !” he said, ‘‘ there is no slumber wliero Murray hath 
work ado.” 

Both sleepers sprung up, and began to dress tliemselves. 

“ You, old friend,” said Wing-tlie-wind to Adam Woodcock, 
‘‘ must to horse invtantly, with this packet to tho Monks of Ken- 
naquhair ; and wth this,” delivering them as he spoke, “ to tlie 
Knight of Avt'nel.” 

As much as commanding the monks to annul their election. 
I’ll warrant me, of an Abbot,” quoth Adam Woodcock, as ho put 
the packets into liis bag, and charging my master to see it done 
— To hawk at one brother with another, is less than fair play, 
methinks.” 

“ Fasli not thy beard about it, old boy,’* said Michael, " hut 
betake thee to tho saddle presently ; for if theso orders are not 
obeyed, there will be bare walls at the Kirk of Saint Mary’s, and 
it may be at the Castle of Avenel to boot ; for J heard my Lord 
of Morton loud with the Regent, and we are at a paas that w'e 
cannot stand with him anent trifles.” 
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“ But,” Esald Adam, " touching the Abbot of Unreafion — what 
say they to that outbreak ? — An diey bo shrewishly disposed, J 
were better pitch tlio packets to Satan, and take the other side of 
the Border for ray bield.” 

“ Oh, that was passed over as a jest, since there was little harm 
done. — But, hark thee, Adam,” continued his comrade, “ if there 
was a dozen vacant abbacies in your road, whether of jest or 
earnest, reason or unreason, draw thou never one of their mitres 
over thy brows — The lime is not fitting, man ! — besides, our 
Maiden longs to clip tlie neck of a fat churchman.” 

“ She shall never sheer mine in that capacity,” said the falconer, 
while he knottc'd the kerchief in two or three double folds around 
his sunburnt bull-nock, calling out at the same time, “ Master 
Roland, Master Roland, make haste ! wc must back to perch ami 
mow, and, thniik Heaven, more than t>ur ow)i wit, with our bones 
whole, and without a stab in tlio stomach.” 

“ Nay, but,” said Wing-thc-wiiid, the page goes not back w ith 
you, the Regent lias other employment for him.” 

‘‘Saints ami sorrow's 1” exclaimed the falconer — “Master 
Roland (jincme to remain here, and I to return to Aveiiel ! — 
Why, it cannot be — the cliild cannot manage himself in this wide 
worhl witliout me, and 1 (piestion if he will stoop to any other 
whistle than mine ow n ; there are times I myself can hardly bring 
him to my lure.” 

It was at Roland’s tongue’s end to say something concerning 
the occasion they had for using mutually each other’s prudence, 
but the real anxiety which Adam evinced at parting with him, 
took away his disposition to such ungracious raillery. The 
falconer did not altogether escape, however, for, in turning his 
face towai’ds the lattice, his friend Michael caught a glimpse of 
it, and exclaimed, “ I prithee, Adam Woodcock, what hast thou 
been doing with these eves of thine % They are swelled to the 
starting from the socket !” 

“ Nought in the world,” said he, after casting a deprecating 
glance at Roland (Jneme, “but tlie cflect of sleeping in this 
(i d truckle without a pillow.” 

“ Wliy, Adam Woodcock, thou must be grown strangely dainty,” 
said Ins old companion ; “ 1 have known thee sleep all night with 
no better pillow than a bush of ling, and, start up w'ith the sun, as> 
glegg as a falcon ; and now thine eyes I'esoinble ” 

“ Tush, man, what signifies how mine eyes look now ?” said 
Adam — “ let us but roast a crab-apple, pour a pottle of ale on 
it, and bathe our throats withal, thou shalt sec a change in me.” 

“ And thou wilt be in heart to sing thy jolly ballad about the 
Pope,” said his comrade. 

“ Ay, that T will,” replied the falconer, “ that is, when we 
have left this quiet town five miles behind us, if you will take 
your'hobby and rido so far on tny way.” 

“Nay, that 1 may not,” said Michael — “I can but stop to 
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partike your morning draught, and see you fairly to horse — I 
will see tliat they saddle them, and toast tlie crab for thee, with- 
out loss of time.’* 

During his absence the falconer took the page by the hand — 
May I never hood hawk again,” said the good-natnrod fellow, 
if I am not as sorry to part with you as if you were a child of 
mine own, craving pardon for the freedom — I cannot tell what 
makes me love you so much, unless it be for the reason that 1 
loved the vicious devil of a brown galloway nag whom my master 
tlie Kniglit called Satan, till Master Warden changed his name 
to Seyton ; for lie said it was over boldness to call a beast after 
tlie King of Darkness ” 

“ And,” said th(j page, “ it was over boldness in him, I trow, to 
call a vicious brute after a noble family.” 

Well,” proceeded Adam, “ Seyton or Satan, T loved that nag 
over every other horse in the stable — There was no sleeping on 
his back — ho was for ever fidgeting, bolting, rearing, biting, 
kicking, and giving you work to do, and maybe the measure of 
your back on tho heather to the boot of it all. And I think 1 
love you better than any lad in the castle, for the self-same 
qualities.” 

‘‘ Thanks, thanks, kind Adam. I regard myself bomid to you 
for the good estimation in which you hold me.” 

Nay, interrupt me not,” .said the falconer — Satan was a 
good nag — Hut I say I think I shall call the tw^o eyases after 
you, the one lioland, and the other Grn^ine; and, while Adam 
Woodcock lives, be sure you have a friend — llcro is to thee, my 
dear son.” 

Roland most heartily returned tho grasp of the hand, and 
Woodcock, having taken a deep draught, continued his farewell 
speech. 

" There arc three things I warn yon against, Roland, now tha»^ 
you are to tread this weary world without my experience to 
assist you. I n the first place, never draw dagger on alight occa- 
sion — every man’s doublet is not so well stuffed as a certain 
abbot’s that you wot of. Secondly, fly not at every pretty girl, 
like a merlin at a thru-sh — you will not always win a gold chain 
for your labour — and, by the way, here I return to you your 
fanfarona — keep it close, it is weighty, and may benefit you at a 
pinch more vvay.s than one. Thirdly, and to conclude, as our 
worthy preacher says, beware of the pottlc-pot — it has drenched 
tho judgment of wiser men than you. I could bring some 
instances of it, but 1 dai'e say it ueedeth not ; for if you should 
forget your owm mishaps, you will scarce fail to remember mine 
— And so farewell, my dear son.” 

Roland returned his good wishes, and failed not to send his 
humble duty to his kind Lady, charging the falconer, at the same 
time, to express his regret that he should have offended her, and 
his determination so to bear him in the world that she would 
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not be ashamed of the generous protection she had afforded 
him. 

The falconer embraced his young friend, mounted Iiis stout, 
round-made, trotting nag, which the serving-man, wiio had 
attended him, held ready at the door, and took the road to the 
southward. A sullen and heavy sound echoed from the horse’s 
feet, as if indicating the sorrow of the good-natured rider. Every 
hoof-tread seemed to tap upon lloland’s heart as he heard his 
comrade withdraw with so little of his usual alert activity, and 
felt that he w’as once more alone in the world. 

He was roused from his reverie by Michael Wing-the-wind, 
who rcmiiided him that it was necessary tluiy should instantly 
return to the palace, as my Lord Regent went to the Sessions 
early in the morning. They went thither accordingly, and Wing- 
the-wind, a favourite old domestic, who was admitted nearer to 
the Regent’s person and privacy, than many whose posts were 
more ostensible, soon introduce<l (irteme into a small matted 
chamber, where he had an audience of the present head of tlic 
troubled State of Scotland, 'riic Earl of MuiTay was clad in a 
sad-coloured moruing-gown, with a cap and slippers of the same 
cloth, but, even in this easy deshabille, held his sheathed rapier 
in his hand, a precaution which he adopted when receiving 
strangers, rather in compliance with the earnest remonstrances 
of his friends and partisans, than from any personal apprehensions 
of his own. He answered with a silent nod the respectful 
obeisance of the page, and took one or two turns through the 
small apartment in silence, fixing his keen eye on Roland, as if 
he wished to penetrate into his very soul. At length ho broke 
silence. 

Your name is, I think, Julian Grmine 
“ Roland Grajine, my lord, not Julian,” replied the page. 

Right — I was misled by some trick of my memory — Roland 
Gromic, from the Debateable Land. — Roland, thou knowest the 
duties which belong to a lady’s service 

“ £ should know them, my lord,” replied Roland, “ having been 
bred so near the person of my Lady of Avenel ; but 1 trust never 

more to practise them, as the Knight hath promised ” 

“ Be silent, young man,” said tlie Regent, ‘‘ I am to speak, and 
you to hear and obey. It is necessary that, for some space at 
least, you shall again enter into the service of a lady, who, in 
rank, hath no equal in Scotland ; and this service accomplished, T 
give thee my word as Knight and Prince, that it shall open to you 
a course of ambition, such as may w^ell gratify the aspiring wishes 
of one whom circumstances entitle to entertain much higher views 
than thou. I will take thee into my household and near to my 
person, or, at yonr own choice, 1 will give you the command of a 
foot-company — either is a preferment which the proudest laird 
in the land might be glad to ensure for a second son.” 

May 1 presume to ask, my lord,” said Roland, observing the 
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Earl paused for a roj>ly, “ to whom my poor services are in the 
lirst place destined ?’* 

‘‘ You will be told hereafter,” said the Regeut ; and then, as if 
overcoming some internal reluctance to speak farther himself, he 
added, or why should I not myself tell you, that you are about 
to enter into the service of a most illustrious — most unhappy 
lady — into the service of Mary of Scotland.” 

Of the Queen, my lord !” said the page, unable to repress hia 
Burpriso. 

“ Of her who was the Queen 1” said Murray, with a singular 
mixture of displeasure and embarrassment in his tone of voice. 
‘‘ You must be aware, young man, that her son reigns in her 
stead.” 

He sighed from an emotion, partly natural, perhaps, and partly 
assuinod. 

“ And am I to attend upon her Grace in her place of imprison- 
ment, my lord again demanded the page, with a straightforward 
and liardy simplicity, which somewluit disconcerted the sage and 
powerful statesman. 

“ She is not imprisonod,” answered Murray, angrily ; God 
forbid she should — she is only seiincstrated from state aifaii'S, 
and from the business of the public, until the world be so cjffcc- 
tually settled, that sho may enjoy her natural and uncontrolled 
freedom, without her royal disposition being exposed to the 
practices of wicked and designing men. It is for this purpose,” 
he added, “ that while she is to be furnished, as right is, with 
such attendance as may befit her present secluded state, it becomes 
necessary that those placed around her, are persons on whose 
prudence I can have reliance. You see, therefore, you ai*o at 
once called on to discharge an otiicc most honourable in itself, 
and so to discharge it that you may make a friend of the Regent 
of Scotland. Thou art, I have been told, a singularly apprehen 
sive youth ; and I perceive by thy look, that thou dost already 
imderstand what 1 would say on this matter. In this schedule 
your particular points of duty are set down at length — but the 
sum required of ^ou is fidelity — I mean fidelity to myself and to 
the state. You are, therefore, to watch every attempt which is 
made, or inclination displayed, to open any communication witli 
any of the lords who have become banders hi the west — with 
Hamilton, Seyton, with Fleming, or the like. It is true that my 
gracious sLstor, reflecting upon the ill chances that have happed 
to the state of tliis poor kingdom, from evil counsellors who have 
abused her royal nature in time past, hath determined to seques- 
trate herself from state affairs in future. But it is pur duty, as 
acting for and in the name of our infant nephew, to guard a^nst 
the evils which may arise from any mutation or vacillation in her 
royal resolutions. Wherefore, it will be thy duty to watch, and 
report to our lady motlier, whoso guest our sister is for the 
present, whatever may infer a disposition to withdraw her person 
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from tlie place of security in which she is lodged, or to open com- 
munication with tliose without. If, however, your observation 
should detect any thing of weight, and which may exceed mere 
suspicion, fail not to send notice by an especial messenger to mo 
directly, and this ring shall be thy warrant to order horse and 
man on such service. — And now begone. If there bo half the 
wit in thy head that there is apprehension in thy look, thou fully 
comprchendest all that I would say — Servo me faithfully, and 
sure as I am belted carl, thy rew^ard shall be great.” 

Roland Graeme made an obeisance, and was about to depart. 

The Earl signed to him to remain. “ I have trusted thee 
deeply,” ho said, “ young man, for thou art tlie only one of her 
suite who has been scut to her by my own recomn)endation. Her 
gentlewomen are of her own nomination — it were too hard to 
have barred her that privilege, though some there were who 
reckoned it inconsistent with sure policy. Thou art young an<l 
handsome. Mingle in their follies, ami s<'e they cover not deeper 
designs under the appearance of female levity — if they do mine, 
do thou eountermine. For the rest, bear all decorum and respect 
to the person of thy mistress — she is a princess, though a most 
unhappy one, and hath been a queen, though now, alas ! no longer 
such. Pay, therefore, to her all honour and respect, consistent 
with thy fidelity to the King and me — and now, farewell. — Yet 
stay — you travel with Lord Lindesay, a man of the old world, 
rough and honest, though untaught ; st'e that thou offend him not, 
for he is not patient of raillery, and thou, 1 have heard, art a 
crack-Iuiltcr.” This he said with a smile, then added, “ 1 could 
have wished the Lord Lindesay’s mission had been intrusted to 
some other and more gentle noble.” 

" And wherefore should you wish tliat, niy lord ?” said Morton, 
who even then entered the apartment; “ tlie eoimcil have decided 
for the best — wo have had but too many proofs of this lady’s 
Btubhornness of mind, and the oak that resists the sharp steel axe, 
must be riven with the rugged iron wedge. — And tliis is to be her 
page ? — My Lord Regent hath doubth'ss instructed you, young 
man, how' you shall guide youi’scdf in those matters ; I will add 
but a little hint on my part. You aro going to the castle of a 
Douglas, where treachery never thrives — ^ tho first moment of 
suspicion will bo the last of your life. My kinsman, William 
Douglas, understands no raillery, and if he once have cause to 
think you false, you will waver in the wind from Hie castle battle- 
ments ere Hio sun set upon bis anger. — And is the lady to have 
an almoner withal 

" Occasionally, Douglas,” said the Regent ; " it were hard to 
deny the spiritu^ consolation which sho thinks essential to htir 
salvation.” 

“ You are ever too soft-hearted, my lord — What ! a false priest 
to communicate her lamentations, not only to our unfriends in Scot- 
land, but to the Guises, to Rome, to Spain, and 1 know not where !” 
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“ Fear not,” said the Regent, “ we will take such order that no 
treachery shall happen.” 

“ Look to it then,” said Morton ; " you know my mind respect- 
ing the wench you have consented she shall receive as a waiting- 
woman — one of a family, which, of all others, has ever been 
devoted to her, and inimical to us. Had we not been wary, she 
would have been purveyed of a page as much to her purpose as 
her waiting-damsel. I hear a rumour that an old mad Romish 
pilgrimer, who passes for at least half a saint among them, was 
employed to find a fit subject.” 

"We have escaped that danger at least,” said Murray, ** and 
converted it into a point of advantage, by sending this boy of 
Glendiiming’s — and for her waiting-damsel, you cannot grudge 
her one poor maiden instead of her four noble Marys and all their 
silken train ?” 

“ I care not so much for the waiting-maiden,” said Morton, 
" but 1 cannot brook the almoner — I think priests of all per- 
suasions are much liko each other — Here is John Knox, who 
made such a noble puller-down, is ambitious of becoming a 
setter-up, and a founder of schools and colleges out of the Abbey 
lands, and bishops* rents, aud other spoils of Rome, which the 
nobility of Scotland have won with their sword and bow, and with 
which he would endow new hives to sing the old drone.** 

" John is a man of God,** said tho Regent, " and his scheme is 
a devout imagination.’* 

The sedate smile with which this was spoken, left it impossible 
to conjecture whether tho words were meant in approbation, or 
in derision, of the plan of the Scottish Reformer. Turning then 
to Roland Grieme, as if he thought he had been long enough a 
witness of this conversation, ho bade him got him presently to 
horse, since my liord of Lindesay was already mounted. The 
page made his reverence, and left the apartment. 

Guided by Michael Wing-the-wind, he found his horse ready 
saddled and prepared for the journey in front of the palace porch, 
where hovered about a score of men-at-arms, whose leader shewed 
no small symptoms of surly impatience. 

** Is this the jackanape page for whom we have waited thus 
long r* said he to Wing-the-wind. — " And my Lord Ruthveu 
will reach the castle long before us.” 

Michael assented, and added, that the boy had been detained 
by the Regent to receive some parting instructions. The loader 
made an inarticulate sound in his throat, expressive of sullen 
acquiescence, and calling to one of his domestic attendants, 
“ Edward,” said he, " take the gallant into your charge, and let 
him speak with no one else.” 

He then addn^ssK'd, by the title of Sir Robert, an elderly and 
respectable-looking gentleman, tho only one of the party who 
soemc3d above the rank of a retainer or domestic, and observed, 
Uiat they must get to horse with ail speed. 
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During this discourse, and while they were riding slowly along 
the street of the suburb, Roland had time to examine more accu- 
rately the looks and figure of the Baron, who was at their head. 

Lord Lindesay of the Byres was rather touched than stricken 
with years. His upright stature and strong limbs, still shewed 
him fully equal to all the exertions and fatigues of war. His 
thick eyebrows, now partially grizzled, lowered over large eyes 
full of dark fire, which seemed yet darker from the uncommon 
depth at which they were set in his head. His features, naturally 
strong and harsh, had their sleniness exaggerated by one or two 
scars received in battle. These features, naturally calculated to 
express the harsher passions, were shaded by an open steel cap, 
with a projecting front, but liaving uo visor, over the gorget of 
which fell the black and grizzled beard of the grim old Baron, 
and totally hid tl^e lower p:u.*t of his face. Tl»o rest of his dress 
was a loose buff-coat, which hiul once been lined witli silk and 
adorned with embroidery, but which seemed much stained witli 
travel, and damaged witli cuts, received probably in battle. It 
covered a corslet, which had once been of polished steel, fairly 
gilded, but was now somewhat injured with rust. A sword of 
antique make and uncommon size, framed to be wielded with both 
hands, a kind of capon which was then beginning to go out of 
use, hung from his neck in a baldrick, and was so disposed as to 
traverse his whole person, tho huge hilt appcaniig over his left 
shoulder, and the point reaching well-nigh to the right heel, and 
jarring against his spur as he w'alked. TJiis unwieldy weapon 
could only be unsheathed by pulling the handle over the left 
shoulder — for no human arm was long enough to draw it in the 
usual manner. The whole cquijunciit was that of a i*ude warrior, 
negligent of his exterior even to misantliropical sullenness ; and 
the short, harsh, haughty tone, wliiefi he used towards his atten- 
dants, belonged to tho laine unpolished chai'acter. 

The personage w ho rode witli Lord Linrlesay, at tlie head of 
tile party, was an absolute contrast to him, in manner, form, and 
features. His tliiii and silky hair was already white, tliough he 
seemed not above forty-five or fifty years old. His toni of voice 
was soft and insinuating— liis form thin, spare, and bent by an 
habitual stoop — his pale ehick was expressive of shrewduess and 
intelligence — his eye was quick though placid, and his whole 
demeanour mild and conciliatory. He rode an ambling nag, such 
as were used by ladies, clergymen, or others of peaceful profes- 
sions — wore a riding habit of black velvet, with a cap and feather 
of the same huci, fastened up by a golden medal — and for show, 
and as a mark of rank rather tlian for use, carried a walking- 
sword, fas the short light rapiers were called,) witliuut any 9|her 
arms, offensive or defensive. 

The party had now quitted the town, aud proceeded, at a steady 
trot, towards the west. — As they prosecuted tlicir journey, 

VOL. XI. M 
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Roland Graeme would gladly have learned something of its purpose 
and tendency, but the countenance of the personage next to 
whom ho had been placed in the train, discouraged all approach 
to familiarity. The IJaron him&clf did not look more grim and 
inaccessible than his feudal retainer, whose grisly beard fell over 
his mouth like the portcullis before the gate of a castle, as if for 
the purpose of preventing the escape of any word, of which abso- 
lute necessity did not demand the utterance. The rest of the 
train seemed under the same taciturn influence, and journeyed on 
without a word being exchanged amongst them — more like a 
troop of Carthusian friars than a party of military retainers. 
Roland Grteme was siirpnsed at this extremity of discipline ; for 
even in the household of the Knight of Avenel, though somewhat 
distinguished for the accuracy with which decorum was enforced, 
a journey was a period of license, during which jest and song, 
and every thing within the limits of becoming mirth and pastime, 
were freely permitted. This unusual silence was, however, so far 
acceptable, that it gave him time to bring any shadow of judg- 
ment whicli he possessed to council on his own situation and pro- 
spects, w'hich would have appeared to any reasonable person in 
the highest degree dangerous and pei’plexing. 

It was quite evident that he had, through various circum- 
stances not under his own control, formed contradictory connec- 
tions with both tho contendiug factions, by whose strife the king- 
dom was distracted, without being properly an adherent of 
cither. Tt seemed also clear, that the same situation in tlie 
household of tho deposed Queen, to which he was now promoted 
by tho influeiico of the R<jgcnt, had been destined to him by 
his enthusiastic grandmother, Magdalen Grmme ; for on this 
subject, the words which Morton had dropped had been a ray 
of light ; yet it was no less clear that these two jiersoiis, the one 
the declared enemy, the other the enthusiastic votary, of the 
Catholic religion, — the one at tho head of the King’s now go- 
vernment, the other^ who regarded that government as a criminal 
usurpation, — must have required and expected vei’y different 
services from the individual whom they had thus united in 
recommeud'ng. Tt required very little reflection to foresee that 
these contradictory claims on his services might speedily place 
him in a situation where his honour as well as his life might be 
endangered. Hut it was not in Roland Greeme’s nature to anti- 
cipate evil before it came, or to prepare to combat difficulties 
before they arrived. “ I will see this beautiful and unfortunate 
Mary Stewart,” said he, “ of whom we have heard so much, and 
then there will be time enough to determine whether 1 will be 
kiogsman or queensman. None of them can say I have given 
word or promise to either of their factions ; for they have led mo 
up and down like a blind Billy, without giving me any light into 
what I was to do. But it was lucky that grim Douglas came into 
the Regent’s closet this morning, otherwise 1 had never got free of 
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him without plighting my trotli to do all the Earl would have me, 
which seemed, after all, but foul play to the poor imprisoned 
lady, to place her page as an espial on her.” 

Skipping tlius lightly over a matter of stich consequence, the 
thoughts of tho hai'cbrained boy went a wool-gathering after more 
agreeable topics. Now he admirt'd tlie Gothic towers of Barii- 
bougle, rising from the sea-beaten rock, and overlooking one of 
tlie most glorious landscapes in Scotland — and now he began to 
consider what notable sport for the hounds and the hawks must 
be afforded by tho variegated ground over which they travelled 
— and now he compared the steady and dull trot at which they 
were then prosecuting their journey, with the delight of sweeping 
over hill and dale in pursuit of his favourite sports. As, under tlie 
influence of tliese joj^ous rccollectioiiH, he gave his horse the spur, 
and made him execute a gambado, he instantly incurred tne cen- 
sure of his grave neighbour, who hinted to him to keep the pace, 
and move quh'tly and in order, unless he w ished such notice to bo 
taken of his eccentric movements as was likely to be very dis- 
pleasing to him. 

Tho rebuke and the restraint under which the youth now found 
himself, brought back to his recollection his late good-liumourcd 
and accommodating associate and guide, Adam Woodcock ; and 
from that topic his imagination made a short flight to Avenel 
Castle, to the quiet and unconiined life of its inhabitants, tlie 
goodness of his early protectress, not forgetting the denizens of 
its stables, kennels, and hawk-nicws. lu a brief space, all thesis 
subjects of meditation gave way to the remembrance of that 
riddle of womankind, ('alherine Scylon, who appeared before the 
eye of his mind — now in her female form, now in her male attire 
— now in both at once — like some strange dream, which presents 
to us the same individual under twu difl’erent charaetei'S at the 
same instant. H(?i‘ niy,st(;rious present also recurred to his recol- 
lection — the sword which ho now wore at his side, and which ho 
was not to draw, save by command of his legitimate Sovereign ! 
But tho key of this mystery ho judged he was likely to find in the 
issue of his present journey. 

With such thoughts passing through his mind, Tloland Graeme 
accompanied the party of Lord Lindesay to the Q,uecn’s-Fcrry, 
which they passed in vessels that lay in readiness for them. They 
encountered no adventure whatever in tlioir passage, excepting 
one horse being Limed in getting into the boat, an accident very 
common on such occasions, until a lew yeai's ago, when the Ferry 
was completely regulated. What was more pcjculiarly character- 
istic of the olden age, was the discharge of a culverin at the party 
from the battlements of the old castio of Rosy the, on tho north side 
of the Ferry, the lord of which happened to have some public^o^ 
private quarrel witl< the Lord Liudesay, and took this mdd^ of 
expressing his resentment. The insult, however, as it was harm- 
less, remained unnoticed and unavenged, nor did any tiling else 
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oeoor worth notice until the band had come i<rhere Lochleven 
spread its magnificent sheet of waters to the beams of a bright 
summer sun. 

The ancient castle, which occupies an island nearly in the 
centre of the lake, recalled to the page that of Avenel, in which 
he had been nurtured. But the lake was much larger, and 
adorned with several islets besides that on which the fortress was 
situated ; and instead of being embosomed in hills like that of 
Avenel, had upon the southern side only a splendid mountainous 
screen, being the descent of one of the Lomond hills, and on the 
otlier was surrounded by the extensive and fertile plain of Kin< 
TOSS. Roland Grseme looked with some degree of dismay on the 
water-girdled fortress, which then, as now, consisted only of one 
large donjon-keep, surrounded with a court-yard, with two round 
fiaiiking-towers at the angles, which contained within its circuit 
some other buildings of inferior importance. A few old trees, 
clustered together near tlie castle, gave some relief to the air of 
de8(3late seclusion ; but yet the page, while he gazed upon a 
building so sequestrated, could not but feel for the situation of a 
captive Princess doomed to dwell there, as well as for his own. 

I must have been bom,” he thought, " under the stiir that pre- 
sides over ladies and lakes of water, for I cannot by any means 
escape from the service of the one, or from dwelling in the other. 
But if they allow mo not the fair frecilom of my sport and exer- 
cise, they shall find it as liard to confine a wild -drake, as a youth 
who can swim like one.” 

The band had now reached the edge of the water, and one of 
the party advancing displayed Lord Lindesay^s peimon, waving it 
repeatedly to and fro, while that Baron liimself blew a clamorous 
blast on his bugle. A banner was presently displayed from the 
roof of the castle in reply to chose signals, and one or two figures 
were seen busied as if unmooring a boat which lay close to tho islet. 

“ It will be some time ere they can reach us with tlie boat,” 
said the companion of the Lord Lindesay ; should we not do 
well to proceed to the town, and array ourselves in some better 
order, ere wc appear before 

" You may do as you list. Sir Robert,” replied Lindesay, ‘‘ I 
have neither time nor temper to waste on such vanities. She has 
cost me many a hard ride^ and must not now take offence at tho 
tliread-baro cloak and soiled doublet that 1 am arrayed in. It is 
the livery to which she has brought all Scotland.” 

“ Do not speak so harshly,” said Sir Robert ; “ if she hath done 
wrong, she liath dearly abied it ; and in losing all real power, one 
would not deprive her of the littio external homage due at once to 
a lady and a princess.” 

^I say to you once more. Sir Robert MelvDlo,” replied Linde- 
say, " do as you will — for me, 1 am now too old to dink myself 
as a gallant to grace the bower of dames.”^ 

The bower of dames, my lord 1” said Melville, looking at 
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the rude old tower — “is it yon dark and grated castle, the 
prieon of a captive Queen, to which you give so gay a name 

“ Name it as you list,” replied Lindesay ; “ had the Itegcnt desired 
to send an envoy capable to speak to a captive Queen, there are 
many gallants in his court who would have courted the occasion 
to make speeches out of Amadis of Gaul, or the Mirror of Knight- 
hood. But when he sent blunt old Lindesay, ho knew he would 
speak to a misguided woman, as her former misdoings and her 
present state render necessary. 1 sought not this employment — 
it has been thrust upon mo ; and I will not cumber myself with 
more form in the discharge of it, than needs must be tacked to 
such an occupation.” 

So saying, Lord Lindesay threw himself from horseback, and, 
wrapping his riding-cloak around him, lay down at lazy length 
upon the sward, to await tlio arrival of the boat, which was now 
seen rowing from the castle towards the shore. Sir Robert 
Melville, who had also dismounted, walked at short turns to and 
fro upon the bank, his arms crossed on his breast, often looking 
to the castle, and displaying in his countenance a mixture of sorrow 
and of anxiety. The rest of tlie party sate like statues on horse- 
back, without moving so much as the points of tlicir lances, wliich 
they held upright in the air. 

As soon as the boat approached a rude quay or landing-place, 
near to which they had stationed themselves, Lord Lindesay started 
up from his recumbent posture, and asked the person who steered, 
why he had not brought a larger boat with liim to transport his 
retinue. 

"So please you,” replied the boatman, " because it is tho order 
of our lady, that we bring not to the castle more than four per- 
sons.” 

" Thy lady is a wise woman,” .said Lindesay, " to suspect me of 
treachery ! — Or, had I intended it, what was to hinder us from 
throwing you and your comrades into the lake, and filling the boat 
with my own fellows 1” 

The steersman, on hearing this, made a hasty signal to liis men 
to hack their oars, and hold off from the shore which they were 
approaching. 

" Why, thou ass,” said Lindc.say, " thou didst not tliink that I 
meant thy fooFs head serious harm ? ilark thee, friend — with 
fewer than three servants I will go no whither — Sir Robert 
Melville will require at least the attendance of one domestic ; and 
it will bo at your peril and your lady’s to refuse us admission, 
come hither as wc are on matters of groat national concern.” 

The steeramau answered with firmneas, but with great civility 
of expression, that his orders were positive to bring no more than 
four into the island, but he offered to row back to obtain a revisal 
of his orders. 

" Do so, my firiend,” said Sir Robert Melville, after he had in 
vain endeavoured to persuade bis stubborn companion to con« 
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sent to a temporary abatement of his train, “ row back to tlie 
castle, sitli it will be no better, and obtain thy lady’s orders to 
transport the Lord Lmdesay, myself, and our retinue hither.” 

“ And hearken,” said Lord Lindcsay, take with you this page, 
w'ho comes as an attendant on your lady’s guest. — Dismount, 
siri'ah,” said he, addressing Roland, *‘and embark with them in 
that boat.” 

And what is to become of my hoi*se ?” said Gneme ; I am 
answerable for him to my master.” 

“ I will relieve you of the charge,” said Lindesay ; thou wilt 
have little enough to do with horse, saddle, t)r bridle, for ten years 
to come — Thou mayst take the halter an thou wilt — it may stand 
thee in a turn.” 

“ If 1 thought so,” said Roland — but he was interrupted by 
Sir Robert Melville, who said to him, good-humouredly, “ Dispute 
it not, young friend — resistance can do no good, but may well 
run thee into danger.” 

Roland Grtenie felt the justice of wdiat he said, and, though 
neither delighted with the matter or manner of Lindesay’s address, 
deemed it best to submit to necessity, and to embark without 
farther remonstrance. The men plied their oai-s. The ciuay, 
with tlie party of horse stationed near it, receded from the page’s 
eyes — the castle and the islet seemed to draw near in the same 
proportion, and in a brief space he landed under the shadow of a 
liugQ old tree which overhung the landing place. The steersman 
and Grecme leaped ashore ; the boatmen remained lying on tlicir 
oai'S ready for farther service. 


CHAPTER XXI. 


Could valour aught avail or people’s love. 

France liud not wept i'''avnrr«^’8 bravo Henry slain ; 

If wit or beauty could couipiuision move, 

The Hose of Scotland bad not wept in vain. 

Ehgy m a Royal A/aM^otewna. — LK\v^s. 

Ar the gate of the court-yard of Lochleven appeared the 
stately form of the Lady of Lochleven, a female whose early 
charms had captivated James V., by whom she became mother 
of the celebrated Regent Murray. As she was of noble birth 
(being a daughter of tlie House of Mar) and of great beauty, 
her intimacy with James did not prevent her being afterwards 
sought in honourable marriage by many gallants of the time, 
among whom she had preferred Sir WiUiam Douglas of Loch- 
leven. But well has it been said, 

“ Our pleasant vices 

Arc made the whips to scourge us”— 
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The station which the Lady of Lochleven now held as the wife 
of a man of high rank and interest, and tlie mother of a lawful 
family, did not prevent her nourishing a painful sense of degrada- 
tion, even while she was proud of tlic talents, the power, and tho 
station of her son, now prime ruler of tlic state, but still a pledge 
of her illicit intercourse. “ Had James done to her,” she said, 
in her secret heart, the justice he owed her, she had seen in 
her son, as a source of unmixed delight and of unchastened pride, 
the lawful monarch of Scotland, and one of the ablest who ever 
swayed the scoptro. 'J1ic House of Mar, not inferior in antiquity 
or grandeur to that of Drummond, would then have also boasted 
a Queen among its daughters, and escaped the stain attached to 
female frailty, even when it has a royal lover for its apology.” 
While such feelings preyed on a bost)m naturally proud and 
severe, they had a correspoiidiiig effect on her couiil*,nuucL», 
where, with the remains of great beauty, were mingled traits 
indicjitive of inward discontent and peevish melancholy. It per- 
haps contributed to increase this habitual temperament, that the 
Lady Loclilevcn had adopted uncommonly rigid and severe views 
of religion, imitating in her ideas of reformed faith tho very 
worst errors of tlie Catholics, in limiting the benefit of tlie gospel 
to those who j)rofess their own speculative tenets. 

In every wspect, tlie imiortunatc Queen Mary, now the 
compulsory guest, or rath<‘r prisoner, of this sullen lady, was 
obnoxious to her hosh'ss. Lady Lochleven disliked her as the 
daughter of ]\Iary ol Guise, the legal possessor of those rights 
over James’s heart and hand, of which she conceived herself to 
have been injariously deprived ; and yet more so as tho professor 
of a religion which she detested worse than Paganism, 

Such was the dame, who, with stately mien, and sharp yet 
handsome features, shrouded by her black velvet coif, interro- 
gated the domestic who steered her barge to the shore, what had 
become of Tiiiide&ay and Sir Robert Melville. Tlic man related 
what had passed, and she smiled scornfully as she replied, “ Fools 
must be flattered, not fough ten with. — Row back — make thy 
excuse as thou canst — say Lord Ruthven hath already reached 
this castle, and tliat he is impatient for Lord Lindesay’s presence. 
Away with thee, Randal — yet stay — wliat galopiii is that thou 
hast brought hither ?” 

So please you, ray lady, he is tlie page who is to wait 
upon ” 

“ Ay, the new male minion,” said the I^ady Lochleven ; tho 
female attendant arrived yesterday. I shall have a h ell-ordered 
house with this lady and her retinue ; but I trust they will soon 
find some others to undertake such a charge. Begone, Randal 
— and you ” (to Roland Grierue) “ follow me to the garden.” 

She led the way with a slow and stately step to the small 
garden, which, enclosed by a stone wall ornamented with statues, 
and an artificial fountain in the centre, extended its dull parterres 
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on tho side of the court-yard, with which it communicated by a 
low and arched portal. Within the narrow circuit of its formal 
and limited walks, Mary Stewart was now learning to perform 
the weary part of a prisoner, which, with little interval, she was 
doomed to sustain during the remainder of her life. She was 
followed in her slow and melancholy exercise by two female 
attendants ; but in the first glance which Koland Grsemo 
bestowed upon one so illustrious by birth, so distinguished by 
her beauty, accomplishments, and misfortunes, he was sensible 
of the presence of no other than the unhappy Queen of Scotland. 

Her face, her form, have been so deeply impressed upon the 
imagination, that even at the distance of nearly three centuries, 
it is unnecessary to remind the most ignorant and uninformed 
reader of tho striking traits which charaotonze that remarkable 
countenance, which seems at once to combine our ideas of the 
majestic, the pleasing, and the brilliant, leaving us to doubt 
whether they express most happily the queen, the beauty, or the 
accomplished woman. Who is there, that, at tlie very mention 
of Mary Stewart’s name, has not her countenance before him, 
familiar as that of the mistress of his youth, or the favourite 
daughter of his advanced age 1 Even those who feel themselves 
compelled to believe all, or much, of what her enemies laid to 
her charge, cannot think without a sigh upon a countenance 
expressive of any thing rather than the foul crimes with which 
she was charged when living, and which still c«mtiuue to shade, 
if not to blacken, her memory. That brow, so truly open and 
regal — those eyebrows, so regularly graroful, which yet were 
saved from tho charge of regular insipidity by the beautiful effect 
of the hazel eyes which they overarched, and which seem to 
utter a thousand histories — the nose, with all its (irecian preci- 
sion of outline — the mouth £.0 w^ell proportioned, so sw’eetly 
formed, as if designed to speak nothing but what was delightful 
to hear — > tho dimpled chin — the stately swan-hke neck, form a 
countenance, the like of w'hich wo know not to have existed in 
any other character moving in that class of life, where the 
actresses as w'dl us the actors command general and undivided 
attention. It is in vain to say that the (portraits which exist of 
this remarkable woman are not like each other; for, u midst their 
discrepancy, each possesses general features w'hich tlio eye at 
once acknowledges as peculiar to the vision which our imagina- 
tion has raised while we read her history for the first time, and 
which has been impressed upon it by the numerous prints and 
pictures which we have seen. Indeed we cannot look on the 
worst of them, however deficient in point of execution, without 
saying that it is meant for Queen Mary ; and no small instance 
it is of the power of beauty, that her charms should have 
remained the subject not merely of admiration, but of waim and 
chivalrous interest, after tlie lapse of such a length of time. We 
know tliat by far the must acute of thoso who, in latter days. 
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have adopted the unfavourable view of Mary’s character, longed, 
like the executioner before his dreadful task was performed, to 
kiss the fair hand of her on whom he was about to perform so 
horrible a duty. 

Dressed, then, in a deep mourning robe, and with all those 
charms of face, shape, and manner, with which faithful tradition 
hsis made each reader familiar, Mary SU^wart advanced to meet 
the Lady of Lochleven, who, on her part, endeavoured to conceal 
disliice and apprehension under the appearance of respectful 
inditfcrcTice. The truth was, that she had experienced repeatedly 
the Queen’s superiority in that species of disguised yet cutting 
sarcasm, with which women can successfully avenge themselves, 
fur real and substantial injuries. It may be well doubted, 
whetlicr this talent was not as fatal to its possessor as the many 
others enjoyed by that highly gifted, but most unhappy female ; 
for, while it often afforded her a momentary triumph over her 
keepers, it failed not to exasperxite their resentment; and the 
satire and sarcasm in which sho had indulged, wore frequently 
retaliated by the deep and bitter hardships which they had thu 
power of inflicting. It is well known that her death was at 
length hastened by a letter whieh she wrote to Queen Klizabetli, 
in which she treated her jealous rival, and the Countess of 
Shrewsbury, with the koonest irony and ridicule. 

As the ladies met together, the Queen said, bending her head 
at the same time iu return to the obeisance of the Lady Loch- 
leven, We arc this day fortunate — we enjoy the company of 
our amiable hostess at an unusual hour, and during a period 
which we have hitherto been permitted to give to our private 
exercise. But our good hostess knows well she lias at all times 
access to our presence, and need not observe the useless cere- 
mony of requiring our permission.” 

I am sorry my presence is deemed an intrusion by your 
Grace,’' said the Lady of Lochleven. " 1 came but to announce 
the arrival of an addition to your train,” motioning with her 
hand towards Roland Gneine; “ a circumstance to >\hich ladies 
arc seldom indifferent.” 

“ Oh ! I crave your ladyship’s pardon ; and am bent to the 
earth with obligations for the kindness of my nobles — or my 
sovereigns, shall 1 call them ? - who have pcuTiiitted me such a 
respectable addition to my personal retinue.” 

“ They have indeed studied, madam,” said the Lady of Loch- 
leven, to shew tlieir kindness towards your Crace — sometliing 
at the risk perhaps of sound policy, and 1 trust tlieir doings will 
not be misconstrued.” 

** Impossible !” said the Queen ; “ the bounty which permits 
the daughter of so many kings, and who yet is Queen of tho 
realm, the atteadaiice of two waiting-women and a boy, is a 
grace which Mary Stewart can never sufficiently acknowledge. 
Why! my train will be equal to that of any country dame in thia 
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yonr kingdom of Fife, saving but the lack of a gentleman*usher, 
and a pair or two of blue-coated serving-men. But 1 must not 
foFTOti in my selfish joy, the additional trouble and charges to 
which this rnagnificeiit augmentation of our train will put our 
kind hostess, and the whole house of Loclileven. It is this 
prudent anxiety, I am aware, which clouds your brows, my 
worthy lady. But be of good cheer ; tho crown of Scotland has 
many a fair manor, and your affectionate son, and my no less 
affectionate brother, will eudow the gt)od knight your husband 
with the best of them, ere Mary should be disinisscd from this 
hospitable castle from your ladyship’s lack of means to support 
the charges.” 

‘‘ The Douglasses of Lochlcven, madam,” answered the lady, 
“ have known for ages how to discharge their duty to tho State, 
without looking for reward, oven when the task was both irksome 
and dangerous.” 

" Nay ! but, my dear Locblevcn,” said the Queen, “ you are 
over scrupulous — I pray you accept of a goodly manor ; what 
should support tlie Queen of Scotland m this her princely court, 
saving her own crown-lands — and who should minister to the 
wants of a mother, save an affectionate son like tlie Earl of 
Murray, who possesses so w'onderfuUy both the power and incli- 
nation 1 — Or said you it was the danger of the task which 
clouded your smooth and hospitable brow ? — No doubt, a page 
is a formidable addition to my body-guard of females; and I 
betliink me it must have been for that reason that my Lord of 
Liudesay refused oven now to venture within the reach of a force 
80 formidable, without being attended by a competent retinue.” 

The Lady Loclileven started, and looked something surprised ; 
and Mary, suddenly changing her manner from the smooth 
ironical affectation of mildness to an accent of austere command, 
and drawing up at the same time her fine person, said, with the 
full majesty of her rank, “ Yes* Lady of Lochleven ; I know tliat 
Ruthven is already in the castle, and that Lindesay waits on tho 
bank the return of your barge to bring him hither along with Sir 
Robert Melville. For what purpose do these nobles come — and 
why am I not in ordinary decency apprised of their arrival ?” 

‘‘Their purpose, madam,” replied tho Lady of Lochleven, 
“ tliey must themsclvos explain — but a formal annunckvtion were 
needless, wiiere your Grace hath attendants who can play the 
espial so weil.^’ 

“ Alas I poor Fleming,” said the Queen, turning to the elder of 
the female attendants, “thou wilt be tried, condciniied, and 
gibbeted, for a spy in the garrison, because thou didst chance to 
cross the great hall while my good Lady of Lochleven was par- 
leying at me full pitch of her voice with her pilot Randal. Fut 
black wool in thy ears, girl, as you value tlie wearing of them 
kmger. Remember, iu tho Castle of Loclileven, ears and tongues 
iforo matters not of use, but for show merely. Our good hostess 



THE ABBOT. 


187 

tian hear, as well as speak, for us all. We excuse your farther 
attendance, my lady hostess,’* she said, oxicc more addressing the 
object of her resentment, “ and retire to prepare for an interview 
with our rebel lords. We will use the ante-chamber of our 
sleeping apartment ns our hall of audience. You, young man,’* 
she proceeded, addressing Roland Graeme, and at once softening 
the ironical sharpness of her manner into goo<i-humoured 
raillery, “ you, wlio are all our male attendance, from our Lord 
High Chamberlain down to our least galopin, follow us to prepare 
our court.’* 

She turned, and walked slowly towards the castle. The Lady 
of Lochleven folded her arms, and smiled in bitter resentment, as 
she watched her retiring steps. 

“ Thy whole male attendance !** she muttered, n^peating the 
Queen’s last words, “and well for thee had it been had thy 
train never been larger ;** then tuniing to Roland, in whose way 
she had stood while making this pause, she made room for him to 
pass, saying at the same time, ‘‘ Art thou aliHiady eaves-dropping I 
follow thy mistress, minion, and, if tliou wilt, tell her what I have 
now said.” 

Roland Graeme hastened after his royal mistress and her 
attendants, who bad just entered a postern-gatc communicating 
betwixt the castle and the small garden. They ascended a winding- 
stair as high as til 0 second story, which was in a great measure 
occupied by a suite of three rooms, opening into each otlier, and 
assigned as the dwelling of the captive Princess. The outermost 
was a small hall or ante-room, within whiidi opened a large 
parlour, and from that again the Queen’s bedroom. Another 
small apartment, which opened into the same parlour, contained 
the beds of the gentlewomen in waiting. 

Roland Granie stopped, as became his station, in the outer- 
most of these apartments, there to await such orders as might be 
communicated to him. From the grated window of the room ho 
saw Lindesay, Melville, and their followers disembark ; and 
observed that tliey were met at the castle gate by a third noble, 
to whom Lindesay exclaimed, in Iiis loud harsh voice, “ My Lord 
of Ruthven, you have the start of us I” 

At this instant, the page’s attention was called to a burst of 
hysterical sobs from the inner apartment, and to the hurried 
ejaculations of the terrified females, which led him almost instantly 
to hasten to their assistance. When he entered, he saw that the 
Queen had dirown herself into the large chair which stood nearest 
the door, and was sobbing for breath in a strong fit of hysterical 
affection. The elder female supported her in her arms, while the 
younger bathed her face with water and with tears alternately. 

Hasten, young man !” said the elder lady, in alarm, “ fly — 
call in assistance — she is swooning !” 

But the Queen ejaculated in a faint and broken voice, Stir 
not, 1 cliarge you 1 — call no one to witness 1 am better -— 1 
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shall recover instantly/’ And, indeed, with an effort which 
seemed like that of one struggling for life, she sate up in her chair, 
and endeavoured to resume her composure, while her features yet 
trembled with the violent emotion of body and mind which she 
liad undei^one. 1 am ashamed of my weakness, girls,” she 
said, taking the hands of her attendants ; “ but it is over — and 
1 am Mary Stewart once more. The savage tone of that man’s 
voice — my knowledge of his insolence — the name which he 
named — the purpose for which they come, may excuse a moment’s 
weakness — and it shall be a moment’s only.” She snatched 
from her head the curch or cap, which had been disordered 
during her hysterical agony — shook down the thick clustered 
tresses of dark brown which had been before veiled under it — 
and, drawing her slender fingers across the labyrinth wliich they 
formed, she arose from the chair, and stood like the inspired 
image of a CJrecian prophetess, in a mood which partook at once 
of sorrow and pride, of smiles and of tears. “'We are ill 
appointed,” she said, “ to meet our rebel subjects ; but, as fai' as 
we may, we will strive to present ourselvt's as becomes tlieir 
Queen. Follow me, my maidens,” she said ; “ what says thy 
favourite song, my Fleming 1 

* ]V\y inaidfl, come to my drcBsing-bower, 

And deck mv nut-brown hair ; 

Where’er ye laid n plait before, 

Look ye lay ten times mair.' 

Alas I” she added, when she had repeated with a smile these lines 
of an old ballad, “ violence has already robbed me of the ordinary 
decorations of my rank ; and the few tli^^t nature gave me have 
been destroyed by sorrow and by fear,” Yet wliile she spoke 
thus, she again let her slender fingers stray through the wilder- 
ness of the beautiful tresses which veiled her kingly neck and 
swelling bosom, as if, in her agony of mind, she had not altogether 
iMt the consciousness of her unrivalled charms. Roland Groemo, 
on whose youth, inexpeiience, and ardent sense of what was 
dignified and lovely, the demeanour of so fair and high-bom a 
lady wrought like the charm of a magician, stood rooted to the 
spot with surprise and interest, longing to hazard his life in a 
quarrel so fair as that w'hicli Mary Stewart’s must needs be. She 
had been bred in France — she was possessed of the most dis- 
tinguished beauty — she had reigned a Queen, and a Scottish 
Queen, to wliom knowledge of character was as essential as the 
use of vital air. In all these capacities, Mary Nvas, of all women 
on the earth, most alert at perceiving and using tho advantages 
which her charms gave her over almost all who came within the 
sphere of their influence. She cast on Roland a glaiice which 
might have melted a heart of stone. “ My poor boy,” she said, 
wiui a feeling partly real, partly politic, “ thou art a stranger to 
us — sent to this doleful captivity from the society of some tender 
mother, or sister, or maiden, with whom you had freedom to tread 
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a gay measui^ round tho Maypjjle. I grieve for you ; but you 
are the only male in my limited household — wilt thou obey my 
orders ?” 

“ To the death, madam,*’ said Graeme, in a determined tone. 

“ Then keep the door of mine apartment,” said the Queen ; 
“ keep it till they offer actual violence, or till we shall be fitly 
arrayed to receive these intrusive visiters.” 

“ I will defend it till they pass over my body,” said Holand 
Graimo ; any hesitation whicli ho had felt concerning the line of 
conduct he ought to pursue, being coiiii>lctely swept away by the 
impulse of tho moment. 

“ Not so, rny good youth,” answered Mary; “ not so, I command 
thee. If 1 have one faithful subject beside me, much need, God 
wot, I have to care for his safety. liesist them but till they are put 
to the shame of using actual violence, and then give way I charge 
you. l^mcmber my commands.” And, with a smile expi'essive 
at once of favour and of authority, she turned from him, and, 
followed by her attendants, entered the bedroom. 

I’lie youngest paused for half a second ere she followed her 
companion, and made a signal to Roland Grasmo with her hand. 
He had been already long aware that this was Catherine Seyton 
— a circumstance which could not much sui'prisc a youtli of quick 
intellects, who rc'colleeted the sf>rt of mysterious discourse which 
had passed betwixt the two matrons at the deserted nunnery, and 
on which his meeting with Catherine in this place seemed to cast 
so much light. Yet such was the engrossing efiect of Mary’s 
presence, that it surmounted for the moment even the feelings of 
a youthful lover ; and it was not until Catherine Seyton had dis- 
appeared, tliat Roland began to consider in what relation they 
were to stand to each other. She held up her band to me in a 
commanding manner,” he thought ; “ perhaps she wanted to 
confirm my ]mr]iose for the execution of the Queen’s commands; 
for I think she could scarce purpose to scare me witli tlie sort of 
discipline which she administered to the groom in the frieze* 
jacket, and to poor Adam Woodcock. But we will see to that 
anon ; meantime, lot us do justice to tho trust reposed in us by 
this unhappy Queen. J think my Lord of Murray will himself 
own that it is the duty of a faithful page to defend his lady against 
intrusion on her privacy.” 

Accordingly, he stepped to the little vestibule, made fast, with 
lock and bar, tho door which opened from thence to the lar^ 
staircase, and then sat himself down to attend the result. He 
had not long to wait — a rude and strong liand first essayed to 
lift the latch, then pushed and shook the door with violence, and, 
when it resisted his attempt to open it, exclaimed, ** Undo the 
door there, you within !” 

“ Why, and at whose command,” said the page, “ am 1 to 
undo tho door of tho apartments of the Queen of Scotland 1” 

Another vain attempt, which made liinge and bolt jingle, shewed 
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that tho impatient applicant without would willingly have entered 
altogether regardless of liia cliallengo ; but at length an answer 
waa returned. 

“ Undo the door, on your peril — the Lord Lindesay comfes to 
speak with the Lady Mary of Scotland.” 

‘‘ The Lord Lindesay, as a Scottish noble,” answered the page, 

must await his Sovereign’s leisure.” 

An earnest altercation ensued amongst those without, in 
wliich Roland distinguished the remarkable harsh voice of 
Lindesay in reply to Sir Robert Melville, who appcai'ed to have 
been using some soothing language — No ! no! no ! I tell tlicc, 
no I I will place a petard against the door rather than be baulked 
by a profligate woman, and bearded by an insolent footboy.” 

“ Yet, at least,” said Melville, “ let me try fair means in the 
first instance. Violence to a lady would stain your scutcheon for 
ever. Or await till my Lord Ruthven comes.” 

“ I will await no longer,” said Lindesay ; “ it is liigh time the 
business were done, and we on our return to the council. But 
thou may eat try thy fair play, as thou cal lest it, while 1 cause my 
train to prepare the petard. I came hither provided with as good 
gunpowder as blew up the Kirk of Field.” 

** For God’s sake, be patient,” said Melville ; and, approaching 
tho door, ho said, as sjpeaking to those within, Let the Queen 
know that J, her faithful servant, Robert Melville, do entreat her, 
for her o^Vn sake, and to prevent worse consequences, that she \vill 
undo the door, and admit Lord Lindesay, who brings a mission 
from the Council of State.” 

“ I will do your errand to the Queen,” said the page, “ and re- 
port to you her answer.” 

He went to the door of tho bedchamber, and tapping against it 
gently, it was opened by the elderly lady, to whom ho communi- 
cated his errand, and returned with directions from the Queen 
to admit Sir Robert Mehillo and Lord Lindesay. Roland 
Grseme returned to the vestibule, and opened the door accor- 
dingly, into which the Lord Lindesay sti'ode, witli the air of a 
soldier who has fought his way into a conquered fortress ; while 
Melville, deeply dejected, followed him more slowly. 

" I draw you to witness, and to record,” said the page to this 
last, " that, save for the especial commands of the Queen, 1 
would have made good the entrance, with my best strength, and 
my best blood, against all Scotland.” 

“Bo silent, young man,” said Melville, in a tone of grave 
rebuke ; “ add not brands to fire — tliis is no time to make a 
flourish of thy boyish chivalry.” 

“ She has not appeared even yet,” said Lindesay, who had 
now reached the midst of the parlour or audience-room ; “ how 
call you this trifling ?” 

“ Patience, my lord,” replied Sir Robert, “ time presses not 

and Lord Ruthven hath not as yet descended.” 
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At this moment the door of the inner apartment opened, and 
Queen Mary presented herself, advancing with an air of peculiar 
grace and majesty, and seeming totally unruffled, cither by the 
visit,* or by the rude manner in which it had been enfoi'ced. 
Her dress was a robe of black velvet ; a small ruff, open in front, 
gave a full view of her beautifully-formed chin and neck, but 
veiled the bosom. On her head sho wore a small cap of lace, 
and a transparent wliite veil hung from her shoulders over the 
long black robe, in large loose folds, so that it could be drawn 
at pleasure over the face and person. Sho wore a cross of gold 
around her neck, and had her rosary of gold and ebony hanging 
from her girdle. She wa^^ closely followed by her two ladies, 
who remained standing behind her during the conference. Even 
Lord Lindesay, though the rudest noble of that rude age, w'as 
surprised inte something like respect by the unconcerned and 
majestic mien of her, whom he had expected to find frantic with 
impotent passion, or dissolved in useless and vain sorrow, or 
overwhelmed with the fears likely in such a situation to assail 
fallen royalty. 

“We fear wo have detained you, my Lord of Lindesay,” said 
the Queen, while she curtsied with dignity in answer to his 
reluctant obeisance ; “ but a female does not willingly receive her 
visiters without some minutes spent at the toilette. Men, iny 
lord, are less dependant on such ceremonies.” 

Lord Lindesay, easting his eye down on his own travel-stained 
and disordered dress, muttered something of a hasty journey, 
and the Queen paid her greeting to Sir Robert Melville with 
courtesy, and even, .as it seemed, with kindness. There was 
then a dead pause, during which Lindesay looked towards the 
door, as if expecting with impatience the eolloaguc of their 
embassy. The Queen alone was entirely unembarrassed, and, as 
if to break tlie silence, she addressed Lord Lindesay, witli a 
glance at the large and cumbrous sword which he wore, as 
already mentioned, hanging from his neck, 

“ You have there a trusty and a weighty travelling companion, 
my lord. I trust you expected to meet with no enemy here, 
against whom such a fonnidablo w^eapon could be necessary ? It 
is, methinks, somewhat a singular ornament for a court, though 
1 am, as 1 well need to be, too much of a Stewart to fear a 
sword.” 

“ It is not the first time, madam,” replied Lindesay, bringing 
round the weapon so as to rest its point on tlie ground, and 
leaning one hand on the huge cross-handlo, “ it is not tlie flrst 
time that this weapon lias intruded itself into tlie presence of the 
House of Stewart.” 

“ Possibly, my lord,” replied the Queen, “ it may have done 
service to rny ancestors — Your ancestora were men of loyalty.” 

“ Ay, madam,” replied he, “'Bervice it hath done ; but such as 
kings love neither to acknowledge nor to reward. It was the * 
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aerviee which the knife renders to the tree whi^ trimming it to*^ 
the quick, and depriving it of tho superfluous growth of rank and 
unfruitful suckers, which rob it of nourishment.’* 

You talk riddles, my lord,” said Mary ; “ 1 will hope the 
explanation carries nothing insulting with it.” 

You shall judge, madam,” answered Lindesay. “ With this 
good sword was Archibald Douglas, Eai*! of Angus, girded on the 
memorable day when he acquired the name of Bell-the-Oit, for 
dragging from the presence of your great-grandfather, the third 
James of the race, a crew of minions, flatterers, and favourites, 
whom he hanged over the bridge of Lauder, as a warning to such 
reptiles how they approach a £:ottisii throne. With this same 
weapon, the same inflexible champion of Scottish honour and 
nobility slew at one blow Spens of Kilspindic, a courtier of your 
grandmther, James tlie Fourth, who had dared to speak lightly of 
him in the royal presence. They fought near tlie brook of Fala; 
and Bell-the-Cat, with this blade, sheared tlirough the thigh of 
his opponent, and lopped the limb as easily as a shepherd’s boy 
slices a twig from a sapling.” 

“ My lord,” replied the Queen, reddening, “ my nerves are too 
good to be alarmed oven by this terrible liistory — May I ask how 
a blade so illustrious passed from the House of Douglas to that of 
Lindesay ? — Methijiks it should have been preserved as a conse- 
crated relic, by a family who have held all that they could do 
against their king, to bo done in favour of their country.” 

** Nay, madam,” said Melville, anxiously interfering, ** ask not 
tliat question of Lord Lindesay — And you, my lord, for shame 
— for decency — forbear to reply to it.” 

“It is time that this lady should hear the truth,” replied 
Lindesay. 

“ And be assured,” said tlie Queen, “ that she will be moved to 
anger by none that you can tell her, my lord. There are cases in 
which just scorn has always t^ie mastery over just anger.” 

“ Then know,” said Lindesay, “ that upon the field of Carberry- 
hill, when tliat false and infamous traitor and murderer, James, 
sometime Earl of Botliwell, and nicknamed Duke of Orkney, 
offered to do pn-sonal battle with any of the associated nobles 
who came to drag him to justice, I accepted his challenge, and 
was by the noble Earl of Morton gifted with his good sword that 
I might therewith fight it out — Ah ! so help me Heaven, had his 
presumption been one grain more, or his cowardice one grain 
less, I should have done sucli work witli tins good steel on his 
traitorous corpse, that the hounds and carrion-crows sliould have 
found their morsels daintily carved to their use 1” 

The Queen’s courage well-nigh gave way at the mention of 
Bothwell’s name — a name connected with such a train of guilt, 
sliame, and disaster. But the prolonged boast of Lindesay gave 
her time to rally herself, and to answer with an appearance of 
cold contempt — “ It is easy to slay an enemy who enters not tl\e 



THE ABBOT. 


193 


lists. But had Mary Stewart inherited her father’s sword as well 
as his sceptre, the boldest of her rebels should not upon that day 
have complained that they had no one to cope withal. Your 
lordship will forgive ino it I abridge tliis conference. A brief 
description of a bloody fight is long enough to satisfy a lady’s 
curiosity ; and unless my Lord of Lindesay has something more 
important to tell us than of the deeds which old Bell-the-Cat 
achieved, and how he would himself havo emulated them, had 
time and tide permitted, we will retire to our private apartment, 
and you, Fleming, shall finish reading to us yonder little treatise 
Des Ho^Umiontadeg EspagvoUes.** 

“ Tarry, madam,” said Lindesay, his complexion reddening in 
his turn ; “ I know your quick wit too well of old to have sought 
an interview that you might sharpen its edge at the expense of my 
lionoiir. Lord Tluthven and myself, with Sir Robert J^felville as 
a concurrent, come to your Grace on llie part of the Secret 
Council, to tender to you what much concerns tho safety of your 
own life and the welfare of the State.” 

“ The Secret Council V* said the Queen ; “ by what pow'crs can 
it subsist or act, while 1, from whom it holds its character, am 
here detained under unjust restraint ? But it matters not — 
Avhat concerns the welfare of Scotland shall be acceptable to Mary 
Stewart, come from wliatevcr quarter it will — and for what con- 
cerns her o\vn life, slie has lived long enough to be weary of it, 
even at the age of twenty-five. — w here is your colleague, my 
lord ? — why tarries he V* 

“ He comes, madam,” said Melville, and Lord Hnthvcu entered 
at the instant, holding in his hand a packet. As tlio Quocn 
returned his salutation she became deadly pale, but instantly 
recovered herself by dint of strong and sudden resolution, just 
as tlie noble, whoso appearance seemed to excite such emotions 
in her bosom, entered the apartment in company with George 
iJouglas, the youngest son of the Knight of Lochleven, who, 
during the absence of his father and brethren, acted as Seneschal 
of the Castle, under the direction of the elder Lady Lochleven, his 
father’s mother. 


CHAPTER XXII. 

I giv© this heavy weight from off my head, 

And tills unwieldy eceptro from my nand ; 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 

With mv own band 1 give away my crown. 

With mine own tongue deny niy sacred state, 

With mine own breath release all duteous oaths. 

Richard II. 

liOnD Ruthvbn had the look and hearing which became a 
soldier and a statesman, and the martial cast of his form and 

VOL. XI. N 
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features procured him the popular epithet of Greysteil, by which 
he was distiiiguislied by his intimates, after the hero of a metrical 
I'omaiice then genomlly known. His dress, which was a buff- 
coat embroidered, had a half-militiiry chai’acter, but exhibited 
nothing of the sordid negligence which distinguished that of 
Lindeaay. But the son of an ill-fatcd sire, and the father of a 
yet more unfortunate family, bore in his hwk that cast of 
inauspicious melancholy, by which the physiognomists of that 
time protended to distinguish those who were predestined to a 
violent and unhappy death. 

The terror which the presence of this nobleman impressed ou 
the Q^ueen’s mind, arose from the active share he had borne in 
the slaughter of David Uizzio ; his father having presided at the 
peri)etration of that abominable crime, although so weak from 
long and wasting illness, that he could not endure the weight of his 
annour, having arisen from a sick-bed to commit a murder in the 
presence of his Sovereign. On that occasion his son also had 
attended and taken an active part. It was little to be wondered 
at, that the Q,ueen, considering lier condition when such a deed 
of horror was acted in her presence, should retain an instinctive 
terror for tlie principal actors in the murder. She returned, 
liowever, with grace the salutation of Lord Knthven, and extended 
her hand to George Douglas, who kneeleMl, and kissed it with 
respect; the first mark of a subject’s homage whicli Roland 
Grceme had seen any of them render to tlie captive Sovereign. 
She returned his greeting in silence, and thei-e was a brief paii«e, 
during which the steward of the castle, a num of a sad brow and 
a severe eye, placed, under George Douglas’s directiiMis, a table 
and writing materials ; and the page, obedient to his inistrcHs’s 
dumb signal, advanced a largo chair to tlie side on which the 
Queen stood, the tabic thus forming a sort of bar which divided 
the Queen and her perscnial followers from her unwelcomo visiters. 
The steward then withdrcsw after a low reverence. When he had 
closed the door behind him, the Queen broke silence — “ With 
your favour^ my lords, I will sit — my walks arc not indeed 
extensive enough at present to fatigue me greatly, ycjt I find 
repose something more necessary than usual.” 

She sat down accordingly, and, shading her cheek with her 
beautiful hand, looked keenly and impressively at each of the 
nobles in turn. Mary Fleming applied her kerchief to her eyes, 
and Catherine Seyton and Roland Groerae cxchatiged a glance, 
which shewed that both were too deeply engrossed ‘with aenti- 
nicuta of interest and commiseration for tlieiir royal mistress, to 
think of any thing which regarded themselves. 

1 wait the purpose of your mission, my lords,” said the 
Queen, after she had been seated for about a minute without a 
word being spoken, — “1 wait your message from those you call 

Secret Council. — 1 trust it is a petition of pardon, and a 
d$$sire that 1 will resume my rightful throne, without using witU 
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due seventy my right of punishing those who have dispossessed 
mo of it.’* 

" Madam,” replied Ruthven, “ it is painful for us to si^ak harsh 
truths to a Princess who lias lung ruled us. But we come to 
offer, not to implore, pardon. In a word, madam, we have to 
propose to you on the part of tho Secret Council, that you sign 
these deeds, which will contribute greatly to the pacification of 
the State, tlie advancement of God’s word, and the welfare of your 
own future life.” 

“ Am 1 expected to take these fair words on trust, my lord ? or 
may I hear the contents of these reconciling papers, ere I am 
asked to sign Uiein V* 

“Unquestionably, madam; it is our purpose and wish, you 
should read what you are required to sign,” replied Ruthven- 

“ Required ?” nqdied the Queen, with some emphasis ; “ but 
the phrase suits well the matter — read, my lord.” 

Tiic Lord Ruthven proceeded to read a formal instrument, 
running in the Queen’s name, and setting forth that she had been 
called, at an early age, to the administration of the crow'n and 
realm of Scotland, and had toiled diligently therein, until she was in 
body and spirit so W’earied out and disgusted, that she was unabk* 
any longer to endure the travail and pain of State affairs ; and that 
since God had blessed her with a fair and hopeful son, she was de- 
sirous to ensure to him, even while she yet lived, his succession to 
the crown, which was his by right of hereditary descent. “ Where- 
fore,” the instrument proceeded, “we, of the motherly affection 
we bear to our said son, have renounced and demitted, and by 
these our letters of free good-will, renounce and demit, the Crown, 
government, and guiding of the realm of Scotland, in favour of 
our said son, that he may succeed to us as native Prince thereof, 
as much as if wo had been I’omoved by disease, and not by our 
own proper act. And that this demission of our royal authority 
may have the more full and solemn effect, and none pretend 
ignorance, we give, grant, and commit, full and free and plain 
power to our trusty cousins. Lord Lindesay of tho Byres, and 
William I^ord Riithven, to appear in our name before as many 
of the nobility, clergy, and burgesses, as may be assembled at 
Stirling, and there, in our name and behalf, publicly, and in their 
presence, to renounce the Crown, guidance, and govcruiueut of 
this our kingdom of Scotland.” 

The Queen here broke in with an air of exti'cmio surprisiJ. 
“ How is this, my lords ?” sJio said : “ Are my ears turned rebels, 
that they deceive me with sounds so eximordiiiary ^ — And yet 
it is no wonder that, having conversed so long with rebellion, they 
ehould now force its language upon my understanding. Say 1 am 
mistaken, my lords — say, tVjr the honour of yourselves and the 
Scottish nobility, that my right trusty eonsins of Lindesay and 
Ruthven, two barons of warlilie fame and ancient line, have not 
sought the prison-house of their kind mistress for such a purpose 
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as ihcso words seem to imply. Say, for the sake of honour and 
loyalty, that my ears have deceived me.’’ 

“ No, madam,” said Ruthven gravely, ** your ears do not 
deceive you — they deceived you when they were closed against 
the preachers of the evangcle, and tho honest advice of your 
faithful subjects ; and when they were ever open to flattery of 
pickthanks and traitors, foreign cubiculoi’s and domestic minions, 
'fiio laud may no longer brook tlie rule of one who cannot rule 
hei*SGlf ; wherefore, I pray you to comply with tho last roinaining 
wish of your subjects and counsellors, and spare yourself and uh 
the farther agitation of matter so painful.” 

^ And is this all iny loving subjects require of me, my lord 1” 
said Mary, in a tone of bitter irony. Do they really stint them- 
selves to the easy boon that 1 should yield up the crown, which is 
mine by birthright, to an infant which is scarcely more than a 
year old — fling down my sceptre, and take up a distaff — Oh no I 
it is too little for them to ask — That other roll of parchment 
contains something harder to be complied with, and which may 
more higldy task my readiness to comply with the petitions of my 
lieges.” 

“This parchment,” answered Ruthven, in the same tone of 
inflexible gravity, and unfolding the instrument ns he spoke, “ is 
one by which your Grace constitutes your nearest in blood, and 
the most bonourablo and trustworthy of your subjects, James, 
iiarl of Murray, Regent of tho kingdom during the minority of 
the young King, lie already holms tho appointment from the 
Secret, Council.” 

The Queen gave a sort of sliriek, and, clapping her hands 
together, exclaimed, “ Comes the aiTow out of his quiver 1 — out 
of my brother’s bow i — Alas ! 1 looked for his return from 

France as my solo, at least my reaiiiest, chance of deliverance. — 
And yet, when I heard that he ha<l assumed the government, [ 
guessed he would shame to wield it in my name.” 

“ I must pray your answer, madam,” said Lord Ruthven, “ to 
the demand of the Council.” 

“ The demand of the Council I” said the Queen ; “ say rather 
the demand cf a set of robbers, impatient to divide tho spoil they 
have seized. To such a demand, and sent by tlio mouth of a 
traitor, whose scalp, but for my womanish mercy, should long since 
have stood on the city j^ates, Mary of Scotland has no answer.” 

" I tarust, ihatlam,” said Lord Ruthven, “ my being unacceptable 
to your presence will not add to your obdiu'ocy of resolution. It 
may become you to remember that the death of tho minion, Rizzio, 
cost the house of Ruthven its head and leader. My father, more 
wortliy than a whole province of such vile sycopliaiits, died in exile, 
and broken-hearted.” 

Tho Queen clasped her hands on her face, and, resting her 
arms on the table, stooped down her head and wept so bitterly, 
the tears were seen to And tlieir way in streams between the 
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white aud slender fingers with which she endeavoured to conceal 
thorn. 

“ My lords,” said Sir Robert Melville, “ this is too much ligour. 
Under your lordships’ favour, we camo hither, not to revive old 
griefs, but to find the mode of avoiding now ones.” 

** Sir Robert Melville,” said Ruthvcn, we best know for what 
purpose we were delegated hither, and wherefore you were some- 
what unnecessarily sent to attend us.” 

Nay, by my hand,” said Lord Lindosay, “ 1 know not why^ 
we were cumbered with the good kniglit, unless he comes in place 
of the lump of sugar which pothicars put into their wholesome but 
bitter medicauicnts, to please a froward child — a needless labour, 
metbinks, where men have the means to make them swallow the 
physic otherwise.” 

“ Nay, my lords,” siiid Mclrillo, “ ye best know your own secret 
instructiousk 1 conceive 1 sliall best obey mine in striving to 
mediate between Jut Grace and you.” 

“ Be silent, Sir Robert Melville,” said the Queen, arising, and 
her face still glowing with agitation as she spoke. “ My kei*chief, 
Fleming — 1 shame that traitors should have power to move me 
thus. — Toll me, proud lords,” she added, wiping away the teiii^ 
as she spoke, “ by what earthly warrant can liege subjects pre- 
tend to challenge the rights of an anointed Sovereign — to throw' 
off' the allegiance they Jiave vowed, and to take away the crow'n 
from tlie head on which Divine warrant hath placed it ?” 

Madam,” said Ruthven, “ I will deal plainly with you. Your 
reign, from the dismal field of Pinkie-cleugh, wlien you were a 
babe in the cradle, till now that ye stiiiid a grown dame before us, 
hath been such a tragedy of losses, disasters, civil dissent ions, ami 
foreign w'ars, that the like is not to be found in our chronicles. 
T’ho Frencli aud English liave, with one consent, made Scotland 
the battle-field on whicli to fight out tlieir ow'ii ancient quarrel. — 
For ourselves, every man’s hand hath been against his brother, 
nor bath a year passed over without rebellion and slaughter, exile 
of nobles, aud oppressing of tho commons. We may endure it no 
longer, and therefore, as a prince, to whom God batli refused the 
gift of hearkening to wise counsel, and on whose dealings and pro- 
jects no blessing bath over descended, we pray you to give way to 
other rule and governance <»f the land, that a remnant may yet be 
saved to this distracted realm.” 

" My lord,” said Mary, “ it seems to me that you fling on my 
unhappy and devoted head those evils, which, with far more 
justice, I may impute to your own turbulent, wild, and untameable 
dispositions — the frantic violence with which you, the Magnates 
of Scotland, enter into feuds against each otlier, sticking at no 
cmelty to gratify your wrath, taking deep revenge for the slightest 
offences, and setting at deduce those wise laws which your 
ancestors made for stanching of such cruelty, rebelling against 
the lawful authority, and beainng yourselves as if there were no 
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king in the land ; or rather aa if each were king in his own pre- 
mises. And now you throw tlie blame on me — on me, whose 
life has been imbittered — whose sleep has been broken — wdiose 
happiness has been wrecked by your disseutions. Have I not 
myself been obliged to traverse wilds and mountains, at the head 
of a few faithful followers, to maintain peace and to put down 
oppression I Have I not w'om harness on my peraon, and carried 
pistols at my saddle ; fain to lay aside the softness of a woman, 
and the dignity of a Queen, that I might shew an exaihplo to my 
followers ?’* 

‘‘ We grant, madam,” said Lindesay, “ that the affrays occa- 
sioned by your misgoverninent, may sometimes have startled you 
in tJie midst of a masque or galliard ; or it may be that such may 
have inteiTuptcd the idolatry of the mass, or the Jesuitical counsels 
of some French amba.sflador. But the longest and severest 
journey which your Grace has taken in my memory, was from 
lla>\ick to Hermitage Castle; and whether it was for the weal 
of the State, or for your own honour, rests with your Grace’s 
conscience.” 

The Queen turned to him with inexpressible sweetness of tone 
and manner, and that engaging look which Heaven had assigned 
her, aa if to shew that the choicest arts to win men’s affections 
may be given in vain. “ Lindesay,” she said, ‘‘ you spoke not to 
me in this stern tone, and with such sciirril taunt, yon fair sum- 
mer evening, w'hen you and I shot at the butts against the Earl 
of Mar and Mary Livingstone, and won of them the evening’s 
collation, in the privy garden of Saint Andrews. The Master of 
Lindesay was then my friend, and vowed to be my soldier. How 
I have offended the Tjord of Lindesay I know not, unless honours 
liave changed manners.” 

Hardhearted jis he was, Lindesay seemed struck with tins 
unexpected appeal, but almost instantly replied, “ Madam, it is 
well known that your Grace could in those days make fools of 
whomever approached you. 1 pretend not to have been wiser 
than others. But gayer men and better courtiers soon jostled 
aside my rude homage, and I think your Grace oAiinot but remem- 
ber times, when my awkward attempts to take the manners that 
pleased you, were the sport of the court-popinjays, the Marys and 
the Frenchwomen.” 

My lord, I grieve if I have offended you through idle gaiety,’^ 
said the Queen ; “■ and can but say it was most unwittingly done. 
You are fully revenged ; for through gaiety,” she said with a sigh, 
“ will I never offend any one more.” 

“ Our time is wasting, madam,” said Lord Ruthven ; I must 
pray your decision on this weighty matter which 1 have submitted 
to you.” 

What, my lord !” said the Queen, upon the instant, and 
without a moment’s time to deliberate? — Can the Council, as 
they term themselves, expect this of me 1” 
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" Madam,” replied Ruthven, “ the Council hold the opinion, 
that since the fatal term which passed betwixt the night of King 
Henry’s murder and the day of Carberry-hill, your Grace should 
have held you pwpared for the measure now proposed, as the 
eiisiest escape from your numerous dangers and difficulties.” 

** Great Gk>d !” exclaimed the Queen ; “ and is it as a boon that 
yim propose m me, what every Clirisiian king ought to regard as 
a loss of honour ecjual to the loss of life ! — You take from me my 
crown, my i)ower, my subjects, my wealth, my state. What, in 
the name of every saint, can you offer, or do you offer, in requital 
of my compliance ?” 

« We give you pardon,” answered Ruthven, sternly — ^‘we 
give you space and means to spend your remaining life in 
pcriittmcc and seclusion — we give you time to make your peace 
w'ith Heaven, and h) I'cceive the pure Gospel, which you have 
ever rejected and persecuted.” 

The Queen turned pale at the menace which this speech, as 
well as the rough and inflexible tones of the speaker, seemed 
distinctly to infer — “ And if I do not comply with your request 
so fiercely urged, my lord, what then follows 

She said this in a voice in which female and natural fear was 
contending with the feelings of insnltod dignity. — There a 
pause, as if no one ci\red to return to the question a distinct 
answer. At length Ruthven spoke: “ There is little need to tell 
to your Grace, who arc w'cU read both in the laws and in the 
chronicles of the realm, that murder and adultery anj erimos for 
which ere now' queens themselves have suffered death.” 

“ And where, my lord, or h<iw, found you an accusation so 
horrible, against ber who stands before you ?” said Queen Mary. 
“The foul and odious calniiinies which have poisoned tlic general 
mind of Scotland, and have placed me a helpless prisoner in your 
hands, are surely no proof of guilt I” 

We need look for no farther proof,” replied the stern Lord 
Ruthven, “ tiian the shameless maiTiage betwixt ffie widow of the 
murdered and the leader of the band of murderers ! — They that 
ioined hands in the fated month of May, had already united 
Hearts and eounsol in the deed which preceded that marriage but 
a few brief weeks.” 

“ My lord, iny lord !” said the Queen, eagerly, '‘remember well 
there were more consents than mine to that fatal union, that most 
unhappy act of a most uniiappy life. The evil steps adopted by 
sovereigns are often the suggestion of bad eounsellors ; but these 
counsellors are woree than fiends wdio tempt aud betray, if they 
themselves are the first to cull their iinfbrtuuate princes to answer 
for the consequences of tlieir own advice, — Heard ye never of a 
bond by tlie nobles, iny lords, recommending that ill-fated union 
to the ill-fated Mary ? Methinks, were it carefully examined, 
we should see that the names of Morton, and of Lindesay, and 
of Rudiven, may ho found in that bond, which pressed me 
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to inarry that unliappy man. — Ah ! stout and loyal Lord 
Herries, who never knew guile or dishonour, you bent your 
noble knee to me in vain, to warn mo of my danger, and wert yot 
the first to draw thy good sword in my cause when I sulfered for 
neglecting thy counsell Faitliful knight and true noble, what a 
difference betwixt tliee and those counsellors of evil, who now 
threaten my life for having fallen into tho snurcs they spread for 
me 

“ Madam,” said Ruthven, “ we know that you are aii orator ; 
and pcrhajis for that reason the Council has sent hither men, 
wliosc converse hath been more with the wars, than with the 
language of the schools or the cabals of state. We but desire to 
know if, on assurance of life and honour, ye will demit the rule of 
this kingdom of Scotland V* 

And what warrant have T,” said the Queen, tliat ye will 
Keep treaty with me, if I should barter my kingly estate for 
.seclusion, and leave to weep in secret V* 

“ Our honour and our word, madam,” answered Ruthven. 

** They are too slight and unsolid pledges, my lord,” said tlie 
Queen ; “ add at least a handful of thistle-down to give them 
weight in the balance.” 

Away, Ruthven,” said Lindesay ; she was ever deaf to 
counsel, save of slaves and sycophajits ; let her remain by her 
rcfhsal, and abide by it !” 

Stay, iny lord,” said Sir Robert Melville, “ or rather pennit 
me to liave but a few minutes’ private audience with her Grace. 
If ray presence with you could avail aught, it must be as a 
mediator — do not, I conjure you, leave the castle, or break off 
the conference, until I bring you word how her Grace Bhall 
finally stand disposed.” 

“Wo will remain in the IkiII,” said Lindesay, “ for half an 
hour’s space ; but in despising our words and our pledge of honour, 
she has touched the honour of my name — let her look herself to 
the course she has to pursue. If the half hour should pass away 
without her determining to comply with the demands of thie 
nation, her career will he brief enough.” 

With little ceremony the two nobles left the apartment, traversed 
the vestibule, and descended the winding-stairs, the clash of 
Lindesay ’s huge sword being heard as it mug against each step 
in lus descent. George Douglas followed them, after exchanging 
with Melville a gesture of surprise and sympathy. 

As Boon as they were gone, the Queen, giving way to grief, fear, 
and agitation, threw herself into tho seat, wrung her hands, and 
seemed to abandon herself to despair. Her female attendants, 
weeping themselves, endeavoured yet to pray her to bo composed, 
and Sir Robert Melville, laioeling at her feet, made the same 
entreaty. After giving way to a passionate burst of sorrow, she 
at length said to Melville, “ Kneel not to mo, Melville — mock me 
not with the homage of tiie person, when the heart is far away— 



THE ABBOT. 


201 

Why stay you behind with the deposed, the condemned \ her who 
Jias but few hours percliance to live ? You have been favoured 
as well as the rest; why do you continue the empty show of 
gratitude and thankfulness any longer than they ?” 

Madam,” said Sir Robert Melville, “ so help me Heaven at 
my need, my heart is as true to you as when you were in your 
highest place.” 

“ True to me ! true to me !” repeated the Queen, with some 
scorn; “^tusli, Melville, what signifies the t}*uth which walks 
hand in hand with my enemies* falsehood I — thy hand and thy 
sword have never been s(» well acquainted that I can tnist thee 
ill aught whore manhood is required - -Oh, Scyton, for thy bold 
father, wlio is both wise, true, and valiant I” 

Roland Gnemo could withstand no longer his earnest desire to 
offer his services to a princess so distressed and so beautiful. 
“ Tf one sword,” he said, “ madam, can do any thing to back the 
wisdom of this grave counsellor, or to defend your rightful cause, 
here is my weapon, and here is my hand ready to draw aud use 
it.” And raising his sword with one hand, he laid the other upon 
tlic hilt. 

As he thus held up the w'eapoii, Catherine Seyton exclaimed, 
“ Methinks I see a token from my father, madam ; and imme- 
diately crossing the apartment, she took Roland Grremo by the 
skirt of the cloak, and asked him earnestly whence he had that 
sword. 

The page answered with surprise, “ Methinks this is no pre- 
sence in which to jest — Surely, damsel, you j ourself best know 
whence and how I obtained the weapon.” 

Is this a time for folly V* said Catherine Seyton ; unsheathe 
the sword instantly !” 

“If the Queen commands me,” said the youth, looking towards 
his royal mistress. 

“ For shame, maiden 1** said the Queen ; “ wouldst thou insti- 
gate the poor boy to enter into useless strife with the two most 
approved soldiers in Scotland ?” 

“ In your Grace’s cause,” replied the page, “ I will venture 
my life upon them !” And as he spoke, he drew his weapon 
partly from the f'heath, and a piece of parchment, rolled around 
the blade, fell out and dropped ou the floor. Catherine Seyton 
caught it up witli eager haste. 

“ It is ray father’s hand-writiug,” she said, “ and doubtless 
conveys his best duteous advice to your Majesty ; I know tliat it 
was prepared to be sent in this weapon, but 1 expected another 
messenger.” 

“ By my faith, fair one,” thought Roland, “ aud if you knew 
not that I liad such a secret missive about me, I was yet more 
ignorant.” 

The Queen cast her eye upon the scroll, and remained a few 
minutes wrapped in deep thought. “ Sir Robert Melville,” she at 
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length said, “ this scroll advises me to submit myself to necessity, 
and to subscribe the deeds these liard men have brought with 
tliem, as one who gives way to the natural fear inspired by the 
threats of rebels and murderers. You, Sir Robert, are a wise 
man, and Seyton is both sagacious and brave. Neither, 1 think, 
would mislead me in this matter.’* 

“ Madam,” said Melville, “ if 1 have not the strength of body 
of the Lord Herries or Seyton, I will yield to neither in zeal for 
your Majesty’s service. 1 cannot fight for you like these lords, 
but neither of them is more willing to die for your service.” 

I believe it, my old and faitlihil counsellor,” said tlie Queen, 
“ and believe me, Melville, I did thee but a moment’s injustice. 
Read what my Lord Seyton hath written us, and give us thy 
best counsel,” 

He glanced over the parchment, and instantly replied, — “ Oh I 
my dear and royal mistress, only treason itself could give you 
other advice than Lord Seyton has here expressed. He, Herries, 
Huntly, the English ambassador Throgmorton, and others, your 
friends, are all alike of opinion, that whatever deeds or instru- 
ments you execute within thesis walls, must lose all force and 
effect, as extorted from your Grace by duresse, by sufferance of 
present evil, and fear of men, and harm to ensue on your refusal. 
Yield, therefore, to the tide, and be assured, that in subscribing 
what parchments they present to you, you bind yourself to no- 
thing, since your act of signature wants that wiiich alone can 
make it valid, the free will of the graiiter.” 

“ Ay, so says my Lord Seyton,” replied Mary ; “ yet methinks, 
for tlie daughter of so long a line of sovereigns to resign her 
birthright, because rebels press upon her witli threats, argues 
little of royalty, and will read ill for the fame of Mary in future 
chronicles. Tush ! Sir Robeit Melville, the traitors may use 
black threats and bold words, but they will not dare to put their 
hands forth on our person.” 

‘‘ Alas ! madam, they have already dared so far and incurred 
such peril by the lengths which they Iiave gone, that they are but 
one step from the worst and uttermost.” 

‘‘Surely,” said the Queen, her fears again predominating, 
“ Scottish nobles would not lend themselves to assassinate a help- 
less woman ?” 

“ Bethink you, madam,” he replied, “ what horrid spectacles 
have been seen in our day ; and what act is so dark, that some 
Scottish hand has not been found to dare it ? Lord Lindesay, 
besides hi.s natural sullenness and hardness of temper, is the near 
kinsman of Henry. Daniley, and Ruth veil has his own deep and 
dangerous plans. The Council, besides, speak of proofs by writ 
and word, of a casket with letters — of I know not what.” 

“Ah 1 good Melville,” answered the Queen, “were 1 as sure 
of the evenhanded integrity of my judges, as of my own inno- 
cenoo — and yet ” 
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" Oh ! pause, madam,” said Melville ; “ even innocence must 
sometimes for a season stoop to injurious blame. Besides^ you 
are here ” 

He looked round, and paused. 

“ Speak out, Melville,” said the Queen, “ never one approached 
iny person who wished to work me evil ; and even this poor page, 
whom 1 have to-day seen for the first time in my life, 1 can trust 
•safely with your communication.” 

Nay, madam,” answered Melville, in such emorgonce, and 
he being the bearer of Lord Seyton’s message, I will venture to 
say, before him and these fair ladies, whose truth and fidelity I 
dispute not — I say 1 will venture to say, that there are other 
modes besides that of opon trial, by which deposed sovereigns 
often die ; and that, as Machiavel^ saith, there is hut one step 
betwixt a king’s prison and his grave.” 

“ Oh ! were it but swift and easy for the body,” said the unfoi’- 
timate Princess, “ were it but a safe and happy change for the 
soul, the woman lives not that would take the step so soon os I ! 
— But, alas ! Melville, when we think of death, a thousand sins, 
which we have trod as w orms beneath our feet, rise up against 
ns as flaming serpents. Most injunously do they accuse me of 
aiding Darnley’s death ; yet, blessed La<iy I 1 afforded too oi^en 
occasion for the suspicion — 1 espoused Bt)t!iwell.” 

“ Think not of that now, madam,” said Melville, “ think rather 

the immediate mode of saving yourdelf and son. Comply with 
the present unreasonable demands, and ti’ust that l>ctter times 
will shortly arrive.” 

‘‘ Madam,” said Roland Giwmc, if it pleases you that I should 
do so, I will presently swim tlirough the lake, if tliey refuse me 
other conveyance to the shore ; I will go to the courts succes- 
sively of England, France, and Spain, and will shew you have 
subscribed these vile instniments from no stronger impulse than 
the fear of death, and I will do battle against them that say 
otherwise.” 

The Queen turned her round, and with one of those sweet 
ftmiles which, during tlie era of life’s romance, overpay every 
I'isk, held her hand towards Roland, but without speaking a word. 
He kneeled reverently, and kissed it, and Melville again resumed 
his plea. 

“ Madam,” ho said, “ time presses, and you must not let those 
boats, which I see they are even now preparing, put forth on the 
lake. Here are enough of witnesses — your ladies — tliis bold 
youth — myself, w-hen it can serve your cause effectually, for I 
would not hastily stand committed in this matter — but even 
without me here is evidence enough to shew, that you have 
yielded to the demands of tlie Council through force and fear, but 
from no sincere and unconstrained assent. Their boats are 
already manned for their return — oh 1 permit your old servant 
to recall them.” 
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“MelviDe,” said the Queen, “thou art an ancient courtier — 
when didst thou ever know a Sovereign Prince recall to his pre- 
sence subjects, who had parted from him on such terms as those 
on which these envoys of the Council left us, and who yet were 
recalled without submission or apology I — Let it cost me both 
life and crown, I M'ill not again command them to my prosenco.” 

Alas I madam, that empty form should make a barrier ! If 
I rightly understand, you are not unwilling to listen to real and 
advantageous counsel — but your scruple is saved — 1 hear them 
returning to ask your final resolution. — Oh ! take the advice of 
the noble Seyton, and you may once more command those who 
now usurp a triumph over you. But hush ! 1 hear tlicm in the 
vestibule.” 

As he concluded speaking,, George Douglas opened the door of 
the apartment, and marshalled in tlie two noble envoys. 

** We come, madam,” said the Lord Huthven, “ to request 
your answer to the proposal of the Council.” 

“ Youi* final answer,” said Lord Lindesay ; “ for with a njfusal 
you must couple the certainty that you have precipitated your 
fate, and renounced the last opportunity of making peace with 
God, and ensuring your longer abode in the world.” 

** My lords,” said Mary, with inexpressible grace and dignity, 

the evils we cannot resist wc must submit to — I will subscribo 
these parchments with such liberty of choice as my condition 
permits me. Were I on yonder shore, with a fteet jennet and 
ten good and loyal knights around me, 1 would subscribe my sen- 
tence of eternal condemnation as soon as the I’esignation of my 
throne. But hero, in the Castle of Lochlcven, with deep water 
around me — and you, my lonls, beside me, — 1 have no freedom 
of choice. — Give me the pen, Melville, and bear witness to what 
I do, and why T do it.” 

It is our hope your Grace will not suppose yourself com- 
pelled, by any apprehensions from us,” said the Lord Ruthveu, 
“ to execute what mast be your own voluntary deed.” 

The Queen had already stooped towards the table, and placed 
tlie parchment before her, with the pen between her fingers, 
ready for the important act of signature. But when Lord 
Ruthven had done speaking, she lookwl up, stopped short, and 
tlirew down the pen. " If,” she said, “ I am expected to declare 
I give aw'ay my crown of free will, or otherwise than because T 
am compelled te renounce it by the threat of worse evils to my- 
self and my subjects, I will not put my name to such an untruth 
— not to gain full posscseiou of England, France, and Scotland ! 
— all once my own, in possession, or by right.” 

^ Boware, madam,” eaid Lindesay, and, snatching hold of the 
Queen’s arm with his own gauntleted hand, he pressed it, in the 
rudeness of his passion, mure closely, perhaps, than he was him- 
self aware of, — “ beware how you contend with those who are 
tlie stronger, and have the mastery of your fate !” 
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Ho held hia grasp on her ami, bending his eyes on her with a 
stern and intimidating look, till both Ruthveii and Melville cried 
shame ; and Douglas, who had hitherto remained in a state of 
apparent apathy, had made a stride from the door, as if to inter- 
fere. The rude Baron then quitted his hold, disguising the con- 
fusion which he really felt at having indulged his passion to such 
extent, under a sullen and contemptuous smile. 

The Queen immediately began, with an expression of pain, to 
bare tho arm which he had grasped, by drawing up the sleeve of 
her gown, and it appeared that his gi*ipe had left tho purple 
marks of his iron fingers upon her flesh — “ My lord,” she said, 
“as a knight and gentleman, you might have spared my frail 
arm so stjverc a proof that you have the gi*eater strtmgth on your 
side, and arc resolved to use it — But I thank you for it- - it is the 
most decisive token of the terms on which this day’s business is 
to rest. — 1 draw you to witness, botli lords and ladies,” she said, 
shewing tho marks of the grasp on her arm, “ that I subscribe 
these instruments in obedience to tlie sign manual of my Lord 
of Lindesay, which you may see imprinted on mine arm.” * 

Lindesiiy would have spoken, but was restrained by his col- 
league Kuthven, who said to him, “ Peace, my lord. Let tho 
T/ady Mary of Scotland ascribe her signature to what she will, it 
is our business to procure it, and carry it to the Council. Should 
there be debate hereafter on the manner in win jh it was adhibited, 
there will be time enough for it.” 

Lindesay was silent accordingly, only muttering within his 
beard, “ I meant not to hurt her ; but 1 think women’s flesh be 
as tender as lunv -fallen snow.” 

The Queen meanwhile subscribed the rolls of parehment with 
a hasty indifference, as if they had been matters of slight conse- 
quence, or of m(*ro formality. When she had performed this 
painful task, she arose, and, having curtsied to the lords, was 
about to withdraw to her chamber. Ruthveii and Sir Robert 
Melville made, tho fiifst a formal reverence, tho second an 
obeisance, in which his desire to acknoivledge his sympathy was 
obviously checked by the fear of appearing in the eyes of his col- 
leagues too partial to his former mistress. But Lindesay stood 
niotionlcs.s, oven when they wei*e preparing to withdraw. At 
length, as if moved by a sudden impulse, ho walked round tho 
table which had hitherto been betwixt them and the Queen, 
kneeled on one knee, took her hand, kissed it, let it fall, and 
arose — “ Lady,” ho said, “ thou art a noble creature, even though 
tliou hast abused God’s choicest gifts. 1 pay that devotion to thy 
manliness of spirit, which I would not have paid to Uie power 
thou hast long undeservedly wielded — I kneel to Mary Stewart^ 
not to the Queen.” 

“ Tho Queen and Mary Stewart pity thee alike, Lindesay,” said 


* See Note L. 2'h^ Resignation o/Qtu‘en Jifarp, 
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Mary — “alike they pity, and they forgive thco. An honoured 
soldier hadst thou been by a king’s side — leagued with rebels, 
what art thou hut a good blade in the hands of a ruffian 1 — Fare- 
well, my Lord lluthven, the smoother but the deeper traitor. — 
Farewell, Melville — Mayst thou find masters tliat can understand 
state policy better, and have the means to reward it more richly, 
than Mary Stewart. — Farewell, George of Douglas — make your 
respected grand-damo comprehend that we would be alouc for the 
remainder of the day — God wot, we have need to collect our 
thoughts.” 

All bowed and withdrew ; but scarce had they entered the 
vestibide, ere Ruthven and Lindesay were at variance. “ Chide 
not with me, Ruthven,” Lindesay was heard to say, in answer to 
something more indistinctly urged by his colleague — “ Chide not 
with me, for I will not brook it ! You put the haitgman’s office 
on me in this matter, and even the very hangman hath leave to 
ask some pai’don of those on whom he does his office. I would I 
liad as deep cause to be this lady’s friend as I have to be her 
enemy — thou shouldst see if [ spared limb and life in her 
quarrel.** 

“ Thou art a sweet minion,” said Ruthven, “ to fight a lady’s 
quarrel, and all for a brent brow and a tear in the eye ! Such 
toys have been out of thy thoughts this many a year.” 

“ Do me right, Ruthven,” said Lindesay. “ You are like a 
polished corslet of steel ; it shines more gaudily, but it is not a 
w'hit softer — nay, it is five times hainler than a Glasgow breast- 
plate of hammered jrou. Enough. Wo know each other.” 

They descended the stairs, were heard to summon their boats, 
and the Queen signed to Roland Grsemc to retire to the vestibule, 
and leave her witli her female attendants. 


CHAPTER XXllI. 


Give me a morsel on the greensward rather, 

Course os you wiil the cooking — Let the fresh spring 
Bubble beside my napkin— mid the free birds 
Twittering and cliirping, hop from bough to bough, 

To claim the crumbs 1 leave for perquisites— 

Your pifisoii feasts 1 like not. 

The Woodman, a Draman 


A RECESS ill the vestibule was enlightened by a small window, 
at which Roland Greeme stationed himself to mark the departure 
of the lords. He could see their followers mustering on horse- 
back under their respective banners — the western sun glancing 
on their corslets and steel caps as they moved to and fro, mounted 
or dismounted, at invervals. On the narrow space b^wixt the 
castle and the water, the Lords Ruthven and Lindesay were 
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already moving slowly to their boats, accompanied by the Lady 
of Lochleven, her graiidson, and their principal attendants. They 
took a ceremonious leave of each other, as Roland could discern 
by their gestures, and the boats put oil' from their landing-place ; 
the boatmen stretched to their oars, and they speedily diminished 
upon the eyo of the idle gazer, who had no better employment 
than to watch their motions. Such seemed also the occupation 
of the Lady Lochleven and George Douglas, who, returning from 
the landing-place, looked frequently back to the boats, and at 
length stopped as if to observe their progress under the window 
at which Roland Graeme w'as stationed. — As they gazed on the 
lake, he could hear the lady distinctly say, “ And she has bent her 
mind to save her life at the expense of her kingdom 1” 

“ Her life, madam !'* replied her son ; “ I know not who w'ould 
dare to attempt it in the castle of my father. Had I dreamt that 
it was with such purpose that Lindesay insisted on bringing his 
followers hitlier, neither he nor they should have passed the iron 
gate of Lochleven castle.’* 

“ 1 speak not of private slaughter, my son, but of o|)en trial, 
condemuatioii, and execution ; for with such she has been 
threatened, and to such threats she has given way. Had she 
not more of the false Guisiaii blood than of the royal race of 
Scotland in her veins, she had hidden them defiance to their 
teeth — Rut it is all of the same complexion, and meanness is the 
natural companion of profligacy. — I am discharged, forsooth, 
from intruding on her gracious presence this evening. Go thou, 
niy son, and render tlie usual service of the meal to tliis unqiieened 
Queen.” 

“ So please you, lady mother,” said Douglas, “ I care not 
greatly to approach her presence.” 

“ Thou art right, my s<rti; and therefore T trust thy prudence, 
even because J have noted thy caution. She is like an isle on the 
ocean, surrounded with shelves and quicksands ; its verdure fair 
and inviting to the eye, hut tlie wreck of many a goodly vessel 
which hath approached it too rashly. Rut for thee, my son, 1 
lear nought ; and we may not, with our honour, suffer her to eat 
without the attendance of one of us. She may die by the judg- 
ment of Heaven, or the fiend may have power over her in her 
despair ; and then we would be touched in honour to shew, tliat 
in our house, and at our table, she had had all fair play and 
fitting usage.” 

Here Roland was interrupted by a smart tap on the shoulders, 
reminding him sharply of Adam Woodcock’s adventure of tlie 
preceding evening. He turned round, almost expecting to see 
the page of Saint Michael’s hostelry. He saw, indeed, Catherine 
Seyton ; but she was in female attire, differing, no doubt, a great 
deal in sliape and materials from that which she had worn when 
they first met, and becoming her birth as the daughter of a great 
baron, and her rank as the attendant on a princess. So, fair 
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said she, “ caves-di'opping is one of yonr pago-likc qualities, 
I presume.” 

“ Fair sister,” answered Roland, in the same tone, if some 
friends of mine be .*i8 well acquainted with the rest of our mystery 
as they arc with the arts of swearing, swaggering, and switching, 
they need ask no page in Christendom for farther insight into lus 
vocation.” 

“ Unless that pretty speech infer that you have yourself had 
the discipline of the switcli since we last met, the probability 
whereof I nothing doubt, I profess, fair page, I am at a loss to 
conjecture your meaning. But there is no time to debate it now 
— they come with the evening meal. Be pleased, Sir Page, to 
do your duty.” 

Four servants entered hearing dishes, preceded by the same 
stem old steward whom Roland had already seen, and followed 
by. George Douglas, almady mentioned as the grandson of the 
Lady of Lochleveu, and who, acting as seneschal, represented, 
upon ■ this occasion, his father, the Lord of the Castle. He 
entered with his arms folded on his bosom, and his looks bent on 
the ground. With the assistance of Roland Grmme, a table was 
suitably covered in the next or middle apartment, on which tlic 
domestics placed their burdens with great reverence, the stew'ard 
and Douglas bending low when they had seen the table properly 
adorned, as if their royal prisoner had sat at tlie board in ques- 
tion. The door opened, and Douglas, raising his eyes hastily, 
cast them again on the earth, when he perceived it was only the 
Lady Mary Fleming who entered, 

“ Her Grace,” she said, “ will not oat to-night.” 

" Let us hope she may be otherwise persuaded,” said Douglas; 

meanwhile, madam, please to see our duty performed.” 

A servant presented bread .and salt on a silver plate, and the 
old steward carved for Douglas a small morsel in succession from 
each of the dishes presented, which he tasted, as was then the 
custom at the tables of princes, to which death was often sus- 
pected to find its way in the disguise of food. 

“ The Queen will not then come forth to-night ?” said Douglas. 

" She has so determined,” replied the lady. 

“ Our farther attendance then is unnecessary — we leave you 
to yotir supper, fair ladies, and wish you good even.” 

He retired slowly as he came, and with the same air of deep 
dejection, and was followed by tlie attendants belonging to the 
castle. The two ladies sate down to their meal, and Roland 
Grmme, with ready alacrity, prepared to wait upon them. 
Catherine Seytoh whispered to her companion, who replied with 
the question spoken in a low tone, but looking at the page Is 
he of gentle blood and well nurtui'ed 1” 

The answer which she received seemed satisfactory, for she 
said to Roland, Sit down, young gentleman, and eat with your 
sisters in captivity.” 
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" Permit me rather to perform my duty in attending 
them,” said Rcdand, anxious to shew he was possessed of the 
high tone of deference prescribed by the rules of chivalry 
towards the fair sex, and especially to dames and maidens of 
yuality. 

‘‘You will find, Sir Pago,” said Catherine, “you will have 
little time allowed you for your meal ; waste it not in ceremony, 
or you may rue your politeness ere to-morrow morning.” 

“ y our speech is too free, maiden,” said the elder lady ; “ tlie 
modesty of the youth may teach you more fitting fashions towards 
one whmn to-day you have seen for the first time.” 

Catherine Scyton cast down her eyes, but not till she had 
given a single glance of inexpressible archness towards Roland, 
whom her more grave companion now addressed in a tone of 
]>rotection. 

“ Regard her not, young gentleman — she knows little pf the 
world, save the forma of a country nunnery — bike thy place at 
the b(»ard-oiid, and refresh thyself after thy journey.” 

Roland Gra»nie obeyed willingly, as it was the first food he had 
that day tasted ; for Liiidesay and his followcre seemed regardless 
of hunifin w’ants. Yet, notwithstanding the 8hari)ne8s of his 
appetite, a natural gallantry of disposition, the desire of shewing 
himself a well-nurtured gentleman, in all courtesies towards the 
fair sex, and, for aught I know, the pleasure of assisting Catherine 
Seyton, kept his attention awake, during the meal, to all those 
nameless acts of duty and service which gallants of that age were 
accustomed to render. lie carved with neatness and decorum, 
and selected duly whatever uas most delicate to place before the 
ladies. Ere they could form a wdsh, he sprung from the table, 
ready to comply with it — poured wine — tempered it with water 
— removed and exchanged trenchers, and performed the whole 
honours of the table, with an air at once of cheerful diligence, 
profound I’espect, and graceful promptitude. 

When he observed that they had finished eating, he hastened 
to offer to the elder lady the silver ewer, basin, and napkin, with 
tlie ceremony and gravity which he would have used towards 
Mary herself. He next, with the some decorum, having supplied 
the basin with fair water, presented it to Catherine Seyton. 
Apparently, she was determined to disturb his self-possession, if 
possible ; for, while in the act of bathing her hands, she con- 
trived, as it were by accident, to flirt some drops of water upon 
the face of the assiduous assistant. But if such was her mis- 
chievous purpose she was completely disappointed ; for Roland 
Graeme, internally piquing himself on his self-command, neitlier 
laughed nor was discomposed ; and all that the maiden gained 
by her frolic was a severe rebuke from her companion, taxing 
her with mal-address and indecorum. Catherine replied not, 
but sat pouting, something in the humour of a spoilt child, who 
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watches the opportunity of wreaking upon some one or other its 
resentment for a deserved reprimand. 

The I^dv Mary Fleming, in the meanwhile, was naturally well 
pleased with the exact and reverent observance of the page, and 
said to Catherine, after a favourable glance at Roland Grieme, 
— ‘‘You might well say, Catherine, our companion in captivity 
was well bom and gently nurtured. 1 would not make him vain 
by my praise, but his services enable us to dispense with those 
which George Douglas condescends not to aiford us, save when 
the Queen is herself in presence.’* 

“ Umph 1 I think hardly,” answered Catherine. “ George 
Douglas is one of the most handsome gallants in Scotland, and 
*tis pleasure to ace him even still, when the gloom of Lochleveii 
Casue has shed the same melancholy over him, that it has doiK* 
over every thing else. When he was at Holyrood, who would 
have said tho young sprightly George Douglas would have been 
contented to play the locksman here in Locblcvcn, with no 
gayer amusement than that of turning tho key on two c»r 
tlu^e helpless women ? — a strange office for a Knight of tin* 
Bleeding Heart — why does he not leave it to his father or his 
brothers V* 

“ Perhaps, like us, he has no choice,” answered the Lady 
Fleinmg. “But, Catherine, thou hast used thy brief space at 
court well, to remember what George Douglas was then.” 

“ I used mine eyes, which I suppose was what J was designed to 
do, and they were w'orth using there. When I was at the nunnery, 
they were very useless appui'tenances ; and now i am at Loch- 
leven, they are good for nothing, s^ive to look over that etermil 
work of embroidery.” 

“ You speak thus, when you have been but a few brief hours 
amongst us — was this the maiden who would live and die in a 
dungeon, might she but have permission to wait on her gracious 
Queen 

Nay, if you chide in earnest, my jest is ended,** said Cathe- 
rine Seyton. “ 1 would not yield in attachment to my poor god- 
mother, to tho gravest dame that ever had wise saws upon liei- 
tongue, and a double starched ruff around her tliroat — you know 
I would not, Dame Mary Fleming, and it is putting shame on mo 
to 8^ otherwise.** 

“ She will challenge the other court lady,” thouglit Roland 
Greeme ; “ slie will to a certainty fling down her glove, and if 
Dame Mary Fleming hath but tho soul to lift it, we may have a 
combat in tho lists !” — But the answer of Lady Mary Fleming 
was such as turns away wrath. 

“Thou art a good child,** she said, “my Catherine, and a 
faithful ; but Heaven pity him who sh^l have one day a crea- 
ture so beautiful to delight him, and a thing so mischievous to 
torment him — thou art fit to drive twenty husbands stark mad.” 
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Nay,” said Catherine, reBuming the full career of her careless 
good-humour, he must be half-witted beforehand, that gives me 
such an opportunity.’ But 1 am glad you are not angry with me 
in sincerity,” casting herself as she spoke into tho ai'ms of her 
friend, and continuing, with a tone of apologetic fondness, while 
she kissed her on cither side of the face ; “ you know, my dear 
P'lemiug, that I have to contend with both my father’s lofty pride, 
and with my mother’.s high spirit — God bless them 1 they have 
left me these good qualities, having small portion to givo besides, 
as times go — and so I am wilful and saucy ; but let me remain 
only a week in this castle, and oh, my dear Fleming, my spirit will 
be as chastised and as humble as thine own.” 

Dame Mary Fleming’s sense of dignity, and love of form, 
could not resist this affectionate appeal. She kissed Catherine 
Soyton in her turn aflectionately ; while, answering the last part 
of her speech, she said, “ Now Our Lady forbid, dear Catherine, 
that you should lose aught that is beHceming of what becomes so 
well your light heart and lively linmour. Keep but your sharp 
wit on this side (if madness, and it cannot but be a blessing to us. 
But lot me go, mad wench — J hear her Grace touch her silver 
call.” And, extricating Jierself from Catherine’s grasp, she went 
towards the door of Queen Mary’s apartment, from which w^as 
heard the low tone of a silver whistle, which, now only used by 
the boatswains in the navy, was then, for want of bells, the ortli- 
iiary mode hy which ladies, even of the very highest rank, 
summoned their domestics. When she had made two or tlu'co 
steps towards the door, however, she turned back, and advanc- 
ing to the young couple whom she left together, sho said, in a 
very serious though a low tone, “ I tinst it is impossible tliat we 
can, any of us, or in any circumstances, forgot, that, few as we 
are, we form tho household of the Queen of Scotland ; and that, 
in her calamity, all boyish mirth and childish jesting can only 
serve to give a great triumph to her enemies, who have already 
found their account in objecting to her the lightness of every idle 
folly, that tlie young and the ^y practised in her court.” So 
saying, she left the apartment. 

Catherine Seyton seemed much struck with this remonstrance 
— Sho suffered herself to drop into the seat which she had 
quitted when slie Avciit to embrace Dame Mary Fleming, and for 
some time rested her brow upon her hands ; while Roland Graeme 
looked at her earnestly, witli a mixture of emotions which perhaps 
he himself could neither have analyzed nor explained. As slie 
raised her face slowly from the posture to which a momentai’y 
ft'eling of self-rebuke had depressed it, her eyes encountered 
those of Boland, and became gradually animated with their 
usual spirit of malicious drollery, which not unnaturally ex- 
eited a similar expression in those of tho equally volatile page. 
They sat for tlie space of two minutes, each looking at the 
otlier with great seriousness on their features, and much 
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in their eyes, until at length Catherine was tiie first to 
broak silence. 

May I pray yon, fair sir,” she began, very demurely, “ to 
tell me what you see in my face to arouse looks so extremely 
sagacious and knowing as those with which it is your worship’s 
pleasure to honour me ? It would seem as there were some 
wonderful confidence and intimacy betwixt us, fair sir, if one is 
to judge from your extremely cunning looks ; and so help me, Our 
Lady, as I never saw you but twice jii my life before.’’ 

And where were those happy occasions,” said Roland, “ if I 
may be bold enough to ask the question 1” 

At the nunnery of Saint Catherine’s,” said the damsel, “ in 
the hrst instance ; and, in the second, during five minutes of a 
certain raid or foray which it w'as your pleasure to make into the 
lodging of my lord and father, Lord Seyton, from which, to my 
surprise, as probably to your owu, you returned with a token of 
friendship and favour, instead of broken bones, which w'crc the 
more probable rew-ard of your intrusion, considering the prompt 
ire of the house of Seyton. 1 am deeply mortified,” she added, 
ironically, “ that your recollection should require refreshment on 
a subject so important ; and that my memory should be stronger 
than yours on such an occasion, is truly humiliating.” 

Your own memory is not so exactly correct, fair mistress,” 
answered the page, “ seeing you have forgotten meeting the third, 
ill die hostelrio of Saint Michael’s, when it pleased you to lay your 
switch across tlie face of my comrade, in order, I warrant, to 
shew that, in the house of Seyton, neither the prompt ire of its 
descendants, nor the use of the doubiot and hose, are subject to 
Salique law, or confined to the use of the mal(;s.” 

“ Fair sir,” answered Catlierine, looking at him with gnmt 
steadiness, and some sui prise, “ unless your fair wits have for- 
saken you, I am at a loss what to conjecture of your meaning.” 

** By my troth, fair miatress,” answered Roland, “ and were 1 
as wise a warlock as Michael Scott, I could scarce riddle the 
di'eam you read me. Did 1 not sec you last night in the hostclrie 
of Saint Michael’s? — Did you not bring mo this sword, with 
command not to draw it save at the command of my native and 
rightful Sovereign ? And liave I not done as you required me ? 
Or is the sw'ord a piece of lath — my word a bulrush — my memory 
a dream — and my eyes good for nought — espials which corbies 
might pick out of my head ?” 

" And if your eyes serve you not more truly on other occasions 
Uian in your vision of Saint Micliael,” said (’atherine, “ I know 
no^ the pain apart, that the corbies would do you any great 
injury in the deprivation — But hark, the bell — hush, for God’s 
sake, we are interrupted. ” 

The damsel was right ; for no sooner had the dull toll of the 
castle bell begun to resound through the vaulted apartment, than 
the door of Uie vestibule flew open, and the steward, with his 
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severe countenance, his gold chain, and his white rod, entered the 
apartment, followed by die aame train of domestics who had 
placed the dinner on the table, and who now, with the same cere- 
monious formality, began to remove it. 

The steward remained inotionless as some old picture, while 
the domestics did tlieir office { c,iid when it was accomplished, 
every tiling removed from the table, and the board itself taken 
from its tressels and disposed against tho wall, be said aloud, 
without addressing any one in particular, and somewhat in the 
tone of a herald reading a proclamation, “ My noble lady. Dame 
Margarct'Erskine, by marriage Douglas, lets the Lady Mary of 
Scotland and her attendants to wit, that a servant of the true 
evangele, her reverend chaplain, will to-night, as usual, expound, 
lecture, and catechise, according to the forms of the cougregation 
of gospellei*s.” 

“ Hark you, my friend, Mr Dryfesdalo,’* said Catherine, “ I 
understand this announcement is a nightly form of yours. Now, 
I pray you to remark, that the Lady Fleming and I — for I 
trust your insolent invitation concerns us only — have chosen 
Saint Peter’s pathway to Heaven, so 1 see no one whom your 
godly exhortation, catechise, or lecture, can benefit, excojiting 
this poor page, who, being in Satan’s band as well as yourself, 
bad better worship with you than remain to cumber our better- 
advised devotions.” 

The page was well-nigh giving a round denial to the assertions 
which this speech implied, when, remembering what had passed 
betwixt him and the Regent, and seeing Catherine’s finger raised 
in a monitory fashion, he felt himself, as on former occasions at 
the Castle of Aveiiel, obliged to submit to the task of dissimula- 
tion, and followed Dryfosdale down to the castle chapel, where he 
assisted in the devotions of the evening. 

The chaplain was named Elias Henderson. He was a man in 
the prime of life, and possessed of good natural parts, carefully 
improved by the best education which those time.s afforded. To 
these qualities w'cre added a faculty of close and tei*se reasoning ; 
and, at intervals, a flow of happy illustration and natural eloquence. 
Tho religious faith of Rolaud (Jraime, as we have already had 
opportunity to observe, rested on no secure basis, but w'as enter- 
tained rather in obedience to his grandmother’s behest*^, and his 
secret desire to contradict the chaplain of Aveiiel Castle, than 
from any fixed or steady reliance which he placed on the Romish 
creed. His ideas had been of late considerably enlarged by the 
scenes he had passed through ; and feeling that there was shame 
in not understanding something of those political disputes l/etwixt 
the professors of the ancient and of the relormed faitli, ho 
listened with more attention than it liad hitherto been in his 
nature to yield on such occ^ious, to an animated discu.^sion of 
some of the principal points of difference betwixt the churches. 
So passed away the first day in the Castle of Lochleven ; and 
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those which followed it were, for some time^ of a verj' monotonous 
Aud luiiform tenor. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

’TIb a weary life this 

Vaults overhead, aud grates and bars around me. 

And my s;id hours spent with as sad companioni}, 

Wliose thouRhls are brooding o’er tlicir own mischances. 

Fur, far too deeply to take part in nunc. 

The Woodsman. 

Tun course of life to which Alary and her little retinue were 
doomed, was in the last degree secluded and lonely, varied only 
as the weather permitted or rendered impossible the Queen’s 
usual walk in the garden or on the battlements. The greater 
part of the morning she wrought with her ladies at those pieces 
of needlework, many of which still remain proofs of her inde- 
fatigable application. At such hours the page was permitted the 
freedom of the castle and islet ; nay, ho was sometimes invited to 
attend George Douglas when he went a-sporting upon the lake, or 
on its margin ; opportunities of diversion which were only clouded 
by the remarkable melancholy which always seemed to brood on 
that gentleman’s brow, and to mark his whole demeanour, — a 
sadness so profound, that Roland never observed him to smile, or 
to speak any word unconnected with the immediate object of their 
exercise. 

The most pleasant part of Roland’s day, was the occasional 
space which he was permitted to pass in personal attendance on 
the Queen and her ladies, together with the regular dinner-time, 
which lie always spent with Dame Mary Eleming and Catberiiie 
Seyton. At these periods, he had frequent occasion to admire 
tile lively spirit and iuventire imagination of the latter damsel, 
who was unwearied in hor contrivances to amuse her mistress, 
and to banish, for a time at least, the melancholy which preyed 
on her bosom. She danced, she sung, she recited tales of ancient 
and modem times, with that heartfelt exertion of talent, of which 
the pleasure lies not in the vanity of displaying it to others, but 
in the enthusiastic consciousness that wc possess it ourselves. 
And yet these high accomplishments were mixed with an air of 
rusticity and harebrained vivacity, which seemed rather to belong 
to gome village maid, the coquette of the ring around the May* 
polo, than to the high-bred descendant of an ancient baron. A 
touch of audacity, altogether short of effrontery, and far less 
appre^hing to vulgarity, gave as it were a wildness to all that 
she did ; and Mary, while defending her from some of the oeca- 
wo^l censures of her grave eoiupanion, compared her to a 
trained singing-bird escaped from a cage, which practises in all 
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tlic luxuriance of freedom, and in full possession of the greenwood 
boush, tho airs \^liich it had learned during its earlier captivity. 

The moments which the page was permitted to pass in the 
presence of this fascinating creature, danced so nipidly away, 
tliat, brief as they Avere, tliey compensated the w'eary dulness of 
all tlie rest of the day. The space of indulgence, however, was 
always brief, nor were any private iiiterviciws betwixt him and 
Catherine permitted, or even possible. Whether it were some 
special precaution respecting the Queen's household, or whether 
It were her general ideas of propriety, Dame Fleming seemed 
[>articularly attentive to prevent the young people from holding 
any separate correspondence together, and bestowed, for Cathe- 
rijie’s solo benefit in this matter, the full stock of prudence and 
experience which she had acquired, when mother of the Queen's 
maidens of honour, and by which she had gained their hearty 
hatred. Casual meetings, however, could not be prevented, unless 
Catherine had been more desirous of shunning, or Roland Greemo 
leas anxious in watching for them. A ,‘.*nile, a gibe, a sarcasm, 
disarmed of its severity by tlie arch look with wdiich it w'as 
accuinpanied, was all that time permitted to pass between them 
oil such occasions. But such passing interview's neither afforded 
means nor opportunity to renew the discussion of the circum- 
stances attending their earlier acquaintance, nor to pemit Roland 
to investigate more accurately die mysterious apparition of tho 
page in the purple velvet cloak at tho iiostelric of Saint Michael's. 

The winter months slipped heavily away, and spring was 
already advanced, Avhen Roland Grtemo observed a gradual 
change in the manners of his follow-prisoners. Having no 
liiisiiiess of his own to attend to, and being, like those of his age, 
education, and degree, sufficiently curious concerning what passed 
around, he began by degrees to suspect, and finally to be con- 
vinced, that there ivas something in agitation among his com- 
panions ill captivity, to which they did not desire that he should 
bo privy. Nay, he became almost certain tliat, by some means 
unintelligible to him, Queen Mary held correspondence beyond 
tho walls and waters which surrounded her prison-house, and 
that she nourished some secret hope of delivei'ance or escape. In 
the conversations betwixt her and her attendants, at whicli he 
was necessarily present, the Queen could not always avoid 
shewing that she w'as acquainted with the events which were 
passing abroad in tlie world, and which ho only heard through 
her report. Ho observed that she wrote more nnd worked less 
than hod been her former custom, and that, as if desirous to lull 
suspicion asleep, she changed her manner towards the Lady 
Lochleven into one more gracious, and which seemed to express 
a resigned submission to her lot. “ They tliink I am blind," he 
said to himself, and that I am unfit to be trusted because 1 am 
so young, or it may he because 1 was sent hither by the Regent* 
Well ! — be it 80 — they may be glad to confide in me in the long 
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run ; and Catherine Seyton, for as saucy as she is, may find me 
as a confident as that sullen Douglas, whom she is always 
running after. It may be they are anfi^y with me for listening 
to Master Elias Henderson ; but it was their own fault for sending 
me there; and if the man speaks truth and good sense, and 
preaches only the word of God, he is as likely to be right as either 
Pope or- Councils.” 

It is probable that in this last conjecture, Roland Greeme had 
hit upon the real cause why the ladies had not intrusted him with 
their counsels. He had of late had several conferences with 
Henderson on the subject of religion, and had given him to 
understand that he stood in need of his instructions, although he 
had not thought there was either prudence or necessity for con- 
fessing that hitherto he had held the tenets of the Church of Rome. 

Elias Henderson, a keen propagator of the reformed faith, had 
sought the seclusion of Lochleven Castle, with the express pur- 
pose and expectation of making converts from Rome amongst the 
domestics of the dethroned Queen, and confirming the faith of 
those who already held the Protestant doctiines. Perhaps his 
hopes soared a little higher, and he might nourish some expecta- 
tion of a proselyte more distinguished in the person of the deposed 
Queen. But the pertinacity with which she and her female 
attendants refused to see or listen to him, rendered such hope, if 
ho nourished it, altogether abortive. 

The opportunity, therefore, of enlarging the religions informa- 
tion of Roland Graeme, and bringing him to a more duo sense of 
his duties to Heaven, was hailed hy the good man as a door 
opened by Providence for the salvation of a sinner. He dreamed 
not, indo^, that ho was converting a Papist, but such was tlie 
ignorance which Roland displayed upon some material })oints of 
the reformed doctrine, that Master Henderson, while praising his 
docility to the Lady I^ochleven and her grandson, seldom failed 
to add, that his venerable brother, Henry Warden, must be now 
decayed in strength and in mind, since he found a catechumen of 
his flock so ill-grounded in the principles of his belief. For this, 
indeed, Roland Grseine thought it was unnecessary to assign the 
true reason, which was his having made it a point of honour to 
forget all that Henry Warden taught him, as soon as ho was no 
longer compelled to repeat it over as a lesson acquired by rote. 
The lessons of his new instructor, if not more impressively 
delivered, were received by a more willing ear, and a more 
awakened understanding, and the solitude of Lochlevon Castle was 
favourable to graver thoughts than the page had hitherto enter- 
tained. He wavered yet, indeed, as one who was almost per- 
suaded ; but his attention to the chaplain’s instnirtions procured 
liim favour even with the stern old dame herself ; and he was 
once or twice, but under great precimtion, permitted to go to the 
neighbouring village of Kinross, situated on the mainland, to 
execute some ordinary commission of his unfortunate mistroas. 
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For some time Roland Grseme might be considered as standing 
neuter betwixt the two parties who inhabited tlie water^girdled 
Tower of Lochleven ; but, as he rose in the opinion of the Lady 
of the Castle and her chaplain, he perceived, with great grief, that 
he lost ground in that of Mary and her female allies. 

He came gradually to be sensible tliat he was regarded as a 
spy upon their discourse, and that, instead of the ease with which 
they had formerly conversed in his presence, without suppressing 
any of the natural feelings of auger, of sorrow, or mirth, wjiicfi 
the chance topic of the moment happened to call forth, their talk 
was now guardedly restriefod to the most indifferent subjects, and 
a studied reserve observed even in tlioir mode of treating these. 
This obvious w'ant of confidence was accompanied witli a corres- 
pondent change in their personal demeanour toward'j the unfor- 
tunate page. Tho Queen, who had at fii'st treated him with 
marked courtesy, now scarce spoke to him, save to convey some 
necessary command for her service. The Lady Fleming restricted 
her notice to tlic most dry and distant expressions of civility, and 
Catherine Sey ton became bitter in her pleasantries, and shy, cross, 
and pettish, in any intercourse they had together. What was 
yet more provoking, he saw, or thought ho saw, marks of intel- 
ligence betwixt George Douglas and tho beautiful Catherine 
Seyton ; and, sharpened by jealousy, he wrought himself almost 
into a certainty, that the looks which they exchanged, conveyed 
matters of deep and serious import. No wonder,” he thought, 
“ if, courted by the son of a proud and powerlul baron, she can no 
longer spare a word or look to the poor fortuneless page.” 

In a word, Roland Graeme’s situation became truly disagree- 
able, and his heart naturally enough rebelled against the injustice 
of tliis treatment, which deprived him of the only comfort wliich 
ho had received for submitting to a confiiieineut in other respects 
irksome, lie accused Queen Mary and Catherine Seyton ffor 
concerning the opinion of Dame Fleming he was indifferent) of 
inconsistency in being displeased with him on account of the 
natural consequences of an order of their own. Why did they 
send him to hear this overpowering preacher ? The Abbot Am- 
brosius, he recollected, understood tho weakness of tlieir Popish 
cause bettei’, when he enjoined him to repeat within bis own 
mind, aves, and credos, and poiters, all the while old Henry 
Warden preached or lectured, that so lie might secure himself 
against lending even a momentary car to his heretical doctrine. 
“ But I will eudure tliis life no longer,” said he to himself, man- 
fully; “do they suppose 1 would betray ray mistress, because I 
see cause to doubt of her religion ? — that w^ould be a serving, as 
they say, the devil for God’s sake. 1 will forth into the world — 
ho that serves fair ladies, may at least expect kind looks and kind 
words ; and I bear not the mind of a gentleman, to submit to cold 
treatment and suspicion, and a life-long captivity besides. 1 will 
speak to George Douglas to-morrow w hen we go out a-fishing.” 
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A sleepless night was spent in agitating this magnanimous 
resolution, and ho arose in the morning not perfectly decided 
in his own mind wliether he should abide by it or not. It hap- 
pened that he was summoned by the Queen at an unusual hour, 
and just as he was about to go out with George Douglas. Ue 
went to attend her commands in the garden ; but as he had his 
angling-rod in his hand, the circumstance announced his previous 
intention, and the Queen, turning to the Lady Fleming, said, 
“ Catherine must devise some other amusement for us, ma honne 
amie ; our discreet page has already made his party for the day’s 
pleasure.” 

1 said from the beginning,” answered the I^ndy Fleming, 
“ that your Gra<!e ought not to rely on being favoured with the 
company of a youth who has so many Huguenot acquaintances, 
and has the means of amusing himself fat* more agreeably than 
with US.” 

“ I wish,” said Catherine, her animated features reddening 
with mortihcatlon, that his friends would sail away with liim 
for good, and bring us in return a page (if such a thing can be 
found) faithful to his Queen and to his religion.” 

“ One part of your wishes may be granted, madam,” Kiid 
Roland Graeme, unable any longer to restrain his sense of the 
treatment which he received on all sides ; and he was about to 
add, I heartily wish you a companion in my ro<.)m, if such can 
be found, who is capable of enduring women's caprices without 
going distracted.” Luckily, he recollected the remorse which he 
had felt at having given way to the vivacity of his temper upon 
a similar occasion ; and, closing his lips, imprisoned, until it 
died on his tongue, a reproach so misbecoming the presence of 
majesty. 

“ Why do you remain there,” said the Queen, “ ns if you wei*e 
rooted to the parterre ?” 

“ I but attend your Grace’s commands,” said the page. 

I have none to give you • — Begone, sir !” 

As he left the garden to go to the boat, he distinctly heard 
Mary upbraid one of her attendants in these words : — “ You see 
to what you have exposed us !” 

This brief scene at once determined Roland Grseme’s reso- 
lution to quit the castle, if it were possible, and to impart his 
resolution to George Douglas without loss of time. That gentle- 
man, in his usual mood of silence, sate in the stern of the little 
skiff which they used on such occasions, tnmming his fishing- 
tackle, and, from time to time, indicating by signs to Greeme, 
who pulled the oars, which way he should row. When they 
were a furlong or two from the castle, Roland rested on the oars, 
and addressed his companion somewhat abruptly, — ‘‘I have 
something of importance to say to you, under your pleasure, fair 
sir*” 

The pensive melancholy of Douglas’s countenance at once gave 
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way to tlie eager, keen, and atartled look of one who expects to 
liear something of deep and alarming import. 

“ I am wearied to the very death of this Castle of Lochleven,’* 
continued Roland. 

Is that all V* said Douglas ; 1 know none of its inhabitants 

who ore much better pleased with it.” 

‘‘ Ay, but 1 am neither a native of the house, nor a prisoner in 
it, and so 1 may reasonably desire to leave it.” 

“ You might desire to quit it with equal reason,” answered 
Douglas, if you were both tlie one and the other.” 

Hut,” said Roland Griemc, 1 ant not only tired of living in 
Lochleven Castle, but I am determined to quit it.” 

“ That is a resolution more easily taken than executed,” replied 
Douglas. 

Not if yourself, sir, and your Lady Mother, choose to consent,” 
answered the pnge. 

“You mistake the matter, Roland,” said Douglas; “you 
will find that the consent ot two other persons is equally essen^ 
tial — that of the Lady Mary your mistress, and that of my 
uncle the Regent, who j)laced you about her person, and who 
will not tliiuk it proper that she should change her attendants so 
soon.” 

“ And must I then remain whether 1 will or no ?” demanded 
the page, somewhat appalled at a view of the subject, which 
would have occurred sooner to a person of more cxj)erience. 

“ At least,” said George Douglas, “ you must will to remain till 
my uncle consents to dismiss you.” 

“ Frankly,” said the page, “ and speaking to you as a gentleman 
who is incapable of betraying mo, I will confess, that if I thought 
myself a prisoner here, neither walls nor water should confine me 
long.” 

“ Frankly,” said Douglas, “ f could not much blame you for 
tlie attempt ; yot, for all that, my father, or uncle, or the earl, 
or any of my brothers, or in short any of the king's lords into 
whose hands you fell, would in such a case hang you like a dog, 
or like a sentinel who deserts his post ; and 1 jiroiuise you tliat 
you will hardlj^r escape them. But row towards Saint Serfs 
island — there is a breeze from the w'cst, and we shall have sport, 
keeping to windward of the isle, where the ripple is strongesL 
We will speak more of what you have mentioned when we have 
had an hour’s sport.” 

Their fishing was successful, though never did two anglers 
pursue even that silent and unsocial pleasure with less of verbal 
intercourse. 

When their time was expired, DAiglas took the oars in his turn, 
and by his order Roland Grsemo steered the boat, directing her 
course upon the landing-place at the castle. But he also stopped 
in the midst of his course, and, looking around him, said to Graeme, 
“ There is a thing whicli 1 could lueiitioii to tliee ; but it is so deep 
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a secret, that even here, surrounded as we are by sea and sky, 
without tlie possibility of a listener, 1 cannot prevail on myself to 

anaol^ it Ollt. 

* “ Better leave it unspoken, sir,” answered Roland Graeme, “ if 
you doubt the honour of him who alone can hear it.” 

“ 1 doubt not your honour,” replied George Douglas ; “ but you 
are young, imprudent, and changeful.” 

Young,” said Roland, “I am, and it may be imprudent — 
but who hath infrunned you that J am changeful ?” 

“ One that knows you, perhaps, better than you know yourself,” 
replied Douglas. 

“ I suppose you mean Catherine Seyton, ‘‘ said tlio page, his 
heart rising as he sjioke; “but she is herself fifty times more 
variable in her humour than tho very water wdiich we are float- 
ing upon,” 

“ My young acquaintance,” said Douglas, I pray you to re- 
member that Catherine Seyton is a lady of blood and birth, and 
must not bo lightly spoken of.” 

“ Master George of Douglas,” said Graeme, “ as that speech 
seemed to be made under the warrant of something like a threat, I 
pi*ay you to observe, that I value not the threat at the estimation of 
a fin of one of these dead trouts ; and, moreover, I would have you 
to know that the champion who undertakes the defence of every 
lady of blood and birth, whom men accuse of change of faith and 
of fashion, is like to have enough of work on his hands.” 

** Go to,” said the Seneschal, but in a tone of good-humour, 

tliou art a foolish boy, unfit to deal with any matter more serious 
tlmn the casting of a net, or the flyiiig of a hawk.” 

“ If your secret concern Catherine Seyton,” said the page, “ [ 
care not for it, and so you may tell her if you will. 1 wot she 
can shapo you opportunity to speak with her, lis she has ere 
now.” 

Tho flush which passed over Douglas’s face, made the page 
aware that he had alighted on a truth, when he was, in fact, 
speaking at random ; and the feeling that he had done so, was 
like striking a dagger into his own heart. His companion, with- 
out farther answer, resumed the oars, and pulled lustily till 
they arrived at the island and the castle. The servants received 
the produce of their spoil, and the two fishers, turning from each 
other iu silentte, went each to his several apartment. 

Roland Orseme had spent about an hour in grumbling against 
Catherine Seyton, the Queen, tho Regent, and the whole House of 
Lodi le veil, with George Douglas at tho head of it, when the time 
approached that his duty called him to attend the meal of Queen 
Mary. As he arranged his dfress for this purpose, he grudged 
Uie trouble, which, on similar occasions, ho used, with boyish 
foppery, to consider os one of the most important duties of his day ; 
and when he went to take his place behind the chair of the Queen, 
it was with an air of oifended dignity, wbch could not escape her 
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observation, and probably appeared to her ridiculous enough, for 
she whispered sometliing in French to her ladies, at which the 
Lady Fleming laughed, and Catherine appeared half diverted and 
half disconcerted. Tins pleasantry, of which the subject was 
concealed from him, the unfortunate page received, of course, as 
a new oflFcnce, and called an additional degree of sullen dignity 
into his mien, which might have exposed him to farther raillery, 
but that Mary appeared disposed to make allowance for and coni- 
passionatc his feelings. 

With the peculiar tact and delicacy which no woman possessed 
in greater perfection, she began to soothe by degrees the vexed 
spirit of her magnanimous attendant. The excellence of the fish 
which he had taken in his expedition, the high flavour and lieauti - 
fill red colour of the trouts, which have long given dish'nction to 
the lake, led her first to express her thanks to her attendant for 
so agreeable an addition to her table, especially upon a joar dtt 
jiiune ; and then brought on inquiries into the place where the 
fish had been taken, their size, their peculiarities, the times 
when they wi're in season, and a comparison between the Loch- 
lev(in trouts and those which are found in the lakes and rivers ot 
the south of Scotland. The ill humour of Roland Graomo was 
never of an obstinate character. It rolled away like mist before 
the suii. and he was easily engaged in a keen and animated 
dissertation about Jiochlevcii trout, and sea trout, and river 
trout, and bull trout, and char, wliich never rise to a fly, and 
par, which some suppose infant siilnioii, and heriivgsy which 
frequent the Nith, and midism, which are only found in the 
(Jastle-Loch of Lochmaben ; and he was hurrying on with the 
eager impetuosity and enthusiasm of a young sportsman, when 
he observed that the smile with w'liicli the Queen at first listened 
to him died languidly uw'ay, and that, in spite of her efforts to 
suppress them, teal’s rose to her eyes. He stopped suddenly 
short, and, distressed in his turn, aaked, ‘‘ If he had had tlie mis- 
fortune unwittingly to give displeasure to her Grace 1” 

“ No, my poor boy,” replied tlie Queen ; “ but as you numbered 
Up the lakes and rivers of my kingdom, imagination cheated me, 
as it will do, and snatched mo from these dreary walls away to 
the romantic streams of Nithsdale, and tlie royal towers of Loch- 
maboii. — O land, which iny fathers have so long ruled ! of tlie 
pleasures which you extend so freely, your Queen is now deprived, 
and the poorest beggar, who may wander free from one landward 
town to another, would scorn to change fates with Mary of Scot- 
land !” 

“ Your Highness,” said the Lady Fleming, “ will do well to 
withdraw.” 

“ Come with me then, Fleming,” said Uie Queen, “ 1 would 
not burden hearts so young as tliese are, with the sight of my 
sorrows.” 
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She aecompamed these words with a look of melancholy com- 
paaBion towards Roland and CaHicrino, who were now left alone 
tOgiBther in the apartment. 

The page found his situation not a little enihnrrassing ; for, as 
every reader has experienced who may have chanced to bo in 
such a situation, it is extremely diflicult to maintain the full 
dignity of an offended person in the presence of a beautiful girl, 
whatever reason we may have for being angry with her. Cathe- 
rine Scyton, on her part, sate still like a lingering ghost, whicli, 
conscious of the aw'o which its presence imposes, is charitably 
disposed to give the poor confused mortal whom it visits, time to' 
recover his senses, and comply with tlic gi*and rule of demonology 
by speaking first. But as inland seemed in no hiuTy to avail 
himself of her condescension, she carried it a step farther, and 
herself opened the conversation. 

I pray you, fair sir, if it may bo permitted me to disturb 
your august reverie hy a question so simple, — what may have 
become of your rosary ?” 

It is lost, madam — lost some time since/’ said Roland, partly 
embarrassed and partly indignant. 

And may I ask farther, air,” said Catherine, “ why you have 
not replaced it with another ? — I have half a mind,” she said, 
taking from her pocket a string of ebony beads adorned with 
gold, to bestow one upon you, to keep for my sake, just to re- 
mind you of former acquaintance.” 

There was a. little tremulous accent in the tone with whicli 
these words were delivered, which at once put to flight Roland 
Greeme’s resentment, and brought him to Catherine’s side ; but 
she instantly resumed the bold and firm accent which was more 
familiar to her. “ I did not bid you,” she said, " conic and sit so 
close by me ; for the acquaintance that 1 spoke of, lias been stiff 
and cold, dead and buried, for this many a day.’’ 

“ Now Heaven forbid 1” said the page, “ it has only slept ; and 
now that you desire it sliould awake, fair Catherine, believe me 

tliat a pledge of your returning favour ” 

“ Nay, nay,” said Catherine, withliolding the rosary, towards 
which, as he spoke, he extended his hand, “ I have changed m\ 
mind on better reflection. What should a horctic do with thesi) 
holy beads, that have been blessed by the Father of the church 
himself 1” * 

Roland winced grievously, for he saw plainly which way the 
discourse was now likely to tend, and felt that it must at all 
events ho embarrassing. “ Nay, but,” he said, “ it waa as a 
token of your own regard that you offered them.” 

“ Ay, fair sir, but tliat I’egard attended the faitliful subject, tlie 
loyal and pious Catholic, the individual who was so solemnly 
devoted at the same time with myself to tJie same grand duty ; 
ivhich, you must now understand, was to s*yrvc the church and 
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Queen. To 8uch a person, if you ever hoard of him, was my 
regard due, and not to him who associates with heretics, and is 
about to become a reiiegado.” 

‘‘ I should scarce believe, fair mistress,” said Roland, indig- 
nantly, “ that the vane of your favour turned only to a Catholic 
wind, considering that it points so plainly to George Douglas, who, 
I think, is both kingsinan and Protestant.” 

Think better of Gcrirge Douglas,” said Catherine, ** than to 

l>elieve ” and then checking herself, as if sho had spoken too 

much, she went on, “ I assure you, fair Master Roland, that all 
wlio wish you well are sorry for you.” 

“ Their number is very few, I believe,” answered Roland, 
“ and their sorrow', if they feci any, not deeper than ten minutes’ 
time will cure.” 

They are more numerous, and think more deeply concerning 
you, than you seem to be aware,” answen^d (’atherine. " But 
perhaps they think wrong — Vou are the best judge in your own 
affairs ; and if you prefer gold and church-lands to honour and 
loyalty, and the faitli of your fathers, why should you be 
hampered in conscience more than others 

“ May Heaven bear witness for me,” said Roland, ‘‘ that if 1 
entertain any difference of opinion — that is, if I nourish any 
doubts in point of religion, they have been adopted on the con- 
viction of my own mind, and the suggestion of my own 
conscience !” 

“Ay, ay, your conscience — your conscience!” repeated she 
with satiric emphasis; “your conscience is the scape-goat; I 
warrant it an able one — it will bear the burden of one of tlie 
best maiioi-s of the Abbey of Saint Mary of Kennaquhair, lately 
forfeited to our noble Lord the King, by the Abbot and commu- 
nity thereof, for the high crime of fidelity to their religious vows, 
and now to be wanted by the High and Mighty Traitor, and so 
forth, James Earl of Murray, to tho good squire of dames 
Roland Groeine, for his loyal and faithful service as under-espial, 
and deputy-turnkey, for securiug tlie person of his lawful sovc- 
i*oigu, Queen Mary.” 

“ You miaconstiaie me cruelly,” said the page; “yes, Cathe- 
rine, most cruelly — God knows I would protect this poi^r lady at 
tlio risk of my life, or with my life ; but what can I do — what 
can any one do for her 1” 

“ Much may be done — enough may be done — all may be done 
— if men will be but true and honourable, as Scottish men wei’e 
ill the days of Bruc<< and Wallace. Oh, Roland, from what an 
enterprise you are now withdrawing your heart and hand, through 
more ffckleness and coldness of spirit 1” 

“How can I withdraw,” said Roland, “from an enterprise 
which has never been communicated to me I — Has tlie Queen, 
or have you, or has any one, communicated with mo upon any 
thing for her service which 1 have refused? Or have you not, 
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all of you, held me at sucli diutance from your counsels, as if I 
were the most faithless spy since the days of Ganelon I * 

“ And who,” said Catherine* Seyton, “ would trust the sworn 
friend, and pupil, and companion, of the heretic preacher Hender- 
son ? ay — a proper tutor you have chosen, instead of the excel- 
lent Ambrosius, who is now turned out of house and homestead, 
if indeed he is not laii^ishing in a dungeon, for withstanding the 
tyranny of Morton, to whose brother tho temporalities of that 
noble house of God have Imen gifted away by the Regent.” 

la it possible 1” said the page ; “ and is the excellent Father 
Ambrose in such distress I” 

** He would account the news of your falling away from the 
faith of your fathers,” answered Catherine, “ a worse mishap tlian 
aught that tyranny can inflict on himself.” 

“ But why,” said Roland, very much moved, “ why should you 
suppose that — that — that it is with me as you say 

“ Do you yourself deny it 1” replied Catherine ; “ do ypu not ad- 
mit that you have drunk the poison which you should have dashed 
from your lips ? — Do you deny that it now ferments in your 
veins, if it has not altogether corrupted the springs of life ? — Do 
you deny that you have your doubts, as you proudly tenn them, 
respecting what poiK*s and councils have declared it unlawful to 
doubt of? — Is not your faith wavering, if not overthrown? — 
Does not tho heretic preacher boast his conquest ? — Does not 
the heretic w'omari of this prison- house hold uj) thy example to 
others 1 — Do not the Queen and the Lady Fleming believe in thy 
falling away ? — And is there any except one — yes I will speak 
it out, and think as lightly as you please of my good-will — is 
tlicrc one except myself that holds even a lingering hope that you 
may yet prove what wo once all believed of you ?” 

" T know not,” said our poor page, much embarrassed by the 
view which was thus presenied to liim of the conduct ho was 
expected to pursue, and by a person in whom he was not the less 
interested that so long a residence in Lochleveu Castle, with no 
object BO likely to attract his undivided attention, had taken 
place since they had first met, — “ I know not what you expect 
<if me, or fear from me. I was sent hither to attend Queen Mary, 
and to her I acknowdedge the duty of a servant through life and 
death. If ail}/ one had expected service of another kind, I was 
not the party to render it. I neither avow nor disclaim the 
doctrines of tne reformed church. — Will you have the truth ? — 
It seems to me that the profligacy of the Catholic clergy has 
brought this judgment on their owm heads, and, for aught 1 know, 
it may bo for their reformation. But, for betraying this unhappy 
Queen, God knows I am guiltless of the thought. Did I even 
believe worse of her, than as her servant 1 wish — as her subject 

* Omi, Gano, or Ganelon of Maycnce, Is, In the Romances on the subject of 
('liorlemAgne and his Paladins, always represented as the traitor by whom the 
Christian ohaiiq;)lona are betrayed. 
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I dare to do — I would not betray her — far from it — I would 
aid her in aught which could tend to a fair trial of her cause.’* 

<< Enough ! enough I” answered Catherine, clasping her hands 
together ; ‘‘ then thou wilt not desert us if any means ai’e pre- 
sented, by which, placing our Royal Mistress at freedom, this 
case may be honestly tried betwixt her and her rebellious sub- 
jects 

« Nay — but, fair Catherine,” replied the page, " hear but what 
the Lord of Murray said when he sent me hither.” — 

" Hear but what tlie devil said,” replied the maiden, rather 
than what a false subject, a false brother, a false counsellor, a 
false friend, said ! A man raised from a petty pensioner on tiie 
crown’s bounty, to be the counsellor of majesty, and the prime 
distributor of the bounties of the state ; — one with whom rank, 
fortune, title, consequence, and power, all grew up like a mush- 
room, by Iho mere warm good-will of the sister, whom, in requital, 
he hath mewed up in this place of melancholy seclusion — whom, 
in farther requital, he has deposed, and whom, if he dared, he 
would murder !” 

“ I think not so ill of the Earl of Murray,” said Roland 
Grseme j “ and sooth to speak,” he added, with a smile, ‘‘ it would 
require some bribe to make me embrace, with firm and desperate 
resolution, cither one side or the other.” 

“ Nay, if that is all,” replied Catherine Seyton, in a tone of 
enthusiasm, ** you shall be guerdoued witii prayers from oppressed 
subjects — from dispossessed clergy — from insulted nobles — with 
immortal praise by future ages — with eager gratitude by the 
present — with fame on earth, and with felicity in heaven I Your 
country will tliank you — your Queen will be debtor to you — 
you will achieve at once the highest from the lowest degree in 
chivalry — all men will honour, all women will love you — and I, 
sworn with you so early to the accomplishment of Queen Mary’s 
ireedom, will — yes I will, love you better tlian — ever sister 
loved brother !” 

"Say on — say on 1” whispered Roland, kneeling on one knee, 
and taking her hand, which,' in tlie warmth of exhortation, Cathe- 
rine held towards him. 

" Nay,” said she, pausing, " I have already said too much — 
far too much, if I prevail not wiUi you — far too little if I do. But 
I prevail,” she continued, seeing that tlie countenance of the 
youtli she addressed returned tlie enthusiasm of her own — "I 
prevail ; or rather the good cause prevails through its own 
strength — thus 1 devote thee to it.” And as she spoke she 
approached her finger to the brow of the astonished youth, and, 
without touching it, signed the cross over his foreheau — stooped 
her face towards him, and seemed to kiss the empty space in 
which she had traced the symbol ; then starting up, and extrica- 
ting herself from 1^ gnisp, darted into tlie Queen’s apartment. 

Roland Grseme remaiued as tlie enthusiastic maiden liad left 

VOL. XI. p 
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him, kneeling on one knee, with breath withheld, and with eyes 
fixed upon the space which the fairy form of Catherine Seyton 
had 80 lately occupied. If his thoughts were not of unmixed 
delight, they at least partook of that thrilling and intoxicating, 
though mingled sense of pain and pleasure, the most overpower- 
ing which life otfers in its blended cup. He rose and retired 
slowly ; and although the chaplain Mr Henderson preached on 
that evening his best sermon against the errors of Popery, I would 
not engage tliat he was followed accurately tlirough the train of 
his reasoning by the young proselyte, with a view to whose espe- 
cial benefit he had handled die subject. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

And when Love’s torch hath set the heart in flame. 

Comes Seifinor Reason, with his saws and cautions. 

Giving; surli aid os the idd gray-beard Hextoii. 

Who from the churcli- vault drags his crazy engine, 

To ply Its dribbling ineflbctual streamlet 
Against a cunflagrution. 

Old Play. 

In a musing mood, Roland Greemc upon the ensuing morning 
betook himself to the battlements of the castle, as a spot wliero 
he might indulge the course of his thick-coming fancies with least 
chance of interruption. But his place of i-etirenicnt was in the 
present case ill chosen, for he was presently joined by Mr Elias 
Henderson. 

“ J sought you, young man,” said the preacher, “ having to 
speak of something which coueems you nearly.” 

The page had no pretence for avoiding the coiifcj*ence whicli 
the chaplain thus offered, though he felt tliat it might prove an 
embarrassing one. 

“ In teaching thee, as far as my feeble knowledge hatli per- 
mitted, thy duty towards God,” said the chaplain, “ there are 
particulars of your duty towards man, upon which 1 was unwil- 
ling long or much to insist. You arc here in the service of a 
lady, honourable as touching her birth, deserving of all compas- 
sion as respects her misfortunes, and garnished with oven but too 
many of those outward qualities which win men’s regard and 
affection. Have you ever consideTed your regard to tins Lady 
Mary of Scotland, in its true light and bearing 1 ” 

“ I trust, reverend sir,” relied Roland Grseme, that I am 
well aware of the duties a servant in my condition owes to his 
royal mistress, especially in her lowly and distressed condition.” 

** True,” answered the preacher ; " but it is even that honest 
feeling which may, in the Lady Mary’s case, carry thee into 
great crime and treachery.” 
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” How flo, reverend sir ?” replied the page ; “ I profess I under- 
stand you not.” 

“ I speak to you not of the crimes of this ill-advised lady,” said 
the preacher ; “ they are not subjects for the ears of her sworn 
servant. Diit it is enough hi say, that this unhappy person Imth 
rcijected more offers of grace, more hopes of glory, than ever 
wew^ held out to earthly princes ; and that she is now, her day 
of favour being passed, sequestered in this lonely castle, for the 
common weal of tlie people of Scotland, and it may be for tlie 
benefit of her own soul.” 

“ llevercnd sir,” said Roland, soiuowliat impatiently, I am 
but too well aware that my unfortunate mistress is inipiisoncd, 
since 1 have the misfortune to share in her restraint myself — of 
wliich, to speak sooth, 1 am heartily weary.” 

“ It is oven of that which I am abfmt to speak,” said the chap- 
lain, mildly ; “ but first, my good Roland, look forth on tlie 
pleasant prospect of yonder cultivated plain. You sec, where the 
smoke arises, yonder village standing half hidden by the trees, 
and you know it to be the dwelling-place of peace and industry. 
From space to space, each by the aide of its own stream, you see 
the gray towers of barons, with cottages intei*sj)erscd ; and j^'ou 
know that they also, with their household, are now living in unity ; 
the lance hung upon the w all, and the sword resting in its sheath. 
You see, too, more than one fair church, where the pui*e waters 
of life are offered to the thirsty, and where tlio hungry are re- 
freshed with spiritual food. — What w'ould he deserve, who should 
bring fire and slaughter into so fair and happy a scene— who 
should bare; the swords of the gentry and turn them against each 
other- -who should give tower and cottage to the flames, and 
slaltf the embers with the blood of the iiidwcllors ? — What 
would he deserve who shouhi lift up again that ancient Dagon of 
Superstition, whom tlio worthies of the time have beaten down, 
and who should onco more make tho churches of God the high 
])laces of Baal ?” 

“ You have limned a frightful picture, reverend sir,” said 
Roland Grjsme ; “ yet I guess not whom you would charge with 
the purpose of effecting a change so horrible.” 

“God forbid,” replied the preacher, “that I should say to 
thee. Thou art the man. — Y et beware, Roland Graeme, that thou, 
iu serving thy mistress, hold fast the still higher service wliich 
thou owest to the peace of tliy country, and the prosperity of her 
inhabitants ; else, Roland Grmme, thou mayst bo tho very man 
upon whose head will fall the curses and assured punishment due 
to such work. If thou art won by the song of these sirens to aid 
that unhappy lady’s escape* from this place of penitence and secu- 
rity, it is over with the peace of Scotland’s cottages, and with the 
prosperity of her palaces — and tlie babe unborn shall curse the 
name of the man who gave inlet to the disorder which will follow 
the war betwixt tlie mother and the son.” 
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I know of no such plan, reverend sir,” answered the page, 
“ and therefore can aid none such. — My duty towards the Queen 
has been simply that of an attendant ; it is a task of which, at 

times, I would willingly have been freed ; nevertheless ” 

It is to prepare thee for the enjoyment of something more 
of liberty,” said the preacher, “that I have endeavoured to 
impress upon you the deep responsibility under which your 
office must be discharged. George Douglas hath told the Lady 
Lochlevcn that you are weary of this service, and my inter- 
cession hath partly determined her good ladyship, tliat, as your 
discharge cannot be granted, you shall, instead, be employed in 
certain commissions on tho mainland, which have hitlierto been 
discharged by other persona of confidence. Wherefore, come 
with me to the lady, for even to-day such duty will be imposed 
on you.” 

“ I trust you will hold me excused, reverend sir,” said the 
page, who felt that an increase of confidence on the part of the 
Lady of the Castle and her family would render his situation in a 
moral view doubly embarrassing, “ one cannot serve two masters 
— and 1 much fear that my mistress will not hold me excused for 
taking employment under another.” 

“ Fear not that,” said tho preacher ; “ her consent shall be 
asked and obtained. I fear she will yield it but too easily, as 
hoping to avail herself of your agency to maintain correspondence 
with her friends, as those falsely call themselves, who would make 
her name the watchword for civil war.” 

“ And thus,” said the page, “I shall be exposed to suspicion on 
all sides ; for my mistress will consider me as a spy placed on her 
by her enemies, seeing me so far tni^ted by them ; and tho Lady 
Lochlcven will never cease to suspect the possibility of my 
betraying her, because circumstances put it into my power tS do 
so — I would rather remain as 1 am.” 

There followed a pau.so of one or two minutes, during which 
Henderson looked steadily in Roland’s countenance, as if desirous 
to ascertain whether there was not more in the answer than the 
precise words seemed to imply. Ho failed in this point, however ; 
for Roland, bred a page from cliiMhood, knew how to assume a 
sullen pettish cast of countenance, well enough calculated to hide 
all internal emotions. 

“ I undei’stand thee not, Roland,” said the preacher, “ or rather 
thou thinkest on this matter more deeply tlian 1 apprehended to 
be in thy nature. Methought, the delight of goiug ou shore with 
thy bow, or thy gun, or tliy angling-rod, would have borne away 
all other feelings.” 

“ And so it would,” replied Roland, who perceived tho danger 
of suffering Henderson’s half-raised 8UB|)icions to become fully 
awake, — “ 1 would have thought of nodiing but the gun and the 
oar, and the ivild water-fowl tliat tempt me by sailing among the 
sedges yonder so far out of flight-shoi, bad you not spoken of 
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my going on shore as what was to occasion burning of town and 
tower, tlie downfall of the evangelo, and the up-setting of tlie 
mass.” 

“Follow mo, tlien,” said Henderson, “and we will seek the 
Lady Lochleven.” 

They found her at breakfast with her grandson George Douglas. 
— “ Peace be with your ladyship !” said the preacher, bowing to 
his patroness ; “ Roland Greerae awaits your order.” 

“ Young man,” said the lady, “ our chaplain hath warranted 
for thy fidelity, and we are determined to give you certain errands 
to do for us iu our town of Kinross.” 

“ Not by my advice,” said Douglas, coldly. 

“ I said not that it was,” answered the lady, something sharply. 
“ The mother of thy father may, 1 should think, bo old enough to 
judge for heraelf in a matter so simple. — Thou wilt take the 
skiff, Roland, and two of my people, whom Dryfesdale or Randal 
will order out, and fetch off certain stuff of plate and hangings, 
which should last night be lodged at Kinross by tlie w'aius from 
Edinburgh.” 

“ And give this packet,” said George Douglas, “ to a servant 
of ours, whom you will find iu waiting there. — It is the report to 
iny father,” he added, looking tow^ards his grandmother, who 
acquiesced by bending her head. 

“ I have already mentioned to Master Henderson,” said Roland 
Grmme, “ that, as my duty requires my attendance on the Queen, 
her Grace’s permission for my journey ought to be obtained before 
I can undertake your commission.” 

“ Look to it, my son,” said the old lady, “ the scruple of the 
youth is honourable.” 

“Craving your pardon, ma^^m, I have no wish to force myself 
on her presence thus early,” said Douglas, in an indifferent tone ; 
“ it might displease her, and were no way agreeable to me.” 

“ And I,” said the Lady Lochleven, “ although her temper hath 
been more gentle of late, have no will to undergo, without neces- 
sity, the rancour of her wit,” 

“ Under your permission, madam,” said the chaplain, “ I will 
myself render your request to the Queen. During my long 
residence in this house she hath not deigned to see me in private, 
or to hear my doctrine ; yet so may Heaven prosper my labours, 
as love for her soul, and desire to bring her into the right patli, 
was my chief desire for coming hither.” 

“ Take care, Master Henderson,” said Douglas, in a tone which 
seemed almost sarcastic, “ lest you rush hastily on an adventure 
to which you have no vocation — you are learned, and know the 
adage, Ne accesseris in consilium nisi Tocatus. — Who hath re- 
quired this at your hand ?” 

“ The Master to whose service 1 am called,” answered the 
preacher, looking upward, — “ He who hatii commanded me to 
be earnest in season and out of season.” 
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Your acquaintance hath not been much, 1 think, with coui'ts 
or princes,” continued the young Esquii'c. 

‘‘ No, sir,” replied Henderson, “ but, like my Master, Knox, I 
see notiling frightful in the fair face of a pretty lady.” 

My son,” said the Lady of Lochloven, quench not the good 
man’s zeal — let him do the eiraiid to this unhappy Princess.” 

“ With more willingness than I would do it myself,” said 
George Douglas. Yejt something in his manner appeared to con- 
tradict his words. 

The minister went accordingly, followed by Roland Greeme, 
and, demanding an audience of the imprisoned Princess, w’as 
admitted. He found her with her ladies engaged in the chiily 
task of embroidery. The Q,iicen received him with that courtesy, 
which, in ordinary cases, she used towards all wlio approached 
her, and the clergyman, in opening his commission, was obviously 
somewhat more embarrassed than he had expected to be. — “ The 
good Lady of Lochloven — may it please your Grace — — ” 

He made a short pause, during wliich Mary said, with a smile 
“ My Grace would, in truth, he w'ell pleased, were the Lady 
Lociilcvcn our good lady — But go on — what is the will of the 
good Lady of Lochleven 1” 

“ She desires, madam,” said the chaplain, “ that your Grace 
will permit this young gentleman, your page, Roland Grteme, to 
pass to Kinross, to look after some household stuff and hangings, 
sent hither for the better furnishing your Grace’s apartments.” 

" The Lady of Lochleven,” said the Quoon, “ uses needless 
ceremony, in requesting our permission for that which stands 
within her own pleasure. Wc w'ell know that this young gentle- 
man’s attendance on us had not heeji so long permitted, were he 
not thought to be more at the comipand of tliat good lady than at 
ours. — But we cheerfully yield consent that he shall go on her 
errand — with our will wc would doom no living creature to the 
captivity which we ourwdves must sufter.” 

“ Ay, madam,” answered the preacher, “ and it is doubtless 
natural for humar\ity to quarrel with its prison-house. Yet there 
have been those, who have found, that time spent in tlie house of 
temporal captivity may be so employed as to redeem us from 
spiritual slavery,” 

" I apprehend your meaning, sir,” replied the Queen, “ but I 
have heard your apostle — I have heard Master John Knox ; and 
were I to be perverted, I Avould willingly resign to the ablest and 
most powerful of heresiarchs, the poor honour he might acquire 
by overcoming ray faith and my hope.” 

“ Madam,” said the preacher, “ it is not to the talents or skill 
of the husbandman that God gives the inci*ea8e — the words 
which were offered in vain by him whom you justly call our 
apostle, during the hustle and gaiety of a court, may yet find 
better acceptance duriug the leisure for reflection which this 
place affords. God knows, lady, that 1 speak in singleness of 
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heart, as one who would as soon compare himself to tlio immortal 
angels, as to the holy man whom you have named. Yet would 
you but condescend to apply to their noblest use, those talents 
and that learning which all allow you to be possessed of — would 
you afford us but the slightest hope that you would hear and 
regard what can be ui’gcd against the blinded superstition and 
idolatry in which you arc brought up, sure am I, that the most 
powerfully -gifted of my brethren, that even John Knox himself, 
would hasten liither, and account tlie rescue of your siugle soul 
from the nets of Romish cn‘or — 

** T am obliged to yon and to them for their charity,” said 
Mary ; “ but as I have at prewnit but one presence-chamber, I 
would reluctantly sec it eonverted into a Huguenot synod.” 

At least, madam, be not thus obstinately blinded in your 
errors ! Hear one who has hungered and tliirsted, watched and 
prayed, to undertake the good w'ork of your conversion, and who 
would bo content to die tlie instant that a wjjrk so advantageous 
for yourself and so beneficial to Scotland were accomplished — 
Yes, lady, could 1 but shake tlie remaining pillar of the heathen 
temple in this land — and that permit me to term your faith in 
the delusions of Rome — I could be content to die overwhelmed 
ill the ruins !” 

“ [ will not insult your zeal, sir,” replied Mary, “ by saying you 
are more likely to make sport for the Philistines than to over- 
whelm them — your charity claims my thanks, for it is warmly 
expressed and may bo truly purposed — lint believe well of 
me as 1 am willing to do of you, and think that 1 may be as 
anxious to recall you to the ancient and only road, as you ai’e to 
teach me your now by-ways to paradise.” 

** Then, madam, if such be your generous purpose,” said 
Henderson, eagerly, “ what hinders that we should dedicate some 
part of tliat time, unhappily now too much at your Grace’s dis- 
posal, to discuss a question so weighty X You, by report of all 
men, are both learned and witty ; and T, though without such 
advantages, am strong in my cause as in a tower of defence. 
Why should we not spend some space in endeavouring to discover 
which of us hath the wrong side in this important matter ?” 

Nay,” said Queen Mary, “ 1 never alleged my force was 
strong enough to accept of a combat en champ clos, with a scholar 
and a polemic. Resides, the match is not equal. You, sir, might 
retire when yon felt the battje go against you, while I am tied to 
the stake, and have no permission to say the debate wearies me. 
— I would be alone.” 

She curtsied low to him as she uttered tliese words ; and 
Henderson, whose zeal was indeed ardent, but did not extend to 
the neglect of delicacy, bowed in return, and prepared to withdraw. 

“ I would,” be said. “ that my earnest wish, my most zealous 
prayer, could procure to your Grace any blessing or comfort, but 
especi^ly that in which alone blessing or comfort is, as easily as 



232 


THE ABBOT. 


the slightest intimatiou of your 'wish will remove me from your 
presericf;.” 

He was in the act of departing, when Mary said to him with 
much courtesy, “ Do mo no injury in your tlioughts, good sir ; it 
may be, that if my time here be protracted lunger — as surely I 
hope it will not, trusting that eitlier my rebel subjects will repent 
of their disloyalty, or that my faithful lieges will obtain the upper 
hand — but if my time be hero protracted, it may be I shall have 
no displeasure in hearing one who seems so reasonable and com- 
passionate as yourself, and 1 may hazard your contempt by 
endeavouring to recollect and repeat the reasons which schoolmen 
and councils give for tlie faith that is in me, — although 1 feai* 
that, God help me! my Latin baa deserted me with my other 
possessions. This must, however, be for anotlier day. Mean- 
while, sir, let the Lady of Lochleven employ my pa^ as she lists 
— I will not afford suspicion by speaking a word to him before he 
goes. — Roland Graeme, my friend, lose not an opportunity of 
amusing tliyself — dance, sing, run, and leap — all may be done 
merrily on the mainland ; but he must have more than quicksilver 
in his veins who would frolic here.” 

Alas ! madam,” said the preacher, " to what is it you exhort 
the youth, while time passes, and eternity summons ? Can our 
salvation be insured by idle mirth, or our good work wrought 
out without fear and trembling ?” 

"I. cannot fonr or tremble,” replied the Queen; '‘to Mary 
Stewart such emotions are unknown. 13ut if weeping and sorrow 
on my part will atone for the boy’s enjoying an hour of boyish 
pleasure, be assured the penance shall be duly paid.” 

" Nay, but, gracious lady,” said the preacher, “ in this you 
greatly err ; — our tears and our st^rrows are all too little for our 
own faults and follies, nor can we transfer them, as your church 
falsely teaches, to the benefit of others.” 

“ May I pray you, sir,'" answei'ed tlio Queen, “ with as little 
offence as such a prayer may import, to transfer youraelf else- 
where ? We arc sick at heart, and may not now be disturbed 
with farther controversy — and thou, , Roland, take this little 
purse (then, turning to the divine, she said, shewing its con- 
tents,) “ Loi)k, reverend sir, — it contains only these two or three 
gold testoons, a coin which, though bearing my own poor features, 
I have ever found more active against me than on my side, just 
as my subjects take arms against me, with my own name for tneir 
summons and signal. — Take this purse, that thou mayest want 
no means of amusement. Fail not — fail not to bring me back 
news from Kinross ; only let it be such as, without suspicion or 
offence, may be told in the presence of tills reverend gentleman, 
or of the good Lady Lochleven herself.” 

The last hint was too irresistible to be withstood ; and Hender- 
son withdrew, half mortified, half pleased, with his reception ; for 
Mary, from long habit, and tlte address which was natural to 
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her, had learned, in an extraordinary degree, the art of evading 
discourse which was disagreeable to her feelings or prejudices, 
without affronting those by whom it was proffered. 

Roland Gr^me retired with the chaplain, at a signal from his 
lady ; but it did not escape him, that as he left the room, stepping 
backwards, and making the deep obeisance due to royalty, Cathe* 
rine Seyton held up her slender forefinger, with a gesture which 
he alone could witness, and which seemed to say, “ Remember 
what has passed betwixt us.” 

The young page had now his last charge from the Lady of 
Lochlcveii. “ There are revels,” she said, “ this day at the 
village — my son’s authority is, as yet, unable to prevent those 
continued workings of the ancient leaven of folly which the 
Romish priests have kneaded into the very souls of the Scottish 
peasantry. I do not command thee to abstain from them — that 
would bo only to lay a snare for thy folly, or to teach thee false- 
hood; but enjoy these vanities with moderation, and mark them 
as something thou must soon learn to renounce and contemn. 
Our ehamberlain at Kinross, Luke Lundin, — Doctor, as he 
foolishly calleth himself, — will acquaint thee what is to bo done 
in the matter about which thou goest. Remember thou art 
trusted — shew thyself, therefore, worthy of trust.” 

When we recollect that Roland Gnome was not yet nineteen, 
and that he had spent his whole life in the solitary Castle of 
Avenel, excepting the few hours he had passed in Edinburgh, and 
his late re.sidence at Lochleven, (the latter period having very 
little served to enlarge his acquaintance with the gay world,) we 
cannot wonder that liis lu art heat high with hope and cui’iosity, 
at the prospect of partaking the sport even of a country wake, 
lie hastened to his little cabin, and turned over the wardrobe 
with which (in every respect becoming his station) ho had been 
supplied from Edinburgh, probably by order of the Earl of 
Murray. By the Queen’s command he had hitherto waited upon 
her in mourning, or at least in sad-coloured raiment. Her con- 
dition, she said, admitted of nothing more gay. But now he 
selected the gayest dress his wardrobe afforded ; composed of 
scarlet slashed with black satin, the royal colours of Scotland — 
combed bis long curled hair — disposed his chain and medal 
round a beaver hat of the newest block ; and with the gay falchion 
which had reached him in so mysterious a manner, hung by his 
side in an embroidered belt, his apparel, added to his natural 
frank mien and handsome figure, formed a most commendable 
and pleasing specimen of the young gallant of fhe period. He 
sought to make his parting reverence to the Queen and her ladies, 
but old Dryfesdale hurried him to the boat. 

“We will have no private audiences,” he said, “my master; 
since you are to he trusted with somewhat, we will try at least to 
save thee from the temptation of opportunity. God help thee, 
child,” he added, with a glance of contempt at his gay clothes, 
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“ aa the bear-ward bo yonder from Saint Andrews, have a care 
thou go not near liirn.” 

“ And wherefore, I pray yon ?” said Roland. 

“ Lest he take tlieo for one of his ninaway jackanapes,” 
answered the steward, smiling sourly. 

" I we;ir not my clothes at thy coat,” said Roland indignantly. 

“ Nor at tliino own either, my son,” replied tho steward, “ else 
would thy garb more nearly resemble thy merit and thy station.” 

Roland Orteme suppressed with difficulty the repartee which 
arose to his lips, and, wrapping his scarlet mantle around liim, 
threw himself into tlic boat, which two row'crs, tliemsclves urged 
by curiosity to sec the revels, pulled stoutly towards the west end 
of tlie lake. As tViey put off, Roland thought fie could discover 
the face of Catherine Seyton, though carefully withdrawn from 
observation, peeping from a loophole to view bis departure. He 
pulled off his hat, and held it up as a token that he saw and 
wislied her adieu. A white kerchief waved for a second across 
the window, and for the rest of the little voyage, the thoughts of 
Catherine Seyton disputed ground in his breast with the expecta- 
tions excited by tlio approaching revel. As they drew nearer and 
nearer tho shore, the sounds of mirth and music, the laugh, the 
haloo, and the shout, <’ame thicker upon the car, and in a trice 
the boat was moored, and Roland Grtemc hastened in quest of tho 
chamberlain, that, being informed wdiat time he liad at his own 
disposal, he might lay it out to die best advantage. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

* Boom for the niaBter of the rinj;, yo swaine, 

Divide your cro vded ranks — before liiin inarch 
The rural nii'.sirLKy, tlic rattlint^ tlruni, 

The clamorous wur*pipe, and f-ir-pohninfi: horn. 

Itnrul Sports — Sombrvillk. 

No long space intervened ere Roland Graeme was able to 
discover among the crowd of revellers, wlio gambolled upon the 
open space which extends betwixt tlie village and the lake, a 
person of so great importance as Doctor Luke Lundin, upon 
whom devolved officially tlie charge of representing the lord of 
the land, and who was attended for support of his authority by a 
piper, a drummer, and four sturdy clowns armed with rusty 
halberds, garnished with party-coloured ribbons, myrmidons who, 
early as the day was, had already broken more than one head in 
the awful names of the Laird of Lochleven and his chamberlain.* 
As soon as this dignitary was informed that the castle skiff had 
arrived, with a gallant, dressed like a lord’s son at the least, who 


* See Note M. Dr Ittkc Lundin, 
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desired presently to speak to him, ho adjusted his ruff and liis 
black coat, turned round his girdle till the garnished hilt of his 
long rapier became visible, anil walked with due solemnity towai'ds 
the beach. Solemn indeed he was entitled to be, even on less 
important occasions, for he had been bred to the venerable study 
of medicine, as those acquainted with the science very soon dis- 
covered from the aphorisms which ornamented his discourse. 
His success had not been equal to his pi*etcnsioiis ; but as he was 
a native of the neighbouring kingdom of Fife, and bore distant 
relation to, or dcpendancc upon, the ancient family of Luudin of 
that Ilk, who were bound in cl«)sc friemlship witli the house of 
Lochleven, ho had, through their interest, got planted comfort- 
ably enough in his present station upon the banks of that beautiful 
lake. The profits of his chambcrlainship being moderate, espe- 
cially in those uiisettlod times, he had eked it out a little with 
Roinci practice in liis original prxdession ; and it was said that the 
inluibitunts of the village and barony of Kinross were not more 
eflectiially thirled (wliicli may be translated enthralled) to the 
baron’s mill, than they were to the medical monopoly of the 
chamberlain. Wo betide th(‘ family of the rich boor, who pre- 
sumed to depart this life without a passport from Dr Luke 
Jjundin ! for if bis representatives had might to settle with the 
banui, as it seldom happened otherwise, they were sure to find a 
cold friend in the chamberlain. Ho was considerato enough, 
however, gratuitously to help the poor out of their ailments, and 
sometimes out of all their other distresses at the same time. 

Formal, in a double proportion, both as a physician and as a 
person in office, and proud of the scraps of Icaiming which ren- 
dered his language almost universally unintelligihle. Dr Luke 
Luiidiu approaclicd the beach, and liailed tiie page as he 
advanced towards him. — The freshness of the morning upon 
you, fair sir — You are sent, 1 warrant me, to see if we observe 
here the regimen wliich her good ladyship hath prescribed, for 
eschewing all superstitious ceremonies and idle anilities in these 
our revels. I am aware that her good ladyship would willingly 
have altogether abolished and abrogated them — But as 1 had Hie 
honour to <^uote to her from tlie works of the learned Hercules of 
Saxony, om /it curatio est ccl canonica tel coacta, — that is, fair 
sir, (for silk and velvet have seldom their Latin ad unga&in,) 
every cure must be wrought eitlier by art and induction of rule, 
or by constraint ; and the wise physician chousctli the former. 
Which argument her ladyship being pleased to allow well of, I 
have made it my business so to blend instruction and caution 
with delight — jiat mixtlo, as we say — tliat 1 can answer that tlie 
vulgar mind will be defecated and purged of anile and Popish 
fooleries by tho medicament adhibited, so that the primoB via! 
being cleansed. Master Hendei*aon, or any other able pastor, may 
at will throw in tonics, and effectuate a perfect moral cure, tuto, 
cUq, juounde,^* 
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^ I have no charge, Doctor Lundin,” replied the page 

‘‘ Call me not doctor,” said the chamberlain, “ since I have laid 
aside my furred gown and bonnet, and retired me into this tem- 
porality of chamb^erlainship.” 

“ Oh, sir,” said the page, who was no stranger by report to the 
character of this original, “ the cowl makes not the monk, ueitlior 
the cord the friar — we have all beard of the cui*e3 wrought by 
Doctor Lundiii.” 

^‘Toys, young sir — trifles,” answered the leech with grave 
disclamation of superior skill ; tlie hit-or-miss practice of a 
poor retired gentleman, in a short cloak and doublet — Marry, 
Heaven sent its blessing — and this I must say, better fashioned 
niediciners have brought fewer patients through — lumja roha 
corta sci£nzia, aaith the Italiiui — ha, lair sir, you have the lan- 
guage ?” 

^land Greeme did not think it necessary to expound to 
this learned Theban whetlier he understood him or no ; but 
leaving that matter uncertain, he told him ho came in quest 
of certain packages wliieh should have arrived at Kinross, 
and been placed under the chamberlaiii^s charge tlie evening 
before. 

"Body o’ mo !” said Doctor Lundin, "I fear our common 
carrier, John Auchtermuchty, hath met with some mischance, 
that he came not up last night with his wains — bad laud this to 
journey in, my master ; and tlic fool will travel by night too, 
although, (besides all maladies from your to your pestist 

which walk abroad in tlie night-air,) bo may well fall in with 
half a dozen swash-buelvlci's, who will ease him at once of his 
baggage and his earthly complaints. I must send forth to 
inquire after him, since he hath stulf of the honourable house- 
hold on hand — and, by Our Lady, he bath stuff of mine too — 
certain drugs sent me from the city for composition of my alexi- 
pharmics — this gear must be looked to. — Hodge,” said he, 
addressing one of his redoubted body-guard, " do thou and Toby 
Telford take the mickle brown aver and the black cut-tailed 
mare, and make out towards the Kerry-crai^s, and see what 
tidings you can have of Auchtermuchty and his wains — [ trust 
it is only the medicine of the pottle-pot, (being the only medica- 
mentum which the beast useth,) which hath caused him to taiTy 
on the road. Take the ribbons from your halberds, ye knaves, 
and get on your jacks, plate-sleeves, and kiiapskulls, that your 
presence may W'ork some terror if you meet with opposers.” 
He then added, turning to Roland Greeme, " I warrant me we 
shall have news of the wains iii brief season. Meantime it will 

{ >lease yoii to look upon the sports ; hut first to enter my poor 
odging and take your morning’s cup. For what saitli the school 
of Salerno I 

Poculiim, msTie hnuatum^ 

Itostaurat naturani exhftuataxn.'* 
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“ Your learning is too profound for me,” replied the page ; 
“ and so would your draught be likewise, 1 fear.” 

" Not a ^bit, fair sir — a cordial cup of sack, imprecated with 
wormwood, is the best and-pestilential draught ; and, to speak 
truth, the pestilential miasmata are now very rife in the atmos- 
phere. We live in a happy time, young man,” continued he, in 
a tone of grave irony, “ and have many blessings unknown to our 
fathers — Here are two sovereigns in tho land, a regnant and a 
claimant — that is enough of one good thing — but if any one 
wants more, lie may find a king in every peclhouse in the coun- 
try ; so if wo lack government, it is not for want of governors. 
Then have we a civil war to phlebotomize us every year, and to 
prevent our population from starving for want of food — and for 
the same purpose, we have the Plague proposing us a visit, the 
best of all recipes for thinning a laud, and converting younger 
brothers into elder ones. Well, each man in his vocation. You 
young fellows of the sword desire to WTestle, fence, or so forth, 
with some expert advci*sary; and for niy part, I love to match 
myself for life or death against that same Plague.” 

As they proceeded up tlie street of the little village towards the 
Doctor’s lodgings, his attention was successively occupied by the 
various personages whom he met, and pointed out to the notice of 
his companion. 

" Do you sec that fellow with the rod bonnet, the blue jerkin, 
and the great rough baton in liis hand ? — 1 believe that clown 
hath the strength of a tower — he has lived fifty years in tho world, 
and never cneoaraged the liberal sciences by buying one penny- 
worth of medicaments. — But see you that man with the facies 
hippooratka ?” said he, pointing out a thin peasant, with swelled 
legs, and a most cadaverous countenance ; “ that T call one of the 
wrortlnest men in the barony — he breakfasts, luncheons, dines, 
and sups by my advice, and not without my medicine ; and, for 
his own single part, will go farther to clear out a moderate stock 
of pharmaceutics, than half the country besides. — How do you, 
my honest friend 1” said he to the party in question, with a tone 
of condolence. 

“ Very weakly, sir, since I took tho electuary,” answered tho 
patient; neighboured ill with the two spoonfuls of pease- 
porridge and the kirnniilk.” 

“ Pease-porridge and kirnmilk ! Have you been under medi- 
cine these ten years, and keep your diet so ill ? — the next morning 
take the electuary Ijy itself, and touch no tiling for six hours.” — 
The poor object bowed, and limped off. 

The next whom the Doctor deigned to take notice of, was a 
lame fellow, by whom the honour was altogether undeserved, for 
at sight of the mediciner, ho began to shuffle away in the crowd 
as fast as his infirmities would permit. 

“ There is an ungrateful hound for you,” said Doctor Lundin ; 
<< 1 cured him of the gout in his feet, and now he talks of the 
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chairgeal>leneBS of mediciuo^ and makes the first use of liis restored 
le^B to fly from his physician, llis podagra hath become a 
as honest Martial hath it — the gout has got into his 
fingers^ and he cannot draw his purse. Old saying and true, 

PrcL'mia cum poacit mcdicu'«, Sathan eat. 

We arc angels when we come to cure — devils when we ask pay- 
ment — but 1 will administer a purgation to his purse I warrant 
him. Thei’o is his brother too, a sordid chuft*. — So ho, there ! 
Saimders Darlet ! you have l>cen ill, 1 hoar V* 

Just got the turn, as I wjis thinking to send to your honour, 
and I am brawly now again — it was nao great thing that ailed 
me.” 

“ Hark you, sirrah,” said the Doctor, I trust you remember 
you arc owing to the laird four stones of barleymeal, and a bow 
of oats; and I would have you send no more such kain-fowls 
as you sent last season, that looked as wretchedly as patients just 
dismissed from a plague-hospital ; and thci‘c is hard money owing 
besides.” 

“ I was thinking, sir,” said the man, more Hcolico, tliat is, 
returning no direct answer on the subject on wliich he was 
addressed, ray beat way would be to come down to your 
honour, and take your advice yet, in case my trouble should 
come back.” 

“ Do so, then, knave,” replied Lundin, and remember xnhat 
Ecclcsiasticus saith — ‘ Give place to the physician — let him not 
go from thee, for thou hast need of him.* ” 

His exhortation was interniptod by an apparition, which 
seemed to strike the doctor with as much horror and surprise, 
as his own visage inflicted upon sundry of those persons whom 
he had addressed. 

The figure which prodiu^ed this effect on the Esculapius of the 
village, was that of a tall old woman, who wore a high-crowned 
hat and muffler, llie first of tliese habiliments added apparently 
to her stature, and the other served to conceal the lower part of 
her face, and as the hat itself was slouched, little could be seen 
besides two brown cheek-bones, and the eyes of swai'thy fire, that 
gleamed from under two shaggy gray eyebrows. She was dressed 
in a long dark-coloured robe of unusual fashion, bordered at the 
skirts, and on the stomacher, with a sort of white tiimming 
reserabling the Jewish phylacteries, on which were wrought the 
characters of some unknown language She held in her hand a 
walking-staff of black ebony. 

“ By the soul of Celsus,” said Doctor Luke Lundin, it is old 
Mother Nicneven herself — she hath come to beard me within 
mine own bounds, and in the very execution of mine office ! Have 
at thy coat. Old Woman, as the song says — iloh Anster, let her 
presently be seized and committed to flie tolbooth ; and if tliere 
are any zealous brethren here who would give tlie hag her deserts^ 
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and duck her, as a witch, in the loch, I pray let them in no way 
be hindered.” 

Hut the myrmidons of Doctor Lundin shewed in this case no 
alacrity to do his bidding. Hob Anstcr even ventured to remon> 
strate in the name of himself and his brethren. “ To be sure he 
was to do his honour’s bidding ; and for a’ that folks said about 
tlio skill and witcheries of Mother Nicneven, he would put his 
trust in Cod, and his hand on her collar, witliout dreadour. But 
she was no common spaewifo, this Mother Nicneven, like Jean 
Jopp that lived in the Brierie-baulk. She had lords and lairds 
that would ruffle for her. There was MoncriolF of Tippcrmalloch, 
that was Popish, and the laird of Carslogic, a kend Queen’s man, 
were in the fair, with wha kend how mony swords and bucklers 
at their back ; and they would be sure to make a break -out if tlie 
officers meddled with the auld Popish witch-wife, who was sae 
weel friended ; mair especially as the laird’s best men, such as 
were not in the castle, were in Edinhurgh with him, and he 
doubted his honour the Doctor would find ower few to make a 
good backing, if blades were bare.” 

The Doctor listened unwillingly to this prudential counsel, and 
was only comforted by the faithful promise of lus satellite, that 

the old woman should,” as he expressed it, “ be ta’en canny the 
next time she trespassed on the bounds.” 

“ And in that event,” said the Doctor to his companion, firo 
and tagot shall be the best of her welcome.” 

This lie spoke in hearing of tho dame herself, who even then, 
and in passing the Doctor, shot towards him from under her 
gray eyebrows a look of the most insulting and contemptuous 
superiority. 

“ This way,” continued the physician, this wuy,” marshalling 
liis guest into his lodging, — “ take care you stumble not over a 
retort, for it is hazardous for tlie ignorant to walk in tlie ways 
of art.” 

The page found all reason for the caution ; for besides stuffed 
birds, and lizards, and snakes bottled up, and bundles of simples 
made up, and other parcels spread out to dry, and all the con- 
fusion, not to mention the mingled and sickening smells, incidental 
to a dniggist’s stock in trade, he liad also to avoid heaps of char- 
coal, crucibles, bolt-heads, stoves, and the other furniture of a 
chemical laboratory. 

Amongst his other philosophical qualities, Doctor Lundin 
failed not to be a confused sloven, and his old dame housekeeper, 
whose life, as she said, was spent in redding him up,” had 
trotted oft* to tho mart of gaiety witli other and younger folks. 
Much clattering and jangling therefore there was among jars, 
and bottles, and vials, ere tho Doctor produced the salutiferouH 
potion which he recommended so stnmgly, and a search equally 
long and noisy followed, among broken cans and cracked pipkins, 
ere lie could bring forth a cup out of which to di'ink it. Both 
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ficent decora tioQS and pomp of dresses and of scenery. In tlic 
present case, there were no scenes, no stage, no macliinery, no 
pit, box, and gallery, no box-lobby ; and, what might in poor 
Scotland be some consolation for other negations, there was no 
taking of money at the door. As in the devices of the magnani- 
mous Bottom, tlic actors had a greon-sword plot for a stage, and 
a hawthorn bush for a green-room and tiring-house; the spectatoi’s 
being accommodated with seats on the artificial bank wliich had 
been raised around three-fourths of the play-ground, the re- 
mainder being left open for the entrance and exit of the per- 
formers. Here sate the uncritical audience, the Chamberlain in 
ttie centre, as the person higliest in office, all alive to enjoyment 
and admiration, and all therefore dead to criticism. 

The characters which appeared and disappeared before the 
amused and interested audience, were those which fill the earlier 
stage in all nations — old men, cheated by their wives and 
daughters, pillaged by their sons, and imposed on by their 
domestics, a braggadocio captain, a knavish pardoner or (|ums- 
tionary, a country bumpkin, and a wanton city dame. Amid all 
these, and more acceptable than almost the whole put fi^gether, 
was the all- licensed fool, the Gracioso of the Spanish drama, who, 
with his cap fashioned into the resemblance of a coxcomb, and 
his bauble, a tnmeheon terminated by a carved figure, w'caring a 
fool’s cap in his hand, went, came, and returned, mingling in 
every scene of the piece, and interrupting the business, witliout 
having any share himself in the action, and ever and anon trans- 
ferring his gibes from tlio actore on die stage to the audience 
who sate around, prompt to applaud the whole. 

The wit of the piece, which was not of the most polished kind, 
was chiefly directed against the superetitious practices of the 
Catholic religion ; and the stage aitillery had on this occasion 
been levelled by no less a person tlian Doctor Lundiii, who had 
not only commanded the manager of the entertainment to select 
ono of the numerous satires which had been written again.st tlie 
Papists, (several of which were cast in a dramatic form,) hut had 
even, like the Prince of Denmark, caused diem to insert, or, 
according to his own phrase, to infuse, here and there, a few 
pleasantries of his own penning, on die same inexhaustible sub- 
ject, hoping diereby to mollify the rigour of the Lady of Loch- 
leven towards pastimes of this description. He failed not to jog 
Roland’s elbow, who was sitting in state behind him, and recom- 
mend to his particular attention those favourite passages. As 
for the page, to whom the very idea of such an exhibition, simple 
as it was, was entirely new, he beheld it with the undiminished 
and ecstatic delight with which men of all ranks look for the first 
time on dramatic representation, and laughed, shouted, and 
clapped his hands as the performance proceeded. An incident at 
length took place which effectually broke off his interest in the 
business of tiic scene. 
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One of the principal personages in the comic part of the drama 
was, as we have already said, a quaestionary or pai'doner, one of 
those itinerants who hawked about from place to place relics, real 
or pretended, with which he excited the devotion at once, and the 
charity of the popxilacc, and generally deceived both the one and 
the ottier. The hypocrisy, impudence, and profligacy of these 
clerical wanderers, had made them the subject of satire from the 
time of Chaucer down to that of Ueyw'ood. Their present repre- 
sentative failed not to follow the same line of humour, exhibiting 
pig’s bones for relies, and boasting the virtues of small tin crosses, 
which had been shaken in the Indy porringer at Loretto, and of 
cockleshells, which had been brought from the shriiic of Saint 
James of Compostella, all which he disposed of to the devout 
Catholics at nearly as high a price as antiquaries are now willing 
to pay for baubles of similar intrinsic value. At length the 
pardoner pulled from his scrip a small phial of clear water, of 
which he vaunted tlic quality in the following verses ; — 

Listnetli, gode people, cvericlie one, 

For ID the londe of Jtabyioue, 

Far eastward 1 wot it lyotJi, 

And is tlie fimt londe tiie sonne cspietti, 

Tiler, as he cornctli fro out the sc ; 

In this ilU londe. as tUinketh uie, 

Right lib liohe legctideHtell, 

Snoltrcth from a roke a well. 

And faUeth Into ano bath ot gton, 

Where chaste Susanne, in tunes longgon, 

Was wont to wash her bodieand hm — 

Mickle vertue hath that struine, 

As ye bliall su cr that yc pas, 

Ensainplc by ibis little glas — 

Through iilghtcs cold and dnyes Iiote, 
lliderward 1 have it brought ; 
llatli a wife made slip or biide, 

(Jr a maiden stepp’d aside, 

Puttctli this water under her nese. 

Wold she nold she, she shall sueso. 

The jest, as the reader skilful in the .'intiquo laiipiage of the 
drama must at once perceive, turned on the same pivot as in the 
old Tiiiustrel tales of tJio Dinnkiiig Horn of King Arthur, and the 
Mantle made Amiss. But the audience were neither learned nor 
critical enough to challenge its w'ant of originality. The potent 
relic was, after such grimace and buffoonery as befitted the sub- 
ject, presented successively to each of the female personages of 
tlie drama, not one of wliom sustained the supposed test of discre- 
tion ; but, to the infinite delight of the audience, sneezed much 
louder and longer than perhaps they themselves had counted on. 
The jest seemed at last worn threadbare, and the pardoner was 
passing on to some now pleasantry, when the jester or clown of 
the drama, possessing himself secretly of the phial which contained 
the wondrous liquor, applied it suddenly to the nose of a young 
woman, who, with her black silk mufller, or screen drawn over 
her face, was sitting in the foremost rank of tlie spectators, intent 
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apparently upon the bnsiness of the Btagc, The contents of the 
phial, well calculated to tiustain the credit of the pardoner’s 
legend, set the damsel a-sneezing violently, an admiasion of frailty 
which was received with shouts of rapture by the audience. These 
were soon, however, renewed at the expense of the jester himself, 
when the insulted maiden extricated, ere the paroxysm was well 
over, one hand from tlie folds of her mantle, and bestowed on the 
wag a buffet, which made him reel fully his own length from the 
pardoner, and then acknowledge the favour by instant prostration. 

No one pities a jester overcome in his vocation, and tlio clown 
met with little sympathy, when, rising from the ground, and 
whimpering forth his complaints of harsh treatment, he invoked 
the assistance and sympathy of the audience. But the Chamber- 
lain, feeling his own dignity insulted, ordered two of his halberdiers 
to bring tlie culprit before him. When these official persons first 
approached the virago, she threw herself into an attitude of firm 
defiance, as if determined to resist their authority ; and from the 
sample of strength and spirit which she had already displayed, 
they showed no alacrity at exocuting their commission. But on 
half a minute’s reflection, the damsel changed totally her attitude 
and manner, folded her cloak around her arms in modest an»l 
maiden-like fashion, and walked of her own accord to the presence 
of the great man, followed and guarded by the two manful satel- 
lites. As she moved across tlie vacant space, and more especially 
as 'she stood at the footstool of the Doctor’s judgment-scat, the 
maideu discovered that lightness and elasticity of step, and natu- 
ral grace of manner, which connoisseurs in female beauty know 
to be seldom divided from it. Moreover, her neat russet-coloured 
jacket, and short petticoat of the same colour, displayed a liand- 
some form and a pretty leg. Her features were concealed by the 
screen ; but the Doctor, whose gravity did not prevent his pre- 
tensions to be a connoisseur of the school wo have hinted at, saw 
enough to judge favourably of the piece by the sample. 

He began, however, with considerable austerity of manner. — 

And how now, saucy quean !*’ said tho medical man of office ; 
“ what have you to say why I should not order you to be ducked 
in the lo<*h, for lifting your h.and to the man in my presence V* 

** Marry,” replied the culprit, “ because I judge that your 
honour will not think the cold bath necessary for my complaints.” 

“ A pestilent lade,*’ said the Doctor, whispering to Roland 
Greemo ; “ and lul warrant her a good one — her voice is as sw'eet 
as sirup. — But, my pretty maiden,” said he, “ you shew us 
wonderful little of that countenance of yours — be pleased to tlirow 
aside your muffler.” 

^ 1 trust your honour will excuse me till we are more private,” 
answered the maiden ; for I have acquaintance, and I should 
like ill to be known in the country as the poor girl whom that 
scurvy knave put his jest upon.” 

Fear nothing for thy name, my sweet little modicum of 
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candied manna/’ replied the Doctor, for I protest to you, as I 
am Chamberlain of Lochleven, Kinross, and so forth, that tlie 
chaste Susanna herself could not have snuffed that elixir without 
sternutation, being in truth a curious distillation of rectified 
acetum, or vinegar of the sun, prepared by mine own hands — 
Wherefore, as thou sayost thou wilt come to me in private, and 
express thy contrition for the offence whereof thou hast been 
guilty, I command that all for the present go forward as if no 
such interruption of tho prescribed course had takon place.” 

The damsel curtsied and tripped back to her place. The play 
proceeded, but it no longer attracted tlie attention of Roland 
Gramme. 

The voice, the figure, and what the veil permitted to be seen 
of the neck and tresses of the village damsel, bore so strung a 
resemblance to those of Catherine Seyton, that ho felt like one 
bewildered in the mazes of a changeful and stupifyiug dream. The 
memorable scene of the liostclrie rushed on his recollection, witli 
all its doubtful and marvellous circumstances. Were the tales 
of enchantment which he had read in romances realized in this 
extraordinary girl ? Could she transport herself from tlie walled 
and guarded Castle of Lochleveu, moated with its broad lake, 
(towards which he east back a look as if to ascertain it was still 
in existence,) and watched with such scrupulous care as the safety 
of a nation demanded — Could she surmount all these obstacles, 
and make such careless and dangerous use of her liberty, as to 
engage herself publicly in a quarrel in a village fair ? Roland 
was unable to determine whether the exertions which it must 
have cost her to gain her freedom, or tho use to wliich she had 
put it, rendered her the most unaccountable creature. 

Lost in these meditations, he kept his gaze fixed on the subject 
of them ; and in every casual motion, discovered, or thought he 
discovered, something which reminded him still more strongly of 
Catlicriiie Seyton. It occurred to him more than once, indeed, 
that he might be deceiving himself by exaggerating some casual 
likeness into absolute identity. But then the meeting at the hos- 
telrio of Saint Michael’s returned to his mind, and it seemed in the 
highest degree improbabh*, that, under such vai’ious circumstan- 
ces, mere imagination should twice have found opportunity to 
play him tho self-same trick. This time, however, he determined 
to have his doubts resolved, and for this purpose he sate during 
the rest of the play like a greyhound in the slip, ready to spring 
upon the liare the instant that she was started. The damsel, 
whom he watched attentively lest she should escape in tlio crowd 
when the spectacle was closed, sate as if perfectly unconscious 
that she was observed. But tho worthy Doctor mai’ked the 
direction of his eyes, and magnanimously suppressed his own. 
inclination to become tho Theseus to this Hippulyta, in deferenoe 
to tlie rights of hospitality, which enjoined him to forbear inter- 
ference witli the pleasurable pursuits of his young friend. He 
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passed one or two formal gibes upon the fixed attention which 
the page paid to the unknown, and upon his own jealousy ; 
adding, however, tliat if both were to be presented to the patient 
at once, he had little doubt she would think the younger man the 
sounder prescription. I fear mo,” he added, “ wo shall have 
no news of the knave Auchtermuchty for some time, since the 
vermin whom I sent after him seem to have proved corbie- 
messengers. So you have an hour or two on your hands. Master 
l*age ; and as the minstrels are beginning to strike up, now that 
the play is ended, why, an you incline for a dance, yonder is the 
green, and there sits your partner — I trust you will hold me 
perfect in my diagnostics, since I see with half an eye wliat disease 
you are sick of, and have administered a pleasing remedy. 

DUceimit sapiens res (as Clianibera bath it ) quas con/undit asellus.'* 

The page hardly heard the end of the learned adage, or the 
charge which the Chamberlain gave him to be within reach, in 
case of the wains arriving suddenly, and sooner than expected — 
so eager he was at once to shake himself free of bis learned asso- 
ciate, and to satisfy his curiosity regarding the unknown damsel. 
Yet in the haste with which he made towards her, he found time 
to reflect, that, in order to secure an opportunity of conversing 
with her in private, he must not alarm her at first accosting her. 
Ho therefore composed his manner and gait, and advancing with 
becoming self-coufidcncc before three or four country -fellows who 
were intent on tho same design, but knew not so well how tr> put 
their request into shape, he acquainted her that he, as the deputy 
of the venerable Chamberlain, requested the honour of her hand 
as a partner. 

The venerable Chamberlain,” said the damsel frankly, reach- 
ing the page her hand, does very well to exercise this part of 
his privilege by deputy j aud I suppose the laws of the revels 
leave me no choice but to accept of his faithful delegate.” 

“ Provided, fair damsel,” said the page, “ his choice of a dele- 
gate is not altogether dist^teful to you.” 

“ Of that, fair sir,” replied the maiden, “ I will tell you more 
when we have danced the first measure.” 

Catherine Seyton had admirable skill in gestic lore, and was 
sometimes called on to dance for the amusement of her royal 
mistress. Roland Gramme had often been a spectator of her skill, 
and sontetimes, at tlie Queen’s command, Catherine’s partner on 
such occasions. He was, therefore, perfectly acquainted witli 
Catherine’s mode of dancing ; and observed that his present 
partner, in grace, in agility, in quickness of ear, and precision of 
execution, exactly resembled her, save that tho Scottish jig, 
which he now danced with her, required a more violeut and rapid 
motion, and more rustic a^lity, than the stately pavens, lavoltas, 
and courantocs, which he had seen her execute in the chamber 
of Queen Mary. The active duties of the dance left him little 
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time for reflection, and none for convereation ; but when their 
]>as de deux was finished, amidst the acclamations of the villagers, 
who had seldom witnessed such an exhibition, ho took an oppor- 
tunity, when they yielded up ‘the green to another couple, to use 
the privilege of a partner, and enter into conversation witb the 
mysterious maiden, whom he still held by the hand. 

“ Fair partner, may I not crave the name of her who has 
graced me thus far 1” 

‘‘ You may,” said the maiden ; “ but it is a question whether I 
'ihall answer you.” 

And why ?” asked Roland. 

“ Because nobod}' gives any thing for nothing — and you can 
tell mo nothing iu return which 1 care to hear.” 

" Could 1 not tell you my name and lineage, in exchaiTgc for 
yours ?” returned Roland. 

“ No !” answered the maiden, for you know little of cither.” 

“ How ?” said the page, somewhat angrily. 

“ Wrath you not for tho matter,” said the damsel ; I will 
shew you in an instant that I know more of you than you do of 
yourself.” 

“ Indeed !” answered Grtemc ; " for whom then do you take 
me ?” 

“ For tho wild falcon,” answered she, “ whom a dog brought 
in his mouth to a certain castle, when he was but an unfledged 
eyjis — for the hawk whom men dare not let fly, lest he should 
check at game, and pounce on carrion — whom folk must keep 
hooded till he has tho proper light of his eyes, and can discover 
good from evil.” 

" Well — be it so,” replied Roland Grrerae ; I guess at a part 
of your parable, fair mistres.s mine — and perhaps 1 know as much 
of you as you do of me, and can well dispense with the informa- 
tion which you are so niggard in giving.” 

“ Prove that,” said the maiden, ‘‘ and I will give you credit for 
more penetration than 1 judged you to be gifted withal.” 

“It shall be proved instantly,” said Roland Graeme. “ The 
first letter of your name is S, and the last N.” 

Admirable !” said his partner ; “ guess on.” 

“ It pleases you to-day,” continued Roland, “ to wear the snood 
and kirtle, and perhaps yon may be seen to-mori'ow in hat and 
feather, hose and doublet.” 

“ In tho clout ! in the clout ! you have hit the very white,” said 
the damsel, suppressing a groat inclination to laugh. 

" You can switch men’s eyes out of their heads, as well as the 
heart out of their bosoms.” 

These last words were uttered in a low and tender tone, which, 
to Roland’s great mortificatiou, and somewhat to his displeasure, 
was so far from allaying, that it greatly increased, his partner’s 
disposition to laughter. She could scarce compose herself while 
she replied, If you had tliought my hand so formidable,” extri- 
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eating it from his liold, you would not have grasped it so hard ; 
but I perceive you know me so fully, that there is no occasion to 
shew you my face.” 

** Fair Catherine,” said the page, he were unworthy ever to 
have seen you, far less to have dwelt so long in the same service, 
and under the same roof with you, who could mistake your air, 
your gesture, your step in walking or in dancing, the turn of 
your neck, the symmetry of your form — none could be so dull as 
not to recognize you hy so many proofs ; but for me, I could swear 
even to that tress of hair tliat escapes from under your muffler.” 

“ And to the face, of course, which that muffler covers,” said 
the maiden, removing her veil, and in an instant endeavouring to 
replace it. She shewed the features of Catherine ; but an unusual 
degree of petulant impatience inflamed them, when, from some 
awkwardness in her management of the muffler, she was unable 
again to adjust it with that dexterity which was a principal 
accomplishment of the coquettes of the time. 

" The fiend rive the rag to tatters !” said the damsel, as the 
veil fluttered about her shoulders, with an accent so earnest and 
decided, that it made the page start. lie looked again at the 
damsel’s face, but the information which his eyes received, was 
to the same purport as before. He assisted her to adjust her 
muffler, and both were for an instant silent. The damsel spoke 
first, for Roland Grteme was oycrwhelmed with surprise at the 
contrarieties which Catherine Soytoii seemed to include in her 
person and character. 

You are surprised,” said the damsel to him, "at what you 
see and hear — But the times which make females men, are least 
of all fitted for men to become women ; yet you yourself are in 
danger of such a change.” 

" T in danger of becoming effeminate !” said the page. 

" Yes, you, for all the boldness of your reply,” said the damsel. 
" When you should hold fast your religion, because it is assailed 
on all sides by rebels, traitors, and heretics, you let it glide out 
of your breast like water grasped in the hand. Tf you are driven 
from the faith of your fathers fi\)m fear of a traitor, is not tliat 
\vomanish ? — If you aro cajoled by the cumuiig arguments of a 
trumpeter of heresy, or the praises of a puritanic old woman, is 
not that womanish i — Tf you are bribed by the hope of spoil and 
preferment, is not that womanish ? — And when you wonder at 
my venting a throat or an execration, should you not wonder at 
yourself, who, pretending to a gentle name and aspiring to 
knighthood, can be at the same time cowardly, silly, and self- 
interested ?” 

" [ would that a man would bring such a charge,” said the 
page ; “ he should see, ere his life was a minute older, whether he 
had cause to term me coward or no.” 

" Beware of such big words,” answered the maiden ; " you said 
but anon that I sometimes wear hose and doublet.” 
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« But remain still Catherine Seyton, wear what you list,” said 
the page, endeavouring again to possess himself of her hand. 

"You indeed are pleased to call mo so,” replied the maiden, 
evading his intention, " but 1 have many other names besides.” 

" And will you not reply to that,” said the page, " by which you 
are distinguished beyond every other maiden in Scotland ?” 

The damsel, unallured by his praises, still kept aloof, and sung 
with gaiety a verse from an old ballad, 

“ Oh, some do c.all mo .Tack, sweet love. 

And some do call me Gill ; 

Hut when I rido to Ilolyrood, 

Aly name is Wilful Will.’* 

" Wilful Will !” exclaimed the page, impatiently ; " say rather 
Will o’ tlie Wisp — Jack with the Lantern — for never was wieh a 
deceitful or wandering meteor I” 

" If I be such,” replied the maiden, " I ask no fools to follow 
mo — If tliey do so, it is at their own pleasure, and must be on 
their own proper peril.” 

" Nay, but, dearest Catherine,” said Roland Grccme, " be for 
one instant serious.” 

" If you will call roe your dearest Catherine, when 1 have given 
you so many names to choose upon,” replied the damsel, " I 
would iisk you how, supposing me for two or three hours of my 
life escaped from yonder tower, you have the cruelty to ask me to 
be serious during the only merry moments I have seen perhaps 
for months 

Ay, but, fair Catherine, there are moments of deep and true 
feeling, which arc worth ten thousand years of the liveliest mirtli ; 
and such was that of yesterday, wdien you so nearly ” 

“ So nearly what ?” demanded the damsel, hastily. 

" When you approached your lips so near to the sign you had 
traced on my forehead.” 

" Mother of Heaven 1” (exclaimed she, in a yet fiercer tone, and 
with a more masculine manner than slio had yet exhibited, — 
“ Catherine Seyton approach her lips to a man’s brow, and thou 
that man ! — vassal, thou best !” 

The page stood astonished ; hut, conceiving he had alarmed the 
damsel’s delicacy by alluding to the enthusiasm of a moment, and 
the manner in which she had expressed it, he endeavoured to 
falter forth an apology. His excuses, though he w'as unable to 
give them any regular shape, were accepted by his companion, 
who liad indeed suppressed her indignation after its first 
explosion — " Speak no more on’t,” she said. " And now let us 
part; our converKitiou may attract more notice than is convenient 
for either of us.’^ 

“ Nay, hut allow me at least to follow you to some sequestered 
place.” 

“ You dare not,” replied the maiden. 
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" How,” said the youth, " dare not ? where is it you dare go, 
where I dare not follow V* 

** You fear a Will o* the Wisp,” said the damsel ; “ how would 
you face a fiery dragon, witli an enchantress mounted on its back 
“ Like Sir Eger, Sir Grime, or Sir Oreysteil,” said the page ; 
“ but be there sncli toys to be seen here 1” 

“ I go to Mother Nicneven’s,” answered the maid ; ‘‘ and she is 
witch enough to rein the horned devil, with a red silk thread for 
a bridle, and a rowan-tree switch for a whip.” 

" I will follow you,” said the page. 

" Let it be at some distance,” said the maiden. 

And wrapping her nmntle round her with more success than 
on her former attempt, she mingled with the throng, and walked 
towards the village, hecdfully followed by Roland Grmme at some 
distance, and under every precaution which he could use to pre- 
vent his purpose from being observed. 


CHAPTER XXVIIL 

Yes, it is ho whose eyes look’d on thy childhood, 

And watcird witii tronibhng liope thy dawn of youth. 

That now. wltli those same eyeballs (finim’d with age. 

And dimmer yet with teara, sees tliy dishonour. 

Old Play. 

At the entrance of the principal, or indeed, so to speak, the 
only street in Kinross, tlie damsel, whose steps were pursued by 
Roland Graeme, cast a glance behind her, as if to be certain he 
had not lost trace of her, and then plunged down a very narrow 
lane which ran betwixt two rows of poor and ruinous cottages. 
She paused for a second at the door of one of those miserable 
tenements, again cast Uer eye up the lane towards Roland, then 
lifted the latch, opened the door, and disappeared from his view. 

With w’hatever haste the page followed her example, the diffi- 
culty which he found in discovering tlie trick of the latch, w’hich 
did not work quite in the usual manner, and in pushing open the 
door, which did not yield to his first efibrt, delayed for a minute 
or two his entrance into the cottage. A dark and smoky passage 
led, as usual, betwixt the exterior wall of the house, and the 
haXlany or clay-wall, which served as a partition betwixt it and 
the interior. At the end of this passage, and {hrough the parti- 
tion, was a door leading into the beHy or inner chamber of the 
cottage, and when Roland Graeme’s hand was upon the latch of 
this door, a female voice pronounced, “ Benedictus qui veniat iu 
nomine Domini, damnandus qui in nomine initnici.** On entering 
the apartment, he perceived the figure which the chamberlain 
had pointed out to him as Mother Nicneven, seated beside the 
lowly hearth. But there was no other person in the room. 
Roland Graeme gazed around in surprise at the disappearance of 
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Catherine Seyton, without paying much regard to the supposed 
sorceress, until she attracted and riveted his regard by the tone 
in wliich she asked him — “ What seekest thou here 

“ I seek,’* said the page, with much emhari’assment ; “ I 
seek 

But his auswer was cut short, when the old woman, drawing 
her huge gray eyebrows sternly together, with a frown which 
knitted her brow into a thousand wrinkles, arose, and erecting 
herself up to her full natural size, tore the kerchief from her 
head, and seizing Roland by the arm, made two strides across the 
floor of the apartment to a small window through which the light 
fell full on her face, and shewed the astonished youth the counte* 
nance of Magdalen Graeme. — “ Yes, Roland,” she said, “thine 
eyes deceive thee not ; they shew thee truly the features of her 
whom thou hast thyself deceived, whose win© thou hast turned 
into gull, her bread of joyfuhiess into hitter poison, her hope luto 
tlie blackest despair — it is she who now demands of thee, what 
seekest thou here I — She whose heaviest sin towards Heaven hath 
been, that slio loved thee even better than the weal of the whole 
church, and could not without reluctance suiTender thee even in 
the cause of God — she now asks you, what seekest thou here 1” 

Wliile she spoke, she kept her broad black eye riveted on the 
youth’s face, with the expression with which the eagle regards liis 
prey ere he tears it to pieces. Roland felt himself at the moment 
incapable either of reply or evasion. This extraordimiry enthu- 
siast had preserved over him in some measure the ascendency 
which she had acquired during his childhood ; and, besides, he 
Itnew the violence of her pashions and her impatience of contra- 
diction, and was sensible that almost any reply which he could 
make, was likely to throw her into an ecstasy of rage. Ho was 
therefore silent ; and Magdalen Grieuie proceeded witli increasing 
enthusiasm in her aposti’ophc — “ Once more, what seek’st thou, 
false boy 1 — seek’st thou the honour thou hast renounced, the 
faith thou hast abandoned, the hopes thou hast desti*oyed ? — Or 
didst thou seek mo, the sole protectress of thy youth, the only 
parent whom thou hast known, that thou niaycst trample on my 
gray hairs, even as thou hast already trampled on the best wishes 
of my heart 1” 

“ Pardon me, mother,” said Roland Groeme ; “ hut, in truth and 
reason, I deserve not your blame. 1 have been treated amongst 
you — even by yourself, my revered parent, as well as by otliers 
— as one who lacked the common attributes of free-will and 
human reason, or was at least deemed unfit to exercise them. A 
land of enchantment have I been led into, and spells have been 
cast around mo — every one has met me in disguise — every one 
has spoken to me in parables — I have been like one who walks 
in a weary and bewildering dream ; and now you blame me that 
I have not the sense, and judgment, and steadiness of a waking, 
and a disenchanted, and a reasonable man, who Imows what he is 
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doing, and wherefore he does it. If one most walk with masks 
and spectres, who waft themselves from place to place as it were 
in vision rather than reality, it might shake the soundest faith 
and turn the wisest head. J sought, since 1 must needs avow my 
folly, the same Catherine Seyton with whom you made me first 
acquainted, and whom 1 most strangely find in this village of 
Kinross, gayest among tlie revellers, when I had but just left h^ 
in the well-guarded castle of Loclileven, the sad attendant of an 
imprisoned Queen — 1 sought her, and in her place I find you, 
my mother, more strangely disguised than even she is.” 

And what hadst thou to do with Catherine Seyton ?” said the 
matron, steraly ; is this a time or a world to follow maidens, or 
to dance around a Maypole I When the trunjpet summons every 
true-hearted Scotsman arouud the standard of the true sovereign, 
shalt thou be found loitering in a lady's bow'er 

“ No, by Heaven, nor imprisoned in the rugged walls of an 
island castle !” answered Roland Graeme: “ I would the blast 
were to sound even now, for 1 fear that nothing less loud will 
dispel the chimerical visions by which 1 am surrounded.” 

“ Doubt not that it will be winded,” said the matron, and 
that so fearfully loud, that Scotland will never hear the lilvo 
until the last and loudest blast of all shall announce to mountain 
and to valley that time is no more. Meanwhile, be thou but 
brave and constant — Serve God and honour tby sovereign — 
Abide by thy religion — T cannot — I will not — I dare not ask 
thee the truth of the terrible surmises I have heard touching thy 
falling away — perfect not that accursed sacrifice — and yet, even 
at this late hour, thou mayst be what 1 have hoped for the son of 
iny dearest hope — w hat say I ? th«i son of wy hope — thou shalt 
be the hope of Scotland, her boast and her honour 1 — Kven thy 
wildest and most foolish wishes may perchance be fulfilled — I 
might blush to mingle meaner motives with the noble guerdon I 
hold out to thee — It shames me, being such as 1 am, to mention 
the idle passions of youth, save with contempt and the purpose of 
censure. But we must bribe children to wholesome medicine by 
the offer of cates, and youth to honourable achievement with the 
promise cf pleasure. Mark me, therefore, Roland. The love of 
Catherine Seyton will follow him only who shall achieve the 
freedom of her mistress ; and believe, it may be one day in thine 
own power to be that happy lover. Cast, therefore, away doubt 
and fear, and prepare to do what religion calls for, what thy 
country demands of thee, what thy duty as a subject and as a 
servant alike require at your hand ; and be assured, even the 
idlest or wildest wishes of thy heart will be most readily attained 
by following tho call of thy duty.” 

As she ceased speaking, a double knock was heard against the 
inner door. The matron hastily adjusting her muffler, and 
resuming her chair by the hearth, demanded who was there. 

“ Salve in nomine tancto,^* was answered from without.” 
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** Saltete et ros,” ansM^ered Magdalen Graeme. 

And a man eiiU'red in the ordinary dress of a nobleman’s 
retainer, wearing nt bis girdle a sword and buckler — “ I sought 
you,” said he, “ my mother, and him whom I see with you.” Then 
addressing liimself to Roland Groerne, he said to him, “ Hast tijou 
not a packet from George Douglas ?*’ 

^ “ 1 have,” said the page, suddenly recollecting that which had 
been committed to his charge in the morning, “ but 1 may not 
deliver it to any one without sonic token that they liave a right to 
ask it.” 

“ You say well,” replied the serving-man, and whispered into 
his ear, The packet which I ask is the report to liis father — 
will this token sufticc ?” 

“It will,” replied the page, and taking the pack-t from his 
bosom, gave it to the man. 

“ I will return presently,” said the serving-man, and left the 
cottage. 

Roland had now sufficiently recovered his surprise to accost his 
relative in turn, and request to know tlie reason why he found 
her in so precarious a disguise, and a place so dangerous — “ You 
cannot bo ignorant,” ho said, “ of the hatred that the Lady of 
Lochlcvcn bears to those of your — that is of our religion — yonr 
present disguise lays you ojien to suspicions of a different kind, 
but infoiTing no less hazard; and whether as a Catholic, or as a 
sorceress, or as a friend to the unfortunate Queen, you are in 
equal danger, if apjirehendod within the bounds of the Douglas ; 
and in the chamberlain who administers their authority, you have, 
for his own reasons, an enemy, and a bitter one.” 

“ I know it,” said tho matron, her eyes kindling with triumph ; 
“ [ know that, vain of his school-craft, and carnal wisdom, Luke 
Lnndin views with jealousy and hatred the blessings which the 
snints have conferred on my ])rayei*s, and on the holy relics, 
before the touch, nay, before tlie bare presence of which, disease 
and deatli have so often been known to retreat. — I know he 
would rend anil tear me ; but there is a chain and a muzzle on 
the ban-dog that shall restrain his fury, and the Master’s servant 
shall not be offended by him until the Master’s work is wrought. 
When that hour comes, let the shadows of the evening descend 
on mo in thunder and in tempest ; the time shall bo welcome 
that relieves my eyes from seeing guilt, and my ejirs from listen- 
ing to blasjilieiny. Do thou but be constant — play thy part as I 
have played and will play miue, and my release shall be like 
that of a blessed martyr whose ascent to heaven angels hail witli 
psalm and song, while earth pursues him with hiss and witli 
execration.” 

As she concluded, the serving-man again entered the cottage, 
and said, “ All is well ! the time holds for to-morrow night,” 

“ Wliat time ? what holds ?” exclaimed Roland Grseine ; ** 1 
trust I have given the Douglas’s packet to no wrong ” 
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“Content yourself, youn:' man,” answered the serving-man ; 
“ thou hast my word and token.” 

“ I know not if the token be right,” said the i)age ; “ and I 
care not much for the woid of a stranger.” 

“ What,” said the matron, “'although thou mayst have given a 
packet delivered to thy charge by one of the Queen’s rebels into the 
hand of a loyal subject — there were no great mistake in that, the® 
hotbrained boy 1” 

“ By Saint Andrew, there were foul mistake, though,” answered 
the page ; “ it is the very spirit of my duty, in this first stage of 
chivalry, to bo faithful to my trust ; and had the devil given me a 
messago to discharge, T would not (so 1 had plighted my faith to 
the contrary) betray his counsel to an angel of light.” 

“ Now, by the love 1 once bore tliee,” said the matron, “ I 
could slay thee with mine own hand, when I hear thee talk of a 
dearer faith being due to rebels and heretics, than thou owest to 
thy church and thy prince !” 

“ Be patient, my good sister,” said the serving-man ; “ I will 
give liim such reasons os shall counterbalance the scruples which 
beset him — the spirit is honourable, though now it may be mis- 
timed and misplaced. — Follow mo, young man.” 

“ Ere 1 go to call this stranger to a reckoning,” said tho page 
to the matron, “ is there nothing I can do for your comfort and 
safety V\ 

“ Nothing,” she replied, “ nothing, save what will load more to 
thine own honour ; — the saints who have protected me thus far, 
will lend me succour as I need it. Tread the path of glory tliat 
is before thee, and only think of me as the creature on earth who 
will be most delighted to hear of thy fame. — Follow the stranger 
— he hath tidings for you that you little expect.” 

The stranger ramained on tlic threshold as if waiting for Roland, 
and as soon as he saw him pat himself in motion, he moved on 
before at a quick pace. Diving si’H deejier down the lane, Roland 
perceived tliat it was now bordered by buildings upon the one 
side only, and that the other was fenced by a high old wall, over 
which some trees extended their branches. Descending a good 
way farther, they came to a small door in the wall, lloland’s 
guide paused, looked around for an instant to see if any one were 
within sight, then taking a key from his pocket, opened tlic door 
and entered, making a sign to Roland Grietne to follow him. He 
did 80 , and the stranger locked the door carefully on the inside. 
During this operation tho page had a moment to look around, 
and perceived that he was in a small orchard very trimly kept. 

The stranger led him through an alley or two, shaded by trees 
loaded with summer-fruit, into a pleached arbour, where, taking 
the turf-seat which was on the one side, he motioned to Roland 
to occupy that which was opposite to him, and, after a momentary' 
silence, opened tlie conversation ns follows: “ You have asked a 
better warrant than the word of a mere sti*anger, to satisfy you 
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that I have the authority of George of Douglas for possessuig 
myself of tlic pachet iutrnutcd ti> j'our charge 

It is precisely the point on which 1 demand reckoning of you,” 
said Roland. “ 1 fear J have acted hastily ; if so, 1 must redeem 
my error as I best may.” 

/'You hold me then as a perfect stranger?” said the man. 
‘4took at my face more attentively, and see if the features do 
not resemble those of a man much Known to you formerly.” 

Roland gazed attentively ; but the ideas recalled to his mind were 
so inconsistent with the mean and servile dress of tho person 
before him, that he di<l not venture to express the opinion which 
he was iiTcsistibly induced to form. 

“ Yes, my sou,” said the stranger, observing his emharraws- 
ment, “you do indeed see before you the unfortunate I'ather 
Ambrosiuft, who once accounted his ministry crowned in your 
])reservation from the snares of heresy, but who is now con- 
demned to lament thee as a castaway !” 

Roland Groenie’s kindness of heart was at least equal to liis 
vivacity of temper — ho could not l;)ear to see his ancient and 
honoured niastt?r and spiritual guide in a situation which inferred 
a change of fortune so melancholy, but, throwing himself at his 
feet, grasped his knees and wept aloud. 

“ What mean these tc‘ai’s, my son ?” said the Abbot ; “ if they 
are shed for your own sins and follies, surely they are gracious 
showers, and may avail thee much — but, weep not, if they fall 
on my account. You indeed sec the Superior of the community 
of Saint Mary's in the dross of a poor sworder, who gives his 
master the uso of his blade and buckler, and, if needful, of his 
life, for a coarse livery coat, and four mai*ks by tlio year. But such 
a garb suits the time, and, in the period of the church miliUint, 
as well becomes her prelates, as staff, mitre, and crosier^ in the 
days of the church’s triumph.” 

“By what fate,” said the page — “and yet why,” added he, 
checking himself, “need T ask? Catherine Soy ton in some sort 
prepared mo for this. But that the change should be so absolute 

— the destruction so complete !” 

“Yes, my son,” said the Abbot Ambrosius, “thine owm eyes 
beheld, in my unworthy elevation to the Abbot’s stall, tho last 
especial act of holy solemnity which shall be seen in the church 
of Saint Mary’s, until it shall please Heaven to turn back the 
captivity of the church. For the pi’csent, the shepherd is smitten 

— ay, well-nigh to the earth — the flock are scattered, and tlie 
sliriues of saints and martyrs, and pious benefactors to the church, 
are given to the owls of night, and the satyrs of the desert.” 

“And your brother, the Knight of Avenel — could he do 
nothing for your protection ?” 

“He himself hath fallen under the suspicion of the ruling 
powers,” said tlie Abbot, “ who are as unjust to tlieir friends as 
they are cruel to their enemies. I could not grieve at it, did I 
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hope it might estrange him from his cause ; but 1 know the soul 
of Halbeii;^ and I rather fear it will drive him to prove his fidelity 
to their unhappy cause, by some deed which may be yet more 
destructive to tlie church, and more offensive to Heaven. Enough 
of this; and now to the business of our meeting. — I trust you will 
hold it sufficient if I pass my word to you that the packet of which 
you were lately the bearer, was designed for my hands by Gcoi||(i 
of Df)iigUis ?” 

“ Then,” said the page, “ is Goorge of Douglas ” 

“ A true friend to his Queen, Roland ; and will soon, I trust, 
have his eyes opened to the errors of his (miscalled) church.” 

“ But what is he to his fatlier, and what to the Lady of Loch- 
Icven, who has been as a mother to him ?” said the page im- 
patiently. 

‘‘ The beat friend to both, in time and through eternity,” said 
the Abbot, “ if he shall prove the happy instrument for re- 
deeming the evil they have wrought, and are still working.” 

“ Still,” said the page, 1 like not that good service which 
begins in breach of trust.” 

“ 1 blame not thy scruples, my son,” said the Abbot; but the 
time which has wrenched asunder the allegiance of Christians to 
the church, and of subjects to their king, has dissolved all the 
lesser bonds of society ; and, in such days, mere hiimaii ties must 
HO more restrain our progress, than the brambles and briers which 
catch hold of his garments, should delay the path of a pilgrim 
who travels to pay his vows.” 

• “ But, my father,” — said the youth, and then stopt short in a 
hesitating manner. 

“ Speak on, my son,” said the Abbot ; ‘‘ speak without fear.” 

“ Let me not offend you then,” said Roland, “ when 1 say, that 
it is even this which our advcrsainos charge against us ; wl^eii 
they say that, shaping the means according to the end, we are 
willing to commit great moral evil in order that wc may work out 
eventual good.” 

“ The heretics have played their usual arts on you, my son,” 
said the Abbot ; “ they w'ould wdllingly deprive us of the power 
of acting wisely and secretly, though their possession of superior 
force f orbids our contending with them on the terms of equality. 
They have reduced us to a state of exhausted weakness, and 
now would fain proscribe the means by whicii weakness, through 
all the range of nature, supplies the lack of strength, and defends 
itself against its potent enemies. As well might the hound say 
ft) the haro, use not these wily turns to escape me, but contend 
with me in pitched battle, as tlie armed and powerful heretic 
demand of the down-trodden and oppressed Catholic to lay aside 
the wisdom of the serpent, by which aJoiie they may again hope 
to raise up the Jerusalem over which they weep, and which it is 
their duty to rebuild — But more of this hereafter. And now, 
my son, I command tiiee on thy faith to tell me truly and parti- 
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ciilarly what has chanced to thee since we parted, and what is the 
present state of thy conscience. Thy relation, our sister Magdalen, 
is a woman of excellent gifts, blessed with a zeal which neitlier 
doubt nor danger can quench ; but yet it is not a zeal altogether 
according to knowledge ; Wherefore, my son, I would willingly be 
myself thy interrogator and thy counsellor, in those days of dark- 
n^ and stratagem.'* 

With the respect which he owed to his first instructor, Roland 
GrsBiiie went rapidly tli rough tlie events which the reader is 
acquainted with ; and while he disguised not from the prelate the 
impression which had been made on his mind by the argiunents 
of the preacher Henderson, he accidentally, and almost involun* 
tarily, gave his Father Confessor to understand the infiuenee 
which Catherine Seytoii had acquired over his mind. 

“ It is witli joy I discover, ray dearest son,” replied the Abbot, 
that I have arrived in time to arrest thee on the verge of the 
precipice to which thou wert approaching. These doubts of which 
you complain, are the weeds which naturally grow up in a strong 
soil, and require the caix^ful hand of the husbandman to cradi- 
c*ate them. Thou must study a little volume, which I will impart 
to thee in fitting time, in which, by Our Lady’s grace, T have 
placed in somewhat a clearer light than heretofore, tlie points 
debated betwixt us and these heretics, who sow among the wheat 
the same tares which were formerly privily mingled with the 
good seed by the Albigcnses and the Lollards. But it is not by 
reason alone that you must hope to conquer these insinuations 
of the enemy : It is sometimes by timely resistance*, but oftencr 
by timely fliglit. You must shut your oars against the arguments 
of tlie heresiarch, when circumstances permit you not to witli- 
draw the foot from his company. Anchor your thoughts upon 
the service of our Lady, while he is expending in vain his heretical 
sophistry. Are you unable to maintain your attention on 
heavenly objects — think rather on thine owu earthly pleasures, 
than tempt Providence and the Saints by giving an attentive ear 
to the erring doctrine — think of thy hawk, thy hound, thine 
angling rod, thy sword and buckler — think even of Catherine 
Seyton, rather than give thy soul to the lessons of the tempter. 
Alas ! my son, believe not that, worn out with woes, and bent 
more by affiiction than by years, I have forgotten the oftcct of 
beauty over the heart of youth. Even in the watches of tlie 
night, broken by thoughts of an imprisoned Queen, a distracted 
kingdom, a church laid waste and ruinous, come other thoughts 
than Uieso suggest, and feelings which belonged to an earlier 
and happier coui’sc of life. Be it so — we must bear our load as 
we may : and not in vain are these passions implanted in our 
breast, since, as now in thy case, they may come in aid of resolu- 
tions founded upon higher grounds. Yet beware, my son — this 
Catherine Scytoii is the daughter of one of Scotland’s proudest, 
as well as most worthy barons ; and thy state may not sufiPer thee, 
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08 yet, to aspire so high. But thus it is — Heaven works its 
purposes through human folly ; and Douglas's ambitious affection^ 
as well as thine, shall contribute alike to the desired end.’' 

“How, my father,” said the page, “my suspicions arc then 
true ! — Douglas loves ” 

“ Ho does ; and with a love as much misplaced as thine own ; 
but beware of him — cross him not — thwart him not.” % 

“ Let him not crcss or thwart mo,” said the page ; “ for I 
will not yield him an inch of w-ay, had he in his body the soul 
of every Douglas that has lived since the time of tlie Dark Gray 
Man.”* 

“ Nay, have patience, idle boy, and reflect that your suit can 
never interfere witli his. — But a truce with these vanities, and 
let UR bettor employ the little space which still remains to us to 
spend together. To thy knees, my son, and resume tlic long- 
interrupted duty of confession, that, happen what may, the hour 
may find in thee a faithful Catholic, relieved from the guilt of 
his sins by authority of the Holy Church. Could 1 but tell thcc, 
Roland, the joy with which I see thee once more put thy kueo 
to its best and fittest use ! Quid dicis, mif.fl 

“ Culpas meaSf* answered the youth ; and according to tho 
ritual of the Catholic Church, he confessed and received absolu' 
tion, to which was annexed the condition of performing certain 
enjoined penances. 

* When this religious ceremony was ended, an old man, in tho 
dress of a peasant of the better order, approwhed the arbour, and 
gi’ceted the Abbot, — “I have waited tlie conclusion of your 
devotions,” he said, “ to tell you the youth is sought after by tho 
chamberlain, and it were well he should aj)pcar without delay. 
Holy Saint Francis, if tho halberdiers were to seek him htm*, 
they might sorely wrong my garden-plot — they are in office, and 
reck not where they tread, were each step on jessamiuo and 
clove-gillyflowers.” 

“We will speed him fortti, my brother,” .said the Abbot ; “ but 
alas ! is it possible that such trifles should live in your mhid at u 
crisis 80 avful as that which is now impending 

“ Reverend fatlier,” answered tho proprietor of the garden, for 
such he was, “ how oft .shall 1 pray you to keep your high counsel 
for high minds like your own I What have you required of me, 
that I have not granted unresistingly, though with an acliiiig 
heart V* 

“ 1 would require of you to be yourself, my brother,” said the 
Abbot Ambrosius ; “ to remember what you were, and to what 
your early vow's have bound you.” 

“ I tell thee, Father Ambrosius,” replied the gardener^ “ the 
patience of the best saint that ever said pater-noster, would b€> 
exhausted by the trials to which you have put mine — Wliat I 


* See Note N. The Park Gray 3Ian. 
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have been, it skills not to speak at present — no one knows better 
tlian yourself, father, what I renounced, in hopes to find ease and 
quiet during the i*eniainder of my days— and no one better 
knows how my retreat has been invaded, my fruit-trees broken, 
my flower-beds trodden down, my quiet frightened away, and my 
very sleej) driven from my bed, since ever this poor Queen, God 
blc»i her, hath been sent to Lochleven. — I blame her not ; being 
a prisoner, it is natural she should wish to get out from so vile a 
hold, where there is scarcely any place even for a tolerable 
garden, and where the water-mists, as I am h)]d, blight all the 
early blossoms - I say, I cannot blame her for endeavouring for 
lier freedom ; but why I should be drawn into the sclu ino — wliy 
my liai-mless arbours, that I planted with my own hands, should 
become places of privy conspiracy — why iny littlo q.tay, which I 
built for my own fisliing boat, shoukl have become a haven for 
secret embarkations — in short, why 1 should be dragged into 
matters whore both heading and hanging arc like to be the issue, 
I profess to you, reverend father, I am totally ignorant.’* 

“ My hiMtlier,” answered the Abbot, you are wise, and ought 
to know - — ” 

“I am not — I am not — I am not wise,” replied tho horti- 
culturist, pettishly, and stopping his ears with his lingers — ** I 
was never called w'isc, but when men wanted to engage me in 
.some action of notorious folly.” 

“ liut, my good brother,” said tho Abbot 

“ I am not good, neither,” said the peevish gardener ; 1 am 
neither good nor wise — Had I been wise, you would not have 
been admitted hero ; and were I good, methinks I should send 
you else whore, to hatch plots for destroying the quiet of the 
country. What signifies disputing about queen or king, when 
men may sit at peace — suh umhra citis sai l and so would I do, 
alter the precept of Holy Writ, were I, as you term me, wise or 
good. But such as X am, ruy neck is in tho yoke, and you make 
me draw what weiglit }ou list. — Follow me, youngster. This 
reverend father, wlio makes in his Jackman's dress nearly as 
reverend a figure as I myself, will agree with me in one thing at 
least, and that is, that you have been long enough here.” 

“Follow the good father, Roland,” said the Abbot, ‘‘and 
remember my words — a day is approaching that will try the 
temper of all true Scotsmen — may thy heart prove faithful as 
the steel of thy blade !” 

The page bowed in silence, and they parted; the gardener, 
notwitlistanding his advanced age, walking on before him very 
briskly, and muttering as he went, partly to himself, partly to his 
companion, after the manner of old men of weakened intellects 
— “ When I was great,” tlius ran his maundering, “ and liad ray 
mule and my ambling palfrey at command, 1 warrant you I 
could have as well flown through the air as have walked at this 
pace. 1 had my gout and my rheumatics, and an hundred 
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things besides, that hung fetters on my heels ; and now, thanks 
to Our Lady, and honest labour, I can walk with any good man 
of my age in the kingdom of Fife — Fy upon it, that experience 
should be so long in coming !” 

As he was thus muttering, his eye fell upon the branch of a 
poar-treo which drooped down for want of support, and at once 
forgetting his haste, the old man stopped and set seriously about 
binding it up. Roland Graeme bad both readiness, neatness of 
hand, and good nature in abundance ; he immediately lent his 
aid, and in a minute or two the bough was supported, and tied 
up in a way perfectly satisfactory to the old man, who looked at 
it with great complaisance. “They are bergamots,” ho said, 
“ and if you will come ashore in autumn, you shall taste of tliem 
— the like are not in Lochlcvcu Castle — the garden there is a 
poor pin-fold, and the gardener, Hugh Houkham, hath little 
skill of his craft — so come ashore. Master Page, in autumn, 
when you would eat pears. But what am I tliinking of — ere 
that time come, they may have given thee sour peai*8 for plums. 
Take an old man’s adviciie, youth, one who hath seen many days, 
and sat in higher places than thou caust hope for — bend thy 
sword into a pruniug-hook, and make a dibblo of iliy dagger — 
thy days shall bo tlie longer, and thy health the better for it, — 
and come to aid mo in my garden, and 1 will teach thee the real 
French fashion of imjjinf;, which tlie Southron call graffing. 
Bo this, and do it without loss of time, for there is a whirl- 
wind coming over the land, and only those shall escape who lie 
too much beneath the storm to have their boughs broken by it.” 

So saying, he dismissed lioland Gricme, through a different 
door from that by which ho had entered, signed a cross, and 
pronounced a bencdicite as they parted, and then, still muttering 
to himself, retired into the garden^ and locked the door on tliu 
inside. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

Pray God she prove not mawuline ero loni; ! 

Kinff Henry VI. 

Dismissed from the old man’s garden, Roland Graeme found 
that a grassy paddock, in which sauntered two cows, the property 
of the gardener, still separated him from the village. Ilo paced 
through it, lost in meditation upon the words of the Abbot. 
Father Ambrosius had, with success enough, exerted over him 
that ^werful influence which the guardians and instructors of 
our ^ildhood possess over our more mature youth. And yet, 
when Roland looked back upon what the father hail said, he 
could not but suspect that be had rather sought to evade enter- 
ing into the controversy betwixt the churches, than to repel the 
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objections and satisfy tho doubts which the lectures of Henderson 
]ia<l excited. For this he had no time,” said the page to him- 
self, neither have I now calmness and learning sufficient to 
judge upon points of such magnitude. Besides, it were base to 
quit my faith while the wind of fortune sets against it, unless 
1 were so placed that my conversion, should it take place, were 
free as light from the imputation of self-interest. 1 was bred a 
Catholic — bred in the faith of Bruco and Wallace — I will hold 
that faith till time and reas^jii shall convince me that it errs. I 
will serve this poor Queen as a subject should serve an im- 
prisoned and wronged sovereign — they who placed me in her 
service have to blame themselves — who sent mo hither, a 
gentleman trained in the paths of loyalty and honour, when tliny 
should have sought out some truckling, cogging, doable-dealing 
knave, who would have been at once the observant page of the 
Queen, and the obsequious spy of her enemies. Since 1 must 
choose betwixt aiding and betraying her, 1 will decide as be- 
comes licr servant and her subject ; but Catherine Sey ton — 
t^atheriiie Seyton, beloved by Douglas, and bolding me on or olf 
as the intervals of her leisure or caprice will permit — how siuill 
I deal with the coquette ? — By heaven, when I next have an 
opportunity, she shall render me some reason for her conduct, 
or I will break with her for ever !” 

As he formed this doughty resolution, he crossed the stile which 
led out of the little enclosure, and was almost immediately greeted 
by Dr Luke Liindin. 

" 11a ! niy most excellent young friend,” said the Doctor, 
“from whence come you 1 — but I note the place. — Yes, neigh- 
bour Blinkhoolic’s garden is a pleasant rendezvous, and you are 
of the age when lads look after a bonny lass with one eye, and a 
dainty plum with another But hey ! you look subtriste and 
melancholic — 1 fear tho maiden has proved cruel, or the plums 
unripe ; and surely, 1 think neighbour Blinkhoolie’s damsons 
can scarcely have been well preserved throughout the winter — 
he spares the saccharine juice on his confects. But courage, man, 
there are move Kates in Kinross ; and for the immature fruit, a 
glass of my double distilled aqua mirabilb — prubatum est" 

The page darted an ireful glance at the iacetious physician ; 
but presently recollecting that the name Kate, which had provoked 
his displeasure, was probably but introduced for the sake of alli- 
teration, he suppressed his wrath, and only asked if the wains 
had been heard of ! * 

“ Why, 1 have been seeking for you this hour, to tell you that 
the stuff is ill your boat, and that the boat waits your pleasure. 
Auchtermuchty had only fallen into company with an idle knave 
like himself, and a stoup of aquavitee between them. Your boat- 
men lie on their oars, and there have already been made two 
wefts from the warder’s turret, to intimate that tliose in the castle 
aro impatient for your return. Yet there is time for you to take 
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a slight repast } and, as your friend and physician, 1 hold it unlit 
you should face the wn ter -breeze with an empty sttmiach.” 

Roland Grtemo had nothing for it but to return, with such 
cheer as he might, to the place where his boat was moored on the 
beach, and resisted all offer of refreshment, although the Doctor 
promised that he should prelude the collation with a gentle appe- 
tizer — a decoction of herbs, gathered and distilled by himself. 
Indeed, as Roland had not forgotten tlie contents of his morning 
cup, it is possible that the recollection induced him to stand firm 
in his refusal of all food, to v^hich such an unpalatable preface 
was the preliminary. As they passed towards the boat, (for the 
ceremonious politeness of the worthy Chamberlain would not per- 
mit the page to go thither without attendance,) Roland Grajme, 
amidst n group who st'cmed to be assembled around a party of 
wandering musicians, distinguished, as ho thought, the dress of 
Catherine Seyton. He shook himself clear from his attendant, 
and at one spring was in the midst of the crowd, and at the side 
of the damsel. “Catherine,” he whispered, “is it well for you 
to bo still here ? — will you not return tt> the castle 

“ To the devil with your C’athcrines and your castles !” answered 
tlie maiden, snappishly ; “ have you not had time enough already 
hj get rid of your follies 1 Begone ! I desire not your farther com- 
pany, and there will be danger in thrusting it upon me.” 

“Nay — hut if there be danger, fairest ('atlierine,” replied 
Roland, “ why will you not allow me to stay and share it with 
you V* 

“ Intruding fool,” said the maiden, “ the danger is all on thine 
own side — the risk is, in plain terms, that I strike thee on the 
mouth with the hilt of my dagger.” So saying, she turned 
haughtily from him, and moved thi’ough the crowd, who gave 
way in some astonishsnent at the masculine activity with winch 
she forced her way among them. 

As Roland, thoiigh much irritated, prepared to follow, lie was 
grappled on tlie other side by Doctor Luke Lundin, who reminded 
him of the loaded boat, of the two wefts, or signals with the flag, 
which had been made from the tower, of tlio danger of the cold 
breeze to an empty stomach, and of the vanity of spending more 
time upon coy wenches and sour plums. Roland was thus, in a 
manner, dragged back to his boat, and obliged to laneh her forth 
upon his return to Lochleven Castle. 

That little voyage was speedily ac;compliHhed, and the page was 
greeted at the landing place by the severe and caustic welcome 
of old Dryfesdalc. “ young gallant, you are come at last, 
f.ftcr a delay of six hours, and alter two signals from the castle ? 
But, I warrant, some idle junketing had occupied you too deeply 
to think of your service or your du^. Where is the note of tlie 
plate and household stuff 1 — Pray Heaven it hath not been dimi- 
nished under the sleeveless care of so young a gad-about !” 

“ Dimiuished under my care, Sir Steward !” retorted the page 
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angrily ; “ say so in caniest, and by Heaven your gray lioir sliall 
liiirdly protect your saucy tongue !” 

“ A truce with your swaggering, young esquire,” returned the 
steward ; “ we have holts and dungeons for brawlers. Go to my 
lady, and swagger before her, if thou darest — she will give tliee 
proper cause of ofTence, for she has waited for thee long and 
impatiently.” 

“ And where then is tlie Lady of Lochleven 1” said the page ; 
“ for 1 conceive it is of her thou speakest.” 

“ Ay — of whom else i” replied Dryfesdale ; ‘^or who besides 
the Lady of Lochleveu hath a right to command in this'castle 

“ The liady of Lochleven is thy mistress,” said Iloland Groeme ; 
“ but mine is the Queen of Scotland.” 

The steward looked at him fixedly for a moment, wiih an air 
in which suspicion and dislike wore ill concealed by an affecta- 
tion of contempt- ‘‘ The bragging cock-chickon,” he said, “ will 
betray himself by his rash crowing. I have marked thy altered 
manner in the chapel of late— ay, and your changing of glances 
at mcal-tiine with a certain idle diimsel, who, like thyself, laughs 
at all gravity and goodness. There is something about you, n»y 
master, which alu)uld be looked to. But, if you would know 
whether the Lady of Lochleven, or that other lady, hath right to 
command thy service, thou wilt find them together in the Lady 
Mary’s anteroom.” 

Roland hastened thither, not unwilling to escape from tlie ill- 
natured penetration of the old man, and marvelling at the same 
time what peculiarity could have occasioned the Lady of Loch- 
levcn’s being in the Queen’s apartment at this time of the after- 
noon, so much contrary to her usual w'ont. His acuteness in- 
stantly penetrated the meaning. She wishes,” he concluded, 
“ to see the meeting betwixt the Queen and me on my return, 
that she may form a guess whetlicr there is any private intelli- 
gence or imdcrstandiiig betwixt us — I must bo guarded.” 

With this resolution 1h* entered the parlour, where the Queen, 
seated in her chair, with fhe Lady Fleming leaning upon tlie hack 
of it, had already kept the Lady of Lochleveu standing in her 
presence for the space of nearly an hour, to the manifest increase 
of her very visible bad humour, lioland Grwinc, on entering tlio 
apartment, made a deep obeisance to the Queen, and anotlier to 
the Lady, and tlien stood still as if to await tlieir farther question. 
Speaking almost together, the Lady Lochleven said, So, young 
man, you are returned at length ?” 

And then stopped indignantly short, while the Queen went 
on without regarding her — “ Roland, you are welcome home to 
us — you have proved the true dove and nc^t the raven — Yet 1 
am sure I could have forgiven you, if, once dismissed from this 
Avater-circled ark of ours, you had never again returned to us. 
1 trust you have brought back an olive branch, for our kind and 
worthy hostess has chafed herself much on account of your long 
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absence, and we never needed more some symbol of peace and 
ivconciliation.” 

I ffriove I should have been detained, madam,” answered the 
page ; but from the delay of the person intrusted with the 
matters for which I was sent, I did not receive them till late In 
the day.” 

“ See you there now,” said the Queen to the Lady Lochleven ; 

we could not persuade you, our dearest hostess, that your house- 
hold goods were in all safe keeping and surety. True it is, that 
we can excuse your anxiety, considering that these august apart- 
ments arc* so scantily furnished, that we have not been able to 
offer you even the relief of a stool during the long time you have 
afforded us the pleasure of your society.” 

“The w'ill, madam,” said the lady, "the will to offer such 
accommodation was more wanting than the means.” 

" What !” said the Queen, looking round, and affecting sur- 
prise, "there are then stools in this apartment — one, two — no 
less than four, incli^ding the broken one — a royal garniture ! — 
We observed them not — will it please your ladyship to sit 1” 

" No, madam, I will soon relieve you of my presence,” replied 
the Lady Lochleven ; " and while with you, my aged limbs can 
still better brook fatigue, than my mind stoop to accept of con- 
strained courtesy,” 

" Nay, Lady of Lochleven, if you take it so deeply,” said the 
Queen, rising and motioning to her own vacant chair, " I would 
rather you assumed my seat — you are not the first of your family 
who has done so.” 

The Lady of Lochleven curtsied a negative, but seemed with 
much difficulty to suppress the angry answer which rose to her 
lips. 

During this sharp conversation, the page’s attention had been 
almost entirely occupied by the entrance of Catlierine Seyton, 
who came from the inner apartment, in the usual dress in which 
she attended upon the Queen, and witli nothing in her manner 
which marked either the liurry or confusion incident to a hasty 
change of di sguise, or the conscious fear of detection in a perilous 
enterprise. Roland Gracriic ventured to make her an obeisance as 
she entori^d, but she returned it with an air of t)ic utmost indif- 
ference, which, in his opinion, was extremely inconsistent with 
the circumstances in which they stood towards each other. — 
" Surely,” he thought, " she cannot in reason expect to bully me 
out of the belief due to mine own eyes, as slie tried to do concern- 
ing the apparition in the hostelry of Saint Michael’s — I will try 
if 1 cannot make her feel that this will be but a vain task, and 
that confidence in me is the wdser and safer course to pursue.” 

Tliese thoughts had passed rapidly through his mind, when the 
Queen, having finished her altercation with the Lady of the 
castle, again addressed him — "What of the revels at Kinross, 
Roland Graeme 1 Methought they were gay, if 1 may judge 
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from sonic faint sounds of mirth and distant music, which found 
tlieir way so far as these grated windows, and died when they 
entered them, as all that is mirthful must — But thou lookcst as 
sad as if thou hiidst come from a conventicle of the Huguenots !” 

“ And so percliance he hath, madam,’* replied the Lady of 
T.oel.leven, at whom this side-shaft was lanclied. I trust, amid 
yonder idle fooleries, tlicre wanted not some pouring forth of 
doctrine to a better purpose than that vain mirth, which, blazing 
and vanishing like the crackling of dry thorns, leaves to the fools 
who love it nothing but dust and ashes.’* 

Ma»’y Fleming,** said the Queen, turning round ahd drawing 
her mantle about her, “ I would that we had the chimney -grate 
supplied with a fagot or two of these same thorns which the Lady 
of Lochlcven describes so well. Methinks the damp air from 
the lake, which stagnates in these vaulted rooms, renders them 
deadly cold.** 

“ Your Grace’s pleasure shall be obeyed,” said the Lady of 
Lochleven ; ‘‘ yet may I presume to remind you that w'e are now 
in summer ?’* 

‘‘ I thank you for the information, my good lady,” said the 
Queen ; for prisoners better learn their calender from the mouth 
of their jailor, than from any change they themselves feel in the 
seasons, — Once more, Roland Grceme, what of the revels ?” 

“ They w'cro gay, madam,” said the page, “ but of the usual 
sort, and little worth your Highness’s ear.” 

Oh, you know not,” said the Queen, “ how very indulgent my 
ear has become to all that speaks of freedom and the pleasures of 
the free. Methinks I would rather have seen the gay villagers 
dance their ring round the Maypole, than have witnessed the 
most stately masques within the precincts of a palace. The 
absence of stone-wall — the sense that the green turf is under the 
foot which may tread it free and unrestrained, is worth all that 
art or splendour can add to more courtly revels.” 

“ 1 trust,” said the Lady Lochleven, addressing the page in her 
turn, “ there were amongst these follies none of the riots or dis- 
turbances to which they so naturally lead 

Roland gave a slight glance to Cathenne Seyton, as if to be- 
speak her attention, as he replied, — ‘‘ I witnessed no offence, 
madam, worthy of marking — none indeed of any kind, save that 
a bold damsel made her hand somewhat too familiar with the cheek 
of a player-man, and ran some hazard of being docked in the 
l^e.” 

As he uttered these words he cast a hasty glance at Catherine ; 
but she sustained, with the utmost serenity of manner and coun- 
tenance, the hint which he had deemed could uot have been 
thrown out before her without exciting some fear and confusion. 

“ 1 will cumber your Grace no longer with my presence,” said 
the Lady Lochleven, “ unless you have aught to command me.” 

^ Nought, our good hostess,” answered tlie Queen, unless it 
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be to pray you, that on another occasion you deem it not needful 
to postpone your better employment to wait so long upon us.” 

“ May it please you,” added the Lady Lochleven, “ to com- 
mand this your gentleman to attend us, that I may receive some 
account of these matters which have been sent hither for your 
Gi*ace’s use ?” 

“ We may not refuse what you are pleased to require, madam,” 
answered the Queen. “Go with the lady, Kolaiid, if our com- 
mands be indeed neceasary to thy doing so. We will hear to- 
morrow the history of thy Kinross pleasures. For tliis night we 
dismiss thy attendance.” 

Roland Grmme went with the Lady of Lochleven, who failed 
not to ask him many questions concerning what had passed at 
the sports, to which he rendered such answei-s as were most 
likely to lull asleep any suspicions which she might ent(;rtaiii of 
his disposition to favour Queen Mary, taking especial care to 
avoid all allusion to the apparition of Magdalen Graeme, and of the 
Abbot Ambrosius. At length, after undergoing a long and some- 
what close examination, he was dismissed with such expressions, 
:us, coming from the reserved and stern Lady of Lochleven, might 
seem to express a degree of favour and countenance. 

His first care was to obtain some refreshment, which was more 
cheerfully afforded him by a good-natured pantler than by 
Dryfesdale, who was, on this occasion, much disposed to abide by 
the fashion of Pudding -burn House, where 

They who came not the first call, 

(jiat no more meat till the next meal. 

When Roland Grocme had finished his repast, having his dis- 
missal from the Queen for the evening, and being little inclined 
for such society as the castle afforded, he stole into the garden, in 
which he had permission to spend his leisure time, when it 
pleased him. In thib place, tlie iiigjmnity of the conti'iver and 
disposer of the w'alivs had exerted itself to make the most of little 
space, and by screens, l^th of stone ornamented witli rude 
sculpture, and hedges of living green, had endeavoured to give as 
much intricacy and variety as the eunfiiicd limits of the garden 
would admit. 

Here the young man walked sadly, considering the events of 
the day, and comparing what had dropped from the Abbot with 
what he had himself noticed of the demeanour of George Douglas. 
“ It must be so,” w'as the painful but inevitable conclusion at 
which he arrived, “It must be by his aid that she is thus 
enabled, like a phantom, to transport herself from place to place, 
and to appear at pleasure on the mainland or on the islet. — It 
must be so,” he repeated once more ; “ witli him she holds a close, 
secret, and intimate correspondence, altogether inconsistent with 
the eye of favour which she has sometimes cast upon me, and 
destructive to die hopes which she must have known these glances 
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liave necessarily inspired.” And yet (for love will hope where 
reason despairs) the thought rushed on his mind, tliat it was 
possible she only encouraged Douglas’s passion so fai* as might 
serve her mistress’s interest, and that she was of too frank, noble, 
and candid a nature, to hold out to himself hopes which she meant 
not to fuliil. Lost in these various conjectures, he seated himself 
upon a bank of turf which commanded a view of tlje lake on the 
one side, and ou the other of that front of the castle along whicli 
the Q,ueeii's apartments were situated. 

The sun had now for some time set, and the twilight of May 
was rapidly fading into a serene night. On the lake, the expanded 
water rose and fell, with the sliglitcst and softest influence of a 
southern breeze, wliich scarcely dimpled the surface over which 
it passed. In the distance was still seen tlie dim outline of tlie 
island of Saint Serf, once visited by many a sandalled pilgrim, as 
the blessed spot trodden by a man of Ood — now neglected or 
violated, as the refuge of lazy priests, who had with justice been 
compelled to give place to Uie sliet'p and the heifei*s of a Pro- 
testant baron. 

As Roland gazed on the dark speck, amid the lighter blue of 
the waters which surrounded it, the mazes of polemical discussion 
again stretclu‘d themselves before the eye of his mind. Had 
tliese men justly suffered their exile as licentious drones, tlie 
robbers, at once, and disgrace, of the busy hive I or had the hand 
of avarice and rapine expelled from the temple, not the ribalds 
who polluted, but the faitliTul priests who served the shrine in 
honour and fidelity ? I'he arguments of Hendereon, in this con- 
templative hour, rose witli double force before him, and could 
scarcely be pairied by the appeal which the Abbot Ambrosius had 
made from liis understanding to his feelings, — an apjieal which 
he had felt more forcibly amid the bustle of stirring life, than now 
\\hen his reflections were more undisturbed. It required an 
effort to divert his mind from Uiis embarrassing topic ; and he 
found that he best succeeded by turning his eyes to the front of 
the to^ver, wulcliing wh<Tc a twinkling light still streamed from 
the casement of Catherine Seyton’s apartment, obscured by times 
for a moment, as the f.lmdow of the fair inhabitant passed 1^'twixt 
the taper and the window. At length the light was removed or 
extinguished, and that object of speculation was also withdrawn 
from the eyes of tlie meditative lover. Dare I confess the fact, 
without injuring his character for ever as a hero of romance I 
These eyes gradually became heavy ; speculative doubts on the 
subject of religious controversy, and anxious conjectures concern* 
ing the state of his mistress’s affections, became confusedly 
blended together in his musings; tlic fatigues of a busy day 
prevailed over the harassing subjects of contemplation which 
occupied his mind, and he fell fast asleep. 

Sound were his slumbers, until they were suddenly dispelled by 
the iron tongue of the castle bell, which sent its deep and sullen 
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B 6 unds yvido over the bosom of the lake, and awakened the echoes 
of Bennarty, the hill which descends steeply on its southern bank. 
Roland started up, for this bell was always tolled at ten o’clock, 
os the signal for locking the castle gates, and placing the keys 
under the charge of the seneschal. He therefore hastened to the 
wicket by which the garden communicated with the building, and 
had the mortiheation, just as he reached it, to hear the bolt leave 
Its sheath with a discordant crasli, and enter the stone groove of 
the door-lintcl. 

“ Hold, hold,” cried the page, " and let me in ere you lock the 
wicket.” 

The voice of Dryfesdale replied from within, in his usual tone 
of imbittered suUcnness, “ The hour is passed, fair master — you 
like not the inside of these walls — even make it a complete holi- 
day, and spend the night as well as the day out of bounds.” 

“ Open the door,” exclaimed the indignant page, “ or by Saint 
Giles I will make thy gold chain smoke for it !” 

" Make 110 alarm here,” retorted the impenetrable Dryfesdale, 
“ but keep thy sinful oaths and silly threats for those that regard 
them — 1 do mine office, and carry the keys to the seneschal. — 
Adieu, my young master I the cool night air will advantage your 
hot blood.” 

The steward was right in what ho said ; for the cooling breeze 
was very necessary to appease the feverish fit of auger which 
Roland experienced, nor did the remedy succeed for some time. 
At length, after some hasty turns made threugh the garden, 
exhausting his passion in vain vows of vengeance, Roland Grrseme 
began to be sensible that his situation ougltt rather to be held as 
matter of laughter than of serious reat'ntmont. To one bred a 
sportsman, a night spent in Ihc open air had in it littlo of hard- 
ship, and the poor mahee of the steward seemed more wortl)y of 
his contempt than his anger. “ I would to God,” he said, tliat 
tlie grim old man may always have contented himself with such 
sportive revenge. Ho often looks as he were capable of doing us 
a darker turn."’ Returning, therefore, to the turf-seat which he 
had formerly occupied, and which was partially sheltered by a 
trim fence of green holly, he drew his mantle around him, 
stretched himself at length on the vtTdant settle, and endeavoured 
to resume that sleep which the castle bell had interrupted to so 
little purpose. 

Sleep, like other earthly blessings, is niggard of its favours 
when most courted. The more Roland invoked her aid, the farther 
she fled from his eyelids. He had been completely awakened, 
first, by the sounds of the boll, and then by his own aroused 
vivacity of temper, and he found it difficult again to compose 
himself to sluml^r. At length, when his mind was wearied out 
with a maze of unpleasing meditation, he succeeded in coaxing 
himself into a broken slumber. This was again dispelled by the 
voices of two persons who were walking in the garden, the sound 
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of whose conversation, after mingling for some time in the page’s 
dreams, at length succeeded in awaking him thoroughly. He 
raised himself from his reclining posture in the utmost astonish" 
ment, which the circumstance of hearing two persons at that late 
hour conversing on the outside of the watchfully yarded Castle 
of Lochloven, was so well calculated to excite. His first thought 
was of supernatural beings ; his next, upon some attempt on the 
part of Queen Mary’s friends and followers ; his last was, that 
George of Douglas, possessed of the keys, and having the means of 
ingress and ogress at pleasure, was availing himsell' of his office to 
hold a rendezvous with Catherine Sryton in the castle garden. 
He was confirmed in this opinion by the tone of the voice, which 
asked in a low whisper, “ whether all was ready 1” 


CHAPTER XXX. 

tn some breasts passion lies conceal’d and silent. 

Like war’s swart powder m a ca&tlo vault, 

Until occasion, liku tlie Utistock, lights it: 

Then conies at once the lightning and the thunder, 

^ And distant echoes tell Uiat all is rent asunder. 

Old Play, 

Roland Graime, availing himself of a breach in the holly 
screen, and of the assistance of the full moon, which was now 
arisen, had a perfect opportunity, himself unobserved, to recon- 
noitre the persons and the motions of those by whom his rest had 
been thus unexpectedly disturbed ; and his observations confirmed 
his jealous apprehensions. They stood together in close and 
earnest conversation within four yards of the place of his retreat, 
and he could easily recognize the tall form and deep voice of 
Douglas, and the no less remarkable dress and tone of the page at 
the hostelry of Saint Michael’s. 

“I have been at the door of the page’s apartment,” said 
Douglas, but he is not there, or he will not aiisw'er. It is fast 
bolted on tlie inside, as is the custom, and we cannot pass through 
it — and what his silence may bode I know not.” 

“You have trusted him too far,” said the other ; “a feather- 
headed coxcomb, upon whose changeable mind and hot brain 
there is no making an abiding impression.” 

“It was not I who was willing to trust him,” said Douglas; 
“ but I was assured he would prove friendly when called upon — 

for ” Here he spoke so low tliat Roland lost the tenor of his 

words, which was the more provoking, as he was fully aware that 
he was himself the subject of their convei'sation. 

“ Nay,” replied the stranger, moix) aloud, “ J have on my side 
put him off with fair words, which make fools faiu — but now, if 
you distrust him at the push, deal with him with your dagger, and 
so make open passage.” 
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“ That were too rash,” said Douglas ; and, besides, os I told 
you, the door of his apartment is shut and bolted. I will essay 
again to waken him.” 

Graeme instantly comprehended, that the ladies, having been 
somehow made aware of his being in the garden, had secured the 
door of the outer room in which he usually slept, as a sort of 
sentinel upon that only access to the Queen’s apartments. But 
then, how came Catherine Seyton to be abroad, if the Queen and 
the other lady were still within their chambers, and the access to 
them locked and bolted ? — "I will be insbintly at the bottom of 
these mysteries,” he said, ‘^and then thank Mistress Catherine, if 
this be really she, for the kind use which she exhorted Douglas h) 
make of his dagger — they seek me, as I comprehend, and they 
shall not seek me in vain.” 

Douglas had by this time re-entered the castle by the wdeket, 
which was now open. The stranger stood alone in the garden 
walk, his arms folded on his breast, and his eyes cast impatiently 
up to tho moon, as if accusing her of betraying him by tlu 
niagnificenco of her lustre. In a moment Roland Gramme stv)od 
betore him — ‘‘A goodly night,” he said, ‘‘ Mistress Catherine, for 
a young lady to stray forth in disguise, and to meet with men in 
an orchard !” 

** Hush !” said the stranger page, " hush, thou foolish patch, 
and tell us in a word if thou art friend or foe.” 

** How should 1 be fideiid to one who de(‘eives me by fair words, 
and who would have Douglas deal with mo with his poniard 
replied Roland. 

“ The fiend receive George of Douglas and thee too, thou born 
madcap and sworn niarjdot !” said the other ; ‘‘ wo shall bo din- 
covered, and then death is the word.” 

Catherine,” said tho page, “you have dealt falsely and cruellv 
with me, and tho inonient of explanation is now come — neitlicr it 
nor you shall escape mo.” 

“ Madman !” said the stranger, “ I am neither Kate nor 
Catherine — the moon shines bright enough surely to luiow tlie 
liart from the hind.” 

“ That shift shall not serve you, fair mistress,” said the page, 
laying hold on the lap of the stranger’s cloak ; “ tliis time, at least, 
1 wdll know with whom I deal.” 

“ Unhand me,” said she, end«*avonring to extricate hcrsolf from 
his grasp ; and in a tone where anger seemed to contend with a 
desire to laugh, “ use you so little discretion towards a daughter 
of Seyton 1” 

But as Roland, encouraged perhaps by her risibility to suppose 
Ids \iolence was not unpardonably offensive, kept hold on her 
mantle, sho said, in a sterner tf)iie of ui>inixed resentment, — 
“ Madman, let me go ! — there is life and death in this moment — 
1 would not willingly hurt tliee, and yet bowai’e !” 

As spoke she made a sudden effort to escape, and in doing 
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80 , a pifttol, which she carried in her hand or about her person, 
went off. 

This warlike sound instantly aw’akened tlio well-warded castle. 
The warder blew his horn, and began to toll the castle bell, crying 
out at the same time, “ Fie, treason ! treason ! cry all 1 cry all !” 

, The apparition of Catherine Seyton, which the page had let 
loose in the first moment of astonishment, vanished in darkness, 
but til© plash of oars was heard, and in a second or two, five or 
six harquebusses and a falconet were fired from the battlements 
of the castle successively, as if levclhsl at some object on the 
water. Confounded with these incidents, no way for Catherine’s 
protection (svqqiOHing her to be in the boat which he had heard 
put from tho shore) occurred to Boland, savi* to have recourse to 
(leorgc of Douglas. He hastened for this pui*po8(' towards the 
apartment of the Qnocii, vvheneo ho heard loud voices and much 
trampling of feet. When he entered, he fouinl himself added to 
a confused and astonished group, which, assembled in that apart- 
ment, stood gazing upon each other. At the upper end of the 
room stood the Queen, equipped as for a jouniey, and attended 
not only by the Lady h'leming, but by tho omnipresent Catherine 
Seyton, dressi'd in the liabit of her own sox, and bearing in lier 
hand the casket in which Mary kept such jewolH as she had been 
permitted to retain. At the other end of the hall was the Lady 
of Lochleveii, hastily dressed, as one startled fi*om slumber by 
the sudden alarm, and surrounded by domestics, some hearing 
torches, others holding naked swords, partisans, pistols, or sucli 
other weapons as they had caught up in the hurry of a night alarm, 
Tletwixt these two partie.s stood George of Douglas, his aimi.s 
folded on hi.s breast, his eyes bent on the ground, like a criminal 
who knows not how to deny, yet continues unwilling to avow, tho 
guilt in w'hieli he has been detocted. 

“ Speak, George of Douglas,” said the Lady of Lochlevcu ; 
“ speak, and cle:u’ the horrid .suspicion which rests on thy name. 
Say, ‘ A Douglas was never faithless to his trust, and I am a 
Douglas.’ Say this, my dearest son, and it is all I ask thee to 
say to clear thy name, even under .such a foul charge. Say it 
was hut the wilo of these unhappy women, and this false boy, 
which plotted an escape so fatal to Scotland — so destructive to 
thy father’.s house.” 

“ Madam,” said old Dryfesdale the steward, “ this much do I 
say for this silly page, that he could not he accessary to unlocking 
the doors, since I myself this night bolted him out of the castle. 
Whoever limned this iiightpiccc, the lad’s share in it seems to 
have been small.” 

“ Thou best, Dryfo.sdale,” said the Ijady, “ and wouldst throw 
the blame on thy master’s house, to save the wurthloss life of a 
gipsy hoy.” 

“ llis death were more desirable to me than his life,” answered 
the steward, snllenly ; “ but the truth is the truth.” 
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At these words Douglas raised his head, drew np his figure to 
its full height, and spoke boldly and sedately, as one whose 
resolution was taken. Let no life be endangered for me. I 
alone ” 

" Douglas,” said the Queen, interrupting him, " art thou mad 1 
Speak not I charge you.” 

“ Madam,” he replied, bowing with the deepest respect, gladly 
would I obey your commands, but they must have a victim, and 
let it be the true one. — Yes, madam,” he continued, addressing 
the Lady of Lochleven, “ I alone am guilty in this matter. If 
the word of a Douglas has yet any weight with you, believe me 
that this boy is innocent ; and on your conscience I charge you, 
do him no wrong ; nor let the Queen suffer hardship for embrac- 
ing the opportunity of freedom wliich sincere loyalty — which a 
sentiment yet deeper — offered to her acceptance. Yes 1 I had 
planned the escape of the most beautiful, the most persecuted of 
women ; and far from regretting that I, for a while, deceived the 
malice of her enemies, I glory in it, and am most willing to yield 
up life itself in her cause.” 

" Now may God have compassion on my age,” said the Lady 
of Lochleven, ‘‘ and enable me to bear tliis load of affliction ? 0 
Princess, born in a luckless hour, when will you ceaso to be the 
instrument of seduction and of ruin to all who approach you ? 0 
Ancient house of Lochleven, famed so long for birth and honour, 
evil was the hour which brought the deceiver under thy roof!” 

“ Say not so, madam,” replied her grandson ; “ the old honours 
of the Douglas line will be outshone, when one of its descendants 
dies for the most injured of queens — for the most lovely of 
women.” 

“ Douglas,” said the Queen, ‘‘must I at this moment — ay, 
even at this moment, when 1 may lose a faithful subject for ever, 
chide thee for forgetting what is due to me as thy Queen 1” 

“ Wretched boy,” said the distracted Lady of Lochleven, “hast 
thou fallen even thus far into tho snare of this Moabitish woman ? 
— hast thou bartered thy name, thy allegiance, tliy knightly oath, 
thy duty to thy parents, thy country, and thy God, for a feigned 
tear, or a sickly smile, from lips which flattered the inflrm 
Francis — lured to death the idiot Darnlcy — read luscious poetry 
with the minion Chastelar — mingled in the lays of love which 
were sung by tho beggar Itizzio — and which were joined in 
rapture to those of the foul and licentious Bothwell V* 
“Blaspheme not, madam!” said Douglas; — “nor you, fair 
Queen, and virtuous as fair, chide at this moment the presump- 
tion of thy vassal ! — Think not that the mere devotion of a 
subject could have moved me to the part I have been performing. 
Well you deserve that each of your lieges should die for you ; but 
I have done more — iiave done tliat to which love alone could 
compel a Douglas — 1 have dissembled. Farewell, then. Queen 
of all hearts, and Empress of that of Douglas 1 — When you aro 
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freed f^om this vile bondage — as freed you shall be^ if justice 
remains in Heaven — and when you load with honours and titles 
the happy man who shall deliver you, cast one thought on him 
whose heart would have despised every reward for a kiss of your 
hand — cast ono thought on his fidelity, and drop one tear on his 
grave.” And throwing himself at her feet, he seized her hand, 
and pressed it to his lips. 

" This before my face !” exclaimed the Lady of Lochleven — 

wilt thou court thy adulterous paramour before the eyes of a 
parent ? — Tear them asunder, and put him under strict ward ! 
Seize him, upon your lives !” she added, seeing that her atten- 
dants looked on each other with hesitation. 

“ They arc doubtful,” said Mary. “ Save thyself, Douglas, 1 
command thee 1” 

He started up from the floor, aud only exclaiming, “ My life or 
death are yours, and at yoiu* disposal !” — drew liis sword, and 
broke through those who stood betwixt him and the door. The 
onthusiasm of his onset was too sudden and too lively to have been 
opposed by any thing short of the most decided opposition ; and 
a-s he was both loved and feai’ed by his father’s vassals, none of 
them would offer him actual injury. 

The Lady of Lochleven stood astonished at his sudden escape 
— “ Am 1 sui'rounded,” she said, by traitors \ Upon him, 
villains ! — pursue, stab, cut him down I” 

“ He cannot leave the island, madam,” said Dryfesdale, inter- 
fering ; “ [ have tlie key of the boat-chain.” 

But two or three voices of those who pursued from curiosity, or 
command of tlieir mistress, exclaimed from below, that he had 
cast himself into the lake. 

“ Brave Douglas still I” exclaimed the Queen — “ Oh, true and 
noble heart, that prefers death to imprisonment !” 

“ Fire upon him !” said the Lady of Lochleven ; “ if there be 
Vierc a true servant of his father, let iiim shoot the runagate dead, 
and let the lake cover our shame !”’ 

The report of a gun or two was heard, but they were probably 
f-hot ratlier to obey the Lady, than with any purpose of hitting the 
mark ; and llaiidal immediately entering, said that Master George 
had been taken up by a boat from the castle, which lay at a little 
disbmee. 

“ Man a barge, and pursue them I” said the Lady. 

‘‘ It were quite vain,” said Randal ; “ by this time they are 
half way to shore, and a cloud has come over the moon.” 

“ And has the traitor then escaped?” said tlic Lady, pressing 
her hands against her forehead with a gesture of despair ; the 
honour of our house is for ever gone, and all will be deemed 
accomplices in this base treachery.” 

“ Lady of Lochleven,” said Mary, advancing towards her, you 
have tliis night cut off my fairest hopes — You have turned my 
expected freedom into bondage, and dashed away the cup of joy 

^OL. XI. s 
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in the very instant 1 was advancing it to my lips — and yet I feel 
for your sorrow the pity that you deny to mine — Gladly would I 
comfort you if I might ; but as 1 may not, 1 would at least part 
from you in charity.’^ 

“ Away, proud woman !” said tho Lady ; “ wlio ever knew so 
well as thou to deal the deepest wounds under the pretence of 
kindness and courtesy ? — Who, since the great traitor, could ever 
80 betray with a kiss 

" Lady Douglas of Lochlcvcn,” said the Queen, “ in this moment 
thou canst not offend me — no, not even by thy coarse and 
unwomanly language, held to me in the presence of menials and 
armed retainers. 1 have this night owed so much to ono 
member of the house of Lochleven, as to cancel whatever its 
mistress can do or say in the wildness of her passion.’* 

“We are bounden to you, Princess,” said Lady Lochleven, 
putting a strong constraint on herself, and passing from her 
tone of violence to that of bitter irony ; “ our poor house hath 
been but seldom graced with royal smiles, and will hardly, with 
my choice, exchange their rough honesty for such court-honour 
as Mary of Scotland has now to bestow.” 

“ They,” replied Mary, “ who know so well how to tahe^ may 
think themselves excused from the obligation implied in receiving. 
And that 1 have now little to offer, is the fault of the Douglasses 
and their allies.” 

“ Fear nothing, madam,” I’e'plicd the Lady of Lochleven, in the 
same bitter tone, “ you retain an exchequer which neither your 
own prodigality can drain, nor your offended country deprive you 
of. While you have fair words and delusive smiles at command, 
you need no other bribes to lure youth to folly.” 

The Queen cast not an ungratified glance on a large mirror, 
which, hanging on ono side of the apartment, and illuminated by 
tlie torch-light, reflected her beautiful face and person. “ Our 
hostess grows coraplakant,” she said, “my Fleming; we had not 
thought that grief and captivity had left us so well stored with that 
sort of wealth which ladies prize most dearly.” 

“ Your Grace will drive this severe woman frantic,” said 
Fleming, in a low tone. “ On my kuccs I implore you to remem- 
ber she is already dreadfully offended, and tliat wo are in her 
power.” 

“ I will not spare her, Fleming,” answered the Queen ; “ it is 
against my nature. She returned my honest sympathy witli insult 
and abuse, and I will gall her in return — if her words are too 
blunt for answer, let her use her poniard if she dare 1” 

“ The Lady Lochleven,” said the Lady Fleming aloud, “ would 
surely do well now to withdraw, and to leave her Grace to 
repose.” 

“Ay,” replied the Lady, “or to leave her Grace, and her 
Grace’s minions, to think what silly fly they may next wrap their 
meshes about. My eldest sou is a widower — were he not more 
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worthy tho flattering hopes with which you have seduced his 
hrotlier 1 — True, the yoke of marriage has been already thrice 
fitted on — but the church of Rome calls it a sacrament, and its 
votaries may deem it one in which they cannot too often partici- 
pate.” 

“ And the votaries of the church of Geneva,” replied Mary, 
colouring with indignation, “ as they deem marriage no sacrament, 
are said at times to dispense with the holy ceremony.” — Then, 
as if afraid of the consequences of this home allusion to the errors 
of Lady Lochleven’s early life, the Q,iieen added, “Come, my 
Fleming, we grace her too much by this altercation ; we will to 
our sleeping apartment. If she would disturb us again to-night, 
she must cause tho door to be forced.” So saying, she retired to 
her bedroom, followed by her two women. 

Lady Lochleven, stunned as it were by this last sarcasm, and 
not the less deeply incensed that she had drawn it upon hci'sclf, 
remained like a statue on the spot whicli she had occupied when 
she 1 ‘eccived an aflrout so flagrant. Dryfesdale and Randal 
endeavoured to rouse her to recollection by questions. 

“ What is your honourable Ladyship’s pleasure in the pre- 
mises ?” 

“ Shall wo not double the sentinels, and place one upon the 
boats and another in the garden 1” said Randal. 

“Would you that despatches were sent to Sir William at 
Kdinburgli, to acquaint him with what has happened 1” demanded 
Dryfesdale ; “ and ought not the place of Kinross to be alarmed, 
lest there be force upon the shores of the lake ’ * 

“ Do all as thou wilt,” said the Lady, collecting herself, and 
about to depart. “ Thou hast the name of a good soldier, Dryfes- 
dale, take all precautions. — Sacred Heaven ! tliat I should be 
thus openly insulted !” 

“ Would it be your pleasure,” said Dryfesdale, hesitating, “tliat 
this person — this Lady — be more severely restrained ?” 

“ No, vassal !” answered the Lady, indignantly, “ my revenge 
stoops not to so low a gratification. But I will have more 
worthy vengeance, or the tomb of my ancestors shall cover my 
shame !” 

“ And you shall have it, madam,” replied Dryfesdale — “ Ere 
two suns go down, you shall terra yourself amply revenged.” 

The Lady made no answer — perhap did not hear his words, 
as she presently left the apartment. By the command of Dryfes- 
dale, the rest of the attendants were dismissed, some to do tlie 
duty of guard, others to tlieir repose. Tho stew'ard himself 
remained after they had all departed ; and Roland Graeme, who 
was alone in the apartment, was surprised to see the old soldier 
advance towards him with an air of greater cordiality tlian he 
had ever before assumed to him, but which sat ill on his scowling 
features. 

Youth,” be said, “ 1 have done thee some wrong — it isthino 
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own fault, for thy behaviour hath seemed a& lidit to mo as tho 
feather thou wearest in thy hat; and surely thy fantastic apparel, 
and idle humour of mirth and folly, have made mo construe thee 
something harshly. But I saw this night from my casement, (as 
I looked out to seo how thou hadst disposed of thyself in die 

G arden,) I saw, 1 say, the true efforts which tliou didst make to 
etain the companion of the perfidy of him who is no longer 
worthy to be called by his father's name, but must be cut off 
from liis house like a rotten branch. I was just about to come to 
thy assistance when tlie pistol went off ; and the warder (a false 
knave, whom I suspect to be bribed for tlie nonce) saw himself 
forced to give the alarm, which, perchance, till then he had will- 
fully withheld. To atone, therefore, for my injustice towards you, 
I would willingly render you a courtesy, if you would accept of it 
from my hands.” 

“ May I first crave to know what it is ?” replied the page. 
“Simply to carry the news of this discovery to llolyrood, 
where thou mayest do thyself much grace, as well with the Earl 
of Morton and tlie Regent himself, as w’ith Sir William Douglas, 
seeing thou hast seen the matter from end to end, and borne 
faitlifhl part therein. The making thine own fortune will be 
thus lodged in thine own hand, when I tnist thou wilt estrange 
thyself from foolish vanities, and learn to walk in this world as 
ono who thinks upon the next.” 

“ Sip Steward,” said Roland Grmme, “ I thank you for your 
courtesy, but I may not do your errand. 1 pass that T am the 
Queen's sworn servant, and may not be of counsel against her. 
But, setting this apart, metbinks it were a bad road to Sir 
William of Loclilcven’s favour, to be the first to tell him of his 
son’s defection — neither would the Regent be over well pleased 
to hear the infidelity of his vassal, nor Morton to learn the false- 
hood of his kinsman ” 

“ Uni !” said the steward, making that inarticulate sound which 
expresses surprise mingled with displeasure. “ Nay, then, even 
Hy where ye list; for, giddy-pated as ye may be, you know how 
to bear you in tho world.” 

“ I will sliew you my esteem is less selfish than ye think for,” 
.said the page ; “for I hold truth and mirth to bo better than gravity 
and cunning — ay, and in the end to be a match for tlicm. — You 
never loved me less, Sir Steward, than you do at this moment. 1 
know you will give me no real confidence, and 1 am resolved to 
accept no false protestations as cutront coin. Resume your old 
course — suspect me as much and watch me as closely as you 
will, I bid you defiance — you have met with your match.” 

“ By Heaven, young man,” said the steward, with a look of 
bitter malignity, “ if thou darest to attempt any treachery towards 
the House of Lochleven, thy head shall blacken in the sun from 
the warder’s turret !” 

“ He cannot commit treachery who refuses trust,” said the page ; 
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‘'and for my head, it stands as securely on my shoulders, as on 
any turret that ever mason built.” 

"f'arewell, thou prating; and speckled pie,” said Dryfcsdale, 
that art so vain of thine idle tongue and variegated coat 1 Be- 
ware trap and lime-twig.” 

“ And fare thee well, thou hoarse old raven,” answered tlie page ; 
"thy solemn flight, sable hue, and deep croak, are no charms 
against bird-bolt or hail-shot, and that thou mayst find — it is open 
war betwixt us, each for the cause of our mistress, and God shew 
the right !” 

" Amen, and defend his own people !” said the steward. " I 
will lot my mistress know what addition thou hast made to this 
mess of traitors. Good-night, Monsieur Featherpato.” 

" Good-night, Seignior Sowersby,” replied the page ; and, wliea 
the old man dcpai'ted, he betook himself to rest. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

roitson’d — Ul faro ! -— dead, forsook, cast off! 

Kinff John, 

However weary Roland Grcem© might be of the Castle of 
tiochloveu — however much he might wish tliat the plan for 
Mfiry's escape had been perfected, I question if he ever awoke 
with more pleafjing feelings than on the morning after George 
Douglas’s plan for accomplishing her deliverance had been 
frustrated. In the first place, he had the clearest conviction 
that he had misunderstood the innuendo of the Abbot, and that 
the affections of Douglas w’cre fixed, not on Catherine Seyton, 
but oil the Queen ; .and in the second place, from tho sort of 
explanation which had taken place betwixt the steward and him, 
he felt himself at lilKjrty, without any breach of honour towards 
the family of Lochlcven, to contribute his best aid to any scheme 
which should in future be formed for the Queen’s escape ; and, 
independently of the good- will which he himself had to the 
enterprise, he knew he could find no surer road to the favour of 
Catherine Seyton. He now sought but an opjiortunity to inform 
her that he had dedicated himself to this task, and fortune was 
propitious in affording him one wluch was unusually favourable. 

At tlie ordinary hour of breakfast, it was introduced by the 
steward with his usual foions, who, as soon as it was plac^ on 
the board in the inner apartment, said to Roland Graeme, with a 
glance of sarcastic import, " I leave you, my young sir, to do 
the office of sower — it has been too long rendered to the Lady 
Mary by one helonpng to the house of Douglas.” 

" Were it the prime and principal who ever bore the name,” 
said Roland, " the office were an honour to him.” 

The steward departed without replying to this bravade, otlier- 



THE ABBOT. 


278 

wise than by a rlark look of scorn. Greeme, thus left alone, 
busied himself as one engaged in a labour of love, to imitate, as 
well as he could, the grace and courtesy with which George of 
Douglas was wont to render his ceremonial service at meals to 
the Queen of Scotland. There was more than youthful vanity — 
there was a generous devotion in the feeling witli which he took 
up the task, as a brave soldier assumes the place of a comrade 
who has fallen in the front of battle. “ I an\ now,” ho said, 
their only champion ; and, come weal, como wo, 1 will be, to 
the best of my skill and power, as faithful, as trustworthy, as 
brave, as any Douglas of them all could liuve been.” 

At this moment Catherine Seyton entered alone, contrary to 
her custom ; and not less contrary to her custom, she entered 
with her kerchief at her eyes. Roland Grreme approached her 
with beating heart and with downcast eyes, and jiskcd her in a 
low and hesitating voice, whether the Queen were well ? 

‘‘ Can you suppose it ?” said Catherine. “ Think you her heart 
and body are framed of steel and iron, to endure the cruel dis- 
appointment of y ester even, and the infamous taunts of yonder 
puritanic hag 1 — Would to God that 1 were a man, to aid her 
more effectually 1” 

“ If those who carry pistols, and batons, and poniards,” said 
the page, are not men, they are at least Amazons ; and that is 
as formidable.” 

“ You are welcome to the flash of your wit, sir,” replied the 
damsel ; ** I am neither in spirits to enjoy, nor to reply to it.” 

Well, then,” said the page, "list to me in all serious truth. 
And, first, let me say, that the gear last night had been smoother, 
had you taken me into your ceunsels.” 

" And so we meant ; but who could have guessed that Master 
Pago should choose to pass all night in the garden, like some 
moon-stricken knight m a Spanish romance — instead of being in 
his bedroom, when Douglas came to hold communication with him 
on our project ?” 

"And why,” said the page, "defer to so late a moment so 
important a confidence 1” 

"Because your communications with Henderson, and — widi 
pardon — the natural impetuosity and fickleness of your disposi- 
tion, made us dread to intrust you with a secret of such conse- 
quence, till tlie last moment 

" And why at the last moment ?” said the page, offended at this 
frank avowal ; " why at that, or any other moment, since I had 
the misfortune to incur so much suspicion 1” 

" Nay — now you aro angry again,” said Catherine ; " and to 
serve you aright 1 should break off this talk ; but 1 will be mag- 
nanimous, and answer your question. Know', then, our reason 
for trusting you was twofidd. In the first place, we could scarce 
avoid it, since you slept in the room through which we had to 
pass, in tlie second place ” 
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Nay,” said the page, “ you may dispense with a second 
reason, when the first makes your coufidonce in me a case of 
necessity.” 

“ Good now, hold thy peace,” said Catherine. " In the second 
place, as I said before, tlierc is one foolish person among us, wdio 
believes that Roland Grajinc’s heart is warm, though his head is 
giddy ^ — that his blood is pure, though it boils too hastily — and 
^at his faith and honour arc true as the load-star, though his 
tongue sometimes is far less than discreet.” 

This avowal Catherine repeated in n low tone, with her eyes 
fixed on the floor, as if she shunned tlio glance of Roland while 
she suffered it bi escape her lips — “And tliis single friend,” 
exclaimed the youth in rapture; “this only one who would do 
iustice to the poor Roland Graeme, and whose own generous 
heart taught her to distinguish between follies of the brain and 
faults of the heart — Will yon not toll me, dearest Catherine, to 
whom I owe my most grateful, iny most heartfelt thanks ?” 

“ Nay,” said Catherine, with her eyes still fixed on the ground, 

“ if your own heart tell you not ” 

“ Dearest Catherine 1” said the page, seizing upon her liand, 
and kneeling on one knee. 

“ If your <jwn heart, 1 say, tell you not,” said Catlierine, gently 
disengaging her hand, “ it is very ungrateful ; for since tlie 
maternal kindness of the Lady Fleming ” 

The page started on his feet. “ By Heaven, Catherine, your 
tongue w'cars as many disguises as your person ! But you only 
mock me, cruel girl. You know the Lady Fleming has no more 
regard for any one, than hath the forlorn princess who is wrought 
into yonder piece of old figured court tapestry.” 

“ It may be so,” said Catherine Seyton, “ but you should not 
speak so loud.” 

“ Pshaw !” answered the page, but at the same time lowering 
his voice, “ she cares for no one but herself and the Queen. 
And you know, besides, there is no one of you whose opinion 1 
value, if I have not your own. No — not that of Queen Mary 
herself.” 

“ The more shame for you, if it be so,” said Catherine, with 
great composure. 

“ Nay, but, fair Catherine,” said the page, “ why will you thus 
damp my ardour, wlieii I am devoting myself, body and soul, to 
the cause of your mistress ?” 

“ It is because in doing so,” said Catherine, “you debase a 
cause so n«»blc, by naming along with it any lower or more selfish 
motive. Believe me,” she said, with kindling eyes, and while the 
blood mantled on her cheek, “ they think vilely and falsely of 
women — 1 mean of those who deserve the name — who deem 
that they love the gratification of their vanity, or the mean pur- 
pose of eiigiHisbing a lover’s admiration and affection, better than 
they love virtue and honour of the man they may be brought 
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to prefer. He that serves his religion, his prince, and his country, 
>vith ardour and devotion, need not plead his cause with the com- 
monplace rant of romantic passion — the woman whom ho honours 
with his love becomes his debtor, and her corresponding aifectiou 
is engaged to repay Iiis glorious toil.” 

“You hold a glorious prize for such toil,” said the youth, 
bending his eyes on her with enthusiasm. 

•“ Only a heart which knows how to value it,” said Catherine. 
“ He that should free this injured Princess from these dungeons, 
and set her at liberty among her loyal and warlike nobles, whose 
hearts are burning to welcome her — where is tlie maiden in 
Scotland whom the love of such a hero would not honour, were 
she sprung from the blood royal of the land, and he the offspring 
of the poorest cottager that ever held a plough ?” 

“ I am determined,” said Xioland, “ to take the adventure. 
Tell me first, however, fair Cathei’ine, and speak it as if you were 
confessing to tlie priest — this poor Queen, 1 know she is unhappy 
— but, Catherine, do you hold her innocent ? She is accused of 
murder.” 

“ Do I hold the lamb guilty, because it is assailed by the wolf V* 
answered Catherine ; “ do 1 liold yonder sun polluted, because an 
earth-damp sullies his beams V* 

The page sighed and looked down. “ AVould my conviction 
yrero as deep as thine ! But one thing is clear, that in this 
captivity she hath wrong — She rend(*red herself up on a capitu- 
lation, and the terms have been refused her — I will embrace her 
quarrel to the death !” 

“Will you — will you, indeed?” said Catherine, taking his 
hand in her turn. “ Oh, be but firm in mind, as thou art bold in 
deed and quick in resolution ; keep but thy plighted faith, and 
after ages shall honou.e thee as the saviour of Scotland !” 

“ But wlien I have toiled successfully to win that Leah, 
Honour, thou wilt not, my Catherine,” said tho page, “ condemn 
me to a new term of service for that Rachel, Love ?” 

“ Of that,” said Catherine, again extricating her hand from his 
grasp, “ ^ve shall have full time to speak ; but Honour is the elder 
sister, and must be won the first.” 

“ I may not win her,” answered tlie page ; “ but I wdll venture 
fairly for her, and man can do no more. And know, fair Cathe- 
rine, — ^for you shall see the very secret tliought of my heart, — 
that not Honour only — not only tliat other and fairer sister, 
whom you frown on me for so much as mentioning — but tlie 
stem commands of duty also, compel me to aid the Queen’s 
deliverance.” 

“ Indeed !” said Catherine ; “ you were wont to have doubts 
on tliat matter.” 

“ Ay, but her life was not tiion threatened,” replied Roland. 

“ And is it now more endangered tlian heretofore ?” asked 
Catherine Seyton, in anxious terror. 
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" Be not alarmed,” said the page ; " but you heard the terms 
on which your royal mistress parted with the Lady of Lochlevcn 1” 
Too well — but too well,” said Catherine ; “ alas ! that she 
cannot rule her princely resentment, and refrain from encounters 
Kke these !” 

“ That hath passed betwixt them,” said Roland, " for which 
woman never forgives woman. I saw the Lady’s brow turn 
pale, and then black, when, before all the meiizie, and in her 
moment of power, the Queen humbled her to tlie dust by taxing 
her with her shame. And I heard the oath of deadly resentment 
and revenge which she muttered in the ear of one, who by his 
answer will, I judge, be but too ready an executioner of her will.” 

“ You terrify me,” said Catlienne. 

* Do not so ts,ke it — call up the masculine part of your spirit 
— we will counteract and defeat her plans, be they dangerous as 
they may. Why do you look upon me thus, and weep 1” 

“ Alas !” said Catlienne, “ because you stand there before mo 
a living and breathing man, in all the adventurous glow and 
enterprise of youth, yet still possessing the frolic spirits of child- 
hood — there you stand, full alike of generous enterpriso and 
childish recklessness ; and if to-day, or to-morrow, or some such 
bi'ief space, you lie a mangled and lifeless corpse upon the floor 
of these hateful dungeons, who but Catherine Seyton will be the 
cause of your brave and gay career being broken short as you 
start from the goal ? Alas ! she whom you have chosen to twine 
your wreath, may too probably have to work your shroud !” 

And be it so, C^atherine,” said the page, in tho full glow of 
youthful enthusiasm ; and do thou work my shroud ! and if tliou 
grace it with such tears as fall now at the thought, it will honour 
my remains more than an carl’s mantle would my living body. 
But shame on this faintness of heart ! the time craves a firmer 
mood — Be a woman, Catherine, or ratlier be a man — thou 
canst be a man if thou wilt.” 

Catherine dried her tears, and endeavoured to smile. 

“ You must not ask me,” she said, “about tljat which so much 
disturbs your mind ; you shall know all in time — nay, you should 
know all now, but that Hush ! here comes the Queen.” 

Mary entered from her apartment, paler than usual, and appa- 
rently exhausted by a sleepless night, and by the painful thoughts 
which had ill supplied the place of repose ; yet the languor of hor 
looks was so far from impairing her beauty, that it only sub- 
stituted the frail delicacy of the lovely woman for the majestic 
grace of the Queen. Contrary to her wont, her toilette had been 
very hastily despatched, and her hair, which was usually dressed 
by Lady Fleming with great care, escaping from beneath the 
head^tire, which had been hastily adjusted, fell in long and luxu- 
riant tresses of Nature’s own curling, over a neck and bosom 
which were somewhat less carefully veiled tlian usual. 

As she stepped over the tiireshold of her apartment, Catherine 
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hastily drying her tears, ran to meet her royal mistress, and 
having iirst kneeled at her feet, and kissed her hand, instantly 
rose, and placing herself on the other side of the Queen, seemed 
anxious to divide with the Lady Fleming the honour of supporting 
and assisting her. The page, on his part, advanced and put in 
order the chair of state, which she usually occupied, and having 
placed the cushion and ^otstool for her accommodation, stepped 
back, and stood ready for service in the place usually occupied by 
his predecessor, the young Seneschal., Mary’s eye rested an 
instant on him, and could not but remark the change of persons. 
Hers was not the female heart which could refuse compassion, 
at least, to a gallant youth who had suffered in her cause, although 
he had been guided in his enterprise by a too presumptuous pas- 
sion ; and the words “ Poor Douglas 1” escaped from her lips, 
perhaps unconsciously, as she leant herself back in her chair, and 
put the kerchief to lier eyes. 

“ Yes, gracious madam,” said Catherine, assuming a cheerful 
manner, in order to cheer her sovereign, “ our gallant Knight is 
indeed banished — the adventure was not reserved for him ; but 
he has left behind him a youthful Esquire, iis much devoted to 
your Grace’s service, and who, by mo, makes you tender of his 
liond and sword.” 

<*If they may in aught avail your Grace,” said Roland 
Grseme, bowing profoundly. 

** Alas 1” said tlie Queen, “ what needs this, Catherine ? — why 
prepare new victims to be involved in, and overwhelmed by, my 
cruel fortune 1 — were we not betujr cease to struggle, and our- 
selves sink in the tide without farther resistance, tliaii thus drag 
into destruction with us every generous heart which makes an 
effort in our favour ^ — I have had but too much of plot and 
intrigue around me, since 1 w'as stretched an orphan child in my 
very ci'adle, while contending nobles strove which should rule in 
tlie name of the unconscious innocent. Surely time it were that 
all this busy and most dangerous coW should end. Let me call 
my prison a convent, and my seclusion a voluntary sequeatratioii 
of myself from the world and its ways.” 

" Speak not thus, madam, before your faithful servants,” said 
Catherine, to discourage their zeaJ at once, and to break their 
hearts. Daughter of Kings, be not in this hour so unkingly — 
Come, Roland, and let us, the youngest of her followers, shew 
ourselves wortliy of her cause — let us kneel before her footstool, 
and implore her to be her own magnanimous self.” And leading 
Roland Graeme to the Queen's seat, they both kneeled down 
before her. Mai’y raised iterself in her chair, and sat erect, 
wliile, extending one hand to be kissed by the page, she arranged 
with tlie other the clustering hnsks which shaded tlie bold yet 
lovely brow of the high-spirited Catherine. 

" Alas I ma mi<jn6ne^^ she said, for so in fondness she often 
called her young attendant, *^that you should thus desperately 
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mix with my unhappy fato the fortune of your young lives ! — 
Ai'e they not a lovely couple, my Fleming ? and is it not heart- 
rending to think that 1 must be their ruin ?” 

“ Not so,” said Roland Graeme, it is we, gi*aciou8 Sovereign, 
who will be your deliverers.” 

** Ex oribm parmtlorum said the Queen, looking upward; 
‘Gf it is by tho mouth of these children that Heaven calls me 
to resume tho stately thoughts which become my birth and my 
rights, thou wilt grant them thy protection, and to me the power 
of rewarding thoir zeal !” — Then turning to Fleming, she 
instantly added, — ‘‘ I'hou knowest, my friend, whether to make 
tliose who have served mo happy, was not ever Mary’s favourite 
pastime. When I have boon rebuked by the stern preachers of 
the Calvinistic heresy — when I have seen the fierce counte- 
nances of my nobles averted from me, has it not been because I 
mixed in the harmless pleasures of the young and gay, and rather 
for the sake of their happiness than niy own, have mingled in the 
masque, the song, or the dance, with the youth of my household 1 
Well, 1 repeat not of it — though Knox termed it sin, and Morton 
degradation — 1 was happy, because 1 saw happiness around me ; 
and woe betide tho wretched jealousy that can extract guilt out 
of the overflowings of an ungiuirdcd gaiety ! ~ Fleming, if we are 
rc^stored to our throne, shall we not have one blithesome day at a 
blithesome bridal, of which we must now name neither the bride 
nor the bridegroom I but that bridegroom shall have the barony 
of Blairgowrie, a fair gift even for a Queen to give, and that 
bride’s chaplet shall be twined with tho fairest pearls that ever 
were found in tiie depths of Lochlomond ; and thou thyself, Mary 
Fleming, the best dresser of tires that ever busked the tressos of 
a Queen, and who would scorn to touch those of any woman of 
lower rank, — thou ihysclf shult, for my love, twine them into the 
bride’s tresses. — Look, my Fleming, suppose them such clus- 
tered locks as those of our Catherine, they would not put shame 
upon thy skill.” 

So saying, she passed her hand fondly over tho head of her 
youtlifiil favourite, while her more aged attendant replied 
despondently, Alas ! madam, your tlioughts stray far from 
home.” 

“ They do, my Fleming,” said the Qpcen ; " but is it well or 
kind in you to call them back ? — God knows, they have kept the 
porch tliis niglit but too closely — Como, I will recall tho gay 
vision, were it but to punish them. Yes, at that blithesome 
bridal, Mary herself shall forget tho w eight of sorrows, and the 
teil of state, and herself once more lead a measure. — At whoso 
wedding was it that wo last danced, ray Fleming I 1 think care 
has troubled ray memory — yet soinetliing of it I should remem- 
ber — canst thou not aid me ? — 1 know thou canst.” 

“ Alas! madam,” replied the lady 

** What !” said Mary, wilt thou not help us so far 1 this is a 
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pe^^vi&h adlieronoe to thine own graver opinion^ which holds our 
talk as folly. But thou art court-bred, and wilt well understand 
mo when 1 say, the Queen commands Lady Fleming to tell her 
where she led the last branleJ* 

With a face deadly pale, and a mien as if she were about to 
sink into the earth, the court-bred dame, no longer daring to 
refuse obedience, faltered out — ‘‘ Gracious Lady — if my memory 
err not — it was at a masque in Holyrood — at the man'jagc of 
Sebiistian.” 

The unhappy Queen, who had hitherto listened with a melan- 
choly smile, provoked by the reluctance with which the Lady 
Fleming brought out her story, at this ill-fate<l word interrupted 
her with a shriek so wild and loud that the vaulted apartment 
rang, and both Roland and Catherine sprung to their feet in the 
utmost terror and alarm. Meantime, Mary seemed, by tlie 
train of horrible ideas thus suddenly excited, surprised not only 
beyond self-command, but for the moment be} ond the verge of 
reason. 

“Traitress!'’ she said to the Lady Fleming, “thou wouldst 
slay thy sovereign — Call my French guards — a moil d moil mes 
Fran f ah ! — 1 am beset with traitors in mine own palace — they 
have murdered my husband — Rescue ! rescue 1 for the Queen of 
Scotland !” Sho started up from her chair — her features, late 
8d exquisitely lovely in their paleness, now inflamed with the 
fury of frenzy, and resembling those of a Bclloua. “ Wo will 
take the field ourself,” she said ; “ warn the city — warn Lothian 
and Fife — saddle our Spanish barb, and bid French Pai’is sec 
our petroncl bo charged! — Better to die at the head of our 
brave Scotsmen, like our grandfather at Floddcn, than of a 
broken heart, like our ill-starred father !” 

“ Bo patient — bo composed, dearest Sovereign,” sfiid Cathe- 
rine ; and then addressing Lady Fleming angrily, she added, 
“ How could you say aught that reminded her of her husband 1” 

The w'ord reached Hie ear of the unhappy Princess, who caught 
it up, speaking with great rapidity. “Husband! — what hus- 
band ? — Not his most Christian Majesty — he is ill at ease — he 
cannot mount on horseback. — Not him of the Lennox — but it 
was the Duke of Orkney thou wouldst say.” 

“ For God’s love, madam, be patient 1” said the Lady Fleming. 

But the Queen’s excited imagination could by no entreaty be 
diverted from its course. “ Bid liim come hither to our aid,” 
she said, “and bring with him his lambs, as he calls them — 
Bowton, Hay of Talla, Black Onnistoxi, and his kinsman Hob — 
Fie ! how swart they are, and how tliey smell of sulphur ! What ! 
closeted with Morton ? Nay, if the Douglas and the Ilepbuni 
hatch the complot together, the bird, when it breaks the shell, will 
scare Scotland. Will it not, my Fleming !” 

“ She grows wilder and wilder,” said Fleming ; “ we have too 
many heavers for these strange words,” 
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“ Roland,’* said Catherine, ** in the name of God, begone ! 
You cannot aid us here — l4eave us to deal with her alone — 
Away — away !” 

She tlinist him to the door of the anteroom ; yet even when ho 
had entered that apartment, and shut tlio door, he could still hear 
the Queen talk in a loud and determined tone, as if giving forth 
orders, until at length the voice died away in a feeble and cori' 
tinued lamcnhition. 

At this crisis Catherine enteml the anteroom. “ Be hot too 
anxious,” she said, “ the crisis is now oA^er ; but keep the door 
fast — let no one enter until she is mort‘ composed.” 

“ In tlie name of God, v\hat does this mean ?” said the page ; 
“ or what was there in the Lady Fleming’s words to excite so 
wild a transport 

Oh, the Lady Fleming, the Lady Fleming,” said Catherine, 
repeating the words impatiently ; “ the Lady Fleming is a fool — 
she loves her mistress, yet knoAvs so little how to express her 
love, that were the Queen to ask her for very poison, she would 
deem it a point of duty not to resist her coinniands. I could have 
torn licr starched liead-tire from her formal Iiead — The Queen 
sliould have as soon liad the heart out of my body, as the word 
Sebastian out of my lips — That that piece of weaved tapestry 
should Ix' a woman, and yet not have wit enough to tell a lie !” 

‘‘ And Avhat Avas this story of Sebastian V* said the page. ‘‘ By 
1 lea von, ('athcrine, you are all riddles alike I” 

‘‘ You are as great n fool as Fleming,” rotunaed the impatient 
maiden ; “ kiioAv ye not, that on the night of Henry Darnley’s 
murder, and at the blowing up of the Kirk of Field, the Queen’s 
absence was owing to her attending on a masque at Holyrood, 
given by her to grace the marriage of this same Sebastian, who, 
himself a fav^oured servant, married one of her female attendants, 
who Avas near to her person V* 

“ By Saint Giles,’’ said tho page, T wonder not at her 
passion, but only marvel by what forgetfulness it was tliat she 
could urge the Lady P’leming with such a question.” 

‘‘ I cannot account for it,” said Catherine ; “ but it seems as if 
great and violent gi'ief and horror sometimes obscure the memory, 
and spread a cloud like that of an exploding cannon, over the 
circumstances with which they are accompanied. But I may not 
stay here, where I came not to moralize with your Avisdoni, but 
simply to cool my resentment against that unwise Lady Fleming, 
which I think hath now somewhat abated, so that I shall endure 
her presence without any desire to damage cither her curch or 
vfusquine. Meanwhile, keep fast that door — I would not for my 
life that any of these heretics saAv her in the unhappy state, 
Avhidi, brought on her as it has been by the success of their own 
iliabolical plottings, they would not stick to call, in their snuffling 
cant, the judgment of Providence.” 

She left the apartment just as the latch of Uie outward door 
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was raised from without. But the bolt, which Roland had drawn 
on the inside, resisted tho efforts of tlie person desirous to enter. 
** Who is there ?” said Graeme aloud. 

“ It is I,’* replied the harsh and yet slow voice of the steward 
Dryfesdalo. 

You cannot enter now,” returned the youth. 

“ And wherefore V* demanded Dryfesdalo, “ seeing I come but 
to do my duty, and inquire what mean the shrieks from the 
apartment of the Moabitish woman. W’^herefore, I say, since 
such is mine eri'and, can I not enter 

“ Simply,” replied the youth, “ because the bolt is drawn, and 
I have no fancy to undo it. I have the right side of the door to- 
day, as you had last night.” 

“ Thou art ill-advised, thou malapert hoy,” replied tho 
steward, “ to speak to me in sucJi fashion ; but 1 shall inform my 
Lady of thine insolence.” 

" The insolence,” sfiid the page, “ is meant for thee only, in fair 

f ierdon of thy discourtesy to me. For thy Lady’s information, 
have answer more courteous — yon may say that the Queen is 
ill at ease, and desires to be cUshi^bed neither by visits nor 
messages.” 

“ I conjure you, in the name of God,” said the old man, with 
more solemnity in his tone than he had hitherto used, to let mo 
know if her malady really gains power on her !” 

“ She will have no aid at your hand, or at your I-iady’s — 
wherefore, begone, and trouble us no more — we neither want, 
nor will accept of, aid at your hand'j.” 

With this positive reply, the stew ard, grumbling and dissatisfied, 
returned down stairs. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 


It ifl the curse of kioKs to be attended 
By slaves, who take their humours for a warrant 
To break into the bloody house of life, 

And on the winking of authority 
To understand a law. 

King John. 

The Lady of Lochleven sat alone in her chamber, endeavouring 
with sincere hut imperfect zeal, to fix her eyes and her attention 
on the black-lettered Bible which lay before her, bound in velvet 
and embroidery, and adorned with massive silver clasps and 
knosps. But she found her utmost efforts unable to withdraw 
her mind from the resentful recollection of what had last night 
passed betwixt her and the Queen, in which the latter liad with 
such bitter taunt reminded her of her early and long-rcpentcd 
transgression. 
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“ Why,” she said, should T resent so deeply, that another 
reproaches me with that which 1 have never ceased to make 
matter of blushing to myself 1 and yet, why should this woman, 
who reaps — at least, has reaped — the fruits of my folly, and has 
jostled my son aside from the throne, why should she, in the face 
of all my domestics, and of her own, dare to upbraid me with my 
shame 1 Is she not in my power 1 Does slic not fear me I Ha ! 
wily tempter, I will wrestle with thee strongly, and with better 
sugTCstions than my own evil heart can supply I” 

She again took up the sacred volume, and was endeavouring 
to hx her attention on its contents, when she was disturbed by a 
tap at the door of the room. It opened at her command, and 
the steward Dryfesdale entered, and stood before her with a 
gloomy and perturbed expression on bis brow. 

“ What has chanced, Dryfesdale, that thou lookest thus ?” said 
his mistress — “ Have there been evil tidings of my son, or of 
ray gi'aiidchildren 1” 

“No, Lady,” replied Dryfesdale, “but you were deeply in- 
sulted last night, and 1 fear me thou art as deeply avenged this 
morning — Where is the chaplain 1” 

What mean you by hints so dark, and a question so sudden % 
The chaplain, as you well know, is absent at Perth upon an as- 
sembly of the bretliren.” 

“ I care not,” answered tho steward ; “ he is but a priest of 
Baal.” 

“ Dryfesdale,” said the Lady, sternly, “ what meanest thou 1 1 
have ever heard, that in the Low Countries thou didst herd with 
the Anabaptist preachers, those boars which tear up the vintage 

— But the ministry which suits me and my house must content 
my retainers.” 

“ 1 would I had good gho.stly counsel, though,” replied the 
steward, not attending to his mistress's rebuke, and seeming to 
^pcak to himself. “ This woman of Moab ” 

“ Speak of her with reverence,” said the Lady ; “ she is a king’s 
daughter.” 

“ Be it so,” replied Dryfesdale ; “ she goes where there is 
little difference betwixt her and a beggar’s child — Mary of 
Scotland is dying.” 

“Dying, and in my castle!” said the Lady, starting up in 
alarm ; “ of what disease, or by what accident ?” 

“ Bear patience. Lady. The ministry was mine.” 

“ Thine, villain and traitor ! — how didst thou daro 

“ I heard you insulted, Lady — I heard you demand vengeance 

— I promised you should have it, and I now bring tidings of it.” 

“ Dryfesdale, I trust thou ravest 1” said the Lady. 

“ I rave not,” replied the steward. “ That which was written 
of me a million of years ere 1 saw the light, must be executed by 
me. She hath that in lier veins that, 1 fear me, will soon stop 
the springs of life.” 
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Cruel villain,” exclaimed the Lady, “ thou hast not poisoned 
her 

‘^And if I had,” said Dryfesdale, "vdiat does it so greatly 
merit ? Men hane vermin — why not rid them of tlieir enemies 
so 1 in Italy they will do it for a cruizuedor.” 

** Cowardly ruffian, begone from my sight !” 

" Think better of my zeal, Lady,” said the steward, “ and 
judge not witliout looking around you. Lindesay, Kuthven, and 
your kinsman Morton, poniarded Hizzio, and yet yon now sec no 
blood on their enibi*oidery — the Lord Semple stabbed the Lord 
of Sanquhar — does his bonnet sit a jot more awry on his brow ? 
What noble lives in Scotland who has not had a share, for 
policy or revenge, in some such dealing? — and who imputes it 
to them ? Bo not cheated with names — a dagger or a draught 
work to the same end, and arc little unlike — a glass phial im- 
prisons the one, and a leathern sheath the other — one deals with 
tlie brain, the other sluices the bloo<i — Yet, I say not X gave 
aught to tliis lady.” 

“ What dost thou mean by thus dallying with me ?” said the 
Lady; “as thou wouldst save thy neck from the rope it merits, 
tell me the whole truth of this story — thou hast long been known 
a dangerous man.” 

“ Ay, in my master’s service I can be cold and sharp as my 
sword. Bo it known to you, that when last on sliore, 1 consulted 
with a woman of skill and power, called Nicneven, of whom the 
country has rung for some brief time past. Fools asked her for 
charms to make them beloved, misers for means to increase their 
store ; some demanded to know r.he future — an idle wish, since 
it cannot be altered ; others would have an explanation of tlic 
past — idler still, since it cannot be recalled. I heard their 
queries with scorn, uju! demanded the means «jf avenging myself 
of a deadly enemy, lor I grow old, and may trust no longer to 
Bilboa blade. Sb<i gave me a packet — ‘Mix that,’ said she, ‘with 
any liquid, and thy vengeance is coniploto.’ ” 

“ Villain ! and you mixed it with the food of this imprisoned 
Lady, to the dishonour of tJiy master’s house I” 

“ To redeem the insulted honour of my master’s house, I mixed 
the contents of the piicket with the jar of succory-water : They 
seldom fail to drain it, and the woman loves it over all.” 

“ It was a work of liell,” said the Lady Lochleven, “ both the 
asking and the granting. — Away, wretched man, let us see if aid 
be yet too late 1” 

“ They will not admit us, madam, save wo enter by force — I 
have been twice at the dqor, but can obtain no entrance.” 

“We will beat it level with the ground, if needfhl — And, hold 
— summon Randal hither instantly. — Randal, here is a foul and 
evil chance befallen — send off a boat instantly to Kinross, the 
Chamberlain Luke Lundin is said to have skill — Fetch off, too, 
tliat foul witch Nicneven ; she shall first counteract her own 
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and then ho biiniod to ashes in the island of Saint Serf. 
Away, away- -Tell them to hoist sail and ply oar, as ever they 
would have j^ood of ilvi Douglas’s hand !” 

“ Mother Nicneven will not be lightly found, or fetched hither 
on those conditions,” answered Dryfesdalc. 

“ Then grant her full assurance of safety — liook to it, for thine 
« wn life must an swer for this lady’s recovery.” 

I might have guessed that,” said Dryfesdalc, sullenly ; " but 
it is my comfort 1 have avenged mine own cause, as well as yours. 
She hath scoffed and scripped at me, and encouraged her saucy 
minion of a page to ridicule my stiff gait and slow spci'ch. I felt 
it home in upon me that I was to be avenged on them.” 

“ Go to the western turret,” said tlie Tiady, ** and remain there 
in ward until we s<'c how this gear will terminate. 1 know thy 
resolved disposition — thou wilt not attempt escape.” 

“ Not were the M alls of the tiin*ct of ('gg-shells, and the lake 
sheeted with ice,” siiid Dryfesdalc. “ 1 am well taught, and 
strong in belief, that man docs nought of himself ; he is hut the 
foam on the billow, which rises, hubbies, and bursts, not by its 
oAvn efi'ort, but by the mightier impulse of fato which urges him. 
Aet, Lady, if I may advise, amid this zeal for tho life of the Jeze- 
bel of Scotland, forgot not what is due to thine own honour, and 
keep the matter secret as you may.” 

vSo saying, tho. gloomy fatalist turned fi'om her, and stalked ott* 
Mith sullen composure to the place of eonfineineiit allotted to him. 

llis lady caught at his last hint, and only expressed her fear 
that the prisoiK.'r had partaken of some unwholesome food, and 
was dangerously ill. The castle was soon alarmed and in confu- 
sion. Raudal was des]>atehcd to the shore to fetch off Liiudin, 
with such reinodi("S as could counteract poison ; and with farther 
instructions to bring Mother Nicneven, if she could he found, 
with full power to ple<lgo^tlio Lady of Lochlevcn’s word for her 
siifety. 

Meanwhile the Lady of Loclilevcn lierself held parley at the 
door of the Queen’s apartment, and in vain urged the page to 
undo it. 

“ Foolish boy !” she said, “ thine own life and thy Lady’s arc at 
sliike — Open, I say, or we w ill cause tlie door to be broken down.” 

“ I may not opt'ii tlic door witiiout my royal mistress’s orders,” 
answered Roland ; she has been very ill, and now she slumbers 
~-if you wake Iier by using violence, let the consequence he on 
yon and your followers.” 

“Was ever woman in a strait so fearful !” exclaimed tlie Lady 
of Lochleven — At least, thou rash boy, beware tliat no one 
tastes the food, but especially the jar of succory -water.” 

She then hastened to die turret, whcTe Dryfesdalc had com- 
posedly resigned himself to imprisonment. She found him read- 
ing, and demanded of him, “ Was thy fell potion of speedy 
operation ?” 

VOL. XI. T 
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“ Slow/’ anawcrofl the steward. ‘‘ The hag asKed me which J 
chose — 1 told her 1 loved a slow and sure revenge. ‘ Revenge,’ 
said I, ‘is tlje highest-flavoured draught which man tastes upon 
earth, aiid he sliould sip it by little and little — not drain it up 
greedily at once,’ ” 

“ Against whom, unhappy man, could, st thou nourish so fell a 

re^ellge 

“ T had many objects, but the chief was that insolent page.” 

“ Tlie boy ! —thou inhuman man,” exclaimed the lady ; “ what 
could he do to (le,''erve tliy malice ?” 

“ U(‘ rose ill your favour, and yon graced him with your com- 
missions — that was one thing. lie rose in that of Cieorge 
Douglas’s also — that was another, lie was the favourite of tlu‘ 
Calvinistic Henderson, who hated me because my spirit disowns 
a separated piiestliood. The Moabitisli Qneen ludd liiin dear — 
winds from oacli opposing point blow in his favour — the old 
servitor of your house was hold lightly among ye - - a hove all, from 
tho first time T saw his face, 1 longed to destroy him.” 

“ What fiend have 1 nurture.(l in my house !” replied the Lady. 

May (jiod forgive me the sin of having givt'ii thee food and 
raiment !” 

“ You might not choose, Lady,” answTred tlie stewaird. “ Long 
ere this castle was budded— ay, long ere llu‘ isU't which sus- 
tain.s it reared its head above the blue* water, I was destined to 
bo your faithful slave, and you to be my ungvati'ful mistress. 
Remember you not whmi I plunged amid the victorious French, 
ill the time of this lady’s mother, ami brought off your hushaml, 
when those who had lumg at tlie same breasts wdtli him dared 
not attempt tho rescue ? — R.emomher how I idungod into the 
lake when your grandson’s skiff* was overtaken hy the tempest, 
boarded, and sti?ered i.er safe to the land. I.«ady — the servant 
of a Scottish baron is he who rt'gards not his own life, or that of 
any other, save his master. Ami, for the death of tlie woman, I 
hail tried the potion on her sooner, had not Master (h?orge been 
her taster. Her death — would it not be tho hajipiest riew'S that 
Scotland ever heard ? Is she not of the bloody Diiisian stock, 
w'liose sword was so often rod with the blood of Lod’s saints t 
Is she not the daughter of tho wretclu'd tyrant James, whom 
Iloavon cast down from his kingdom, and his pride, even as the 
king of Rabylon was smitten ?” 

“ Peace, villain !” said the I^dy — a tlioussaiid varied recollec- 
tions thronging on her mind at tho mention of her royal lover’s 
name ; “ Peace, and disturb not the ashes of the dead — of tho 
royal, of the unhappy dead. Read thy Bible; and may God 
grant thee to avail thyself better of its contents than thou hast 
yet done !” She departed hastily, and as she reached tho next 
apartment, the teai*s rose in her eyes so hastily, that she was 
compelled to stop and use her kerchief to dry them. “ I expected 
not tills,” she said, “ no more than to have drawn water from 
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iho dry flint, or sap from a withered tree. 1 saw witli a dry 
eye the apostacy and shame of Gciorgo Douglas, tho hope of niy 
son’s house — tlie ehild of my love ; and yet J now weep for him 
■who has HO long lain in his grave — for him to whom I owe it, 
that liiH daugliter can inaho a scoffing and a jest of niy name ! 
Hut sh(‘ is his daughter — my heart, hardened against her for so 
many causes, reK^nts when a ghinco of her eye places her hither 
unexpectedly before me — and as often her likeness to tliat true 
daughter of tlie house of Guise, her detested mother, has again 
confirmed my rc'soliition. Hut she must not — must not die in 
iny hotiLe, ami hy so foul a practice. Thank God, the operation 
oi the potion is slow, and ni;iy he eouuteraetod. T will to her 
apartment once* more. But oh ! that hardeiu'd vidaiu, ivdmsc 
fidelity ive held in such esteem, and had such high proof of ! 
AVIiat miracle can unite so much wickedness and so much truth 
in one bos<jm !’’ 

The Lady of Loehlevcn w'as not aware* how far minds of a cer- 
tain gloomy and determine<l cast f»y nature*, may be warped hy a 
kf('n s<inse of potty injuric^s and insults, combining with the lo^e 
of gain, and sense of self-interest, and amalgamated with iho 
crude’, wild, and indigested fanatical oiumuns which this man had 
gatheri’d among the crazy sectaric H of Germany ; or liow' tar the 
doctrines of fukdisni, W'hieh he had I’inbraced so decidedly, scar 
the human conscience, by representing our actions as the result 
of inevitable necessity. 

During her visit to the prisoner, Roland had communicated to 
Gatlicrmo the tenor of the conversation ho had had with lier at 
the door of tho aiiartinent. The quick intelligence of that lively 
maiden instantly comprehended the outHijo of what w^as believed to 
have happened, hut her px’cjudices hurried her beyond the truth. 

They meant to have jMiisoned us,” she exeluimed in liorror, 
^‘aud tliore stands the fatal liquor which should have done the 
deed ! — Ay, as soon as Itouglas ceasi't! to ho our taster, our food 
was likely to he fatally seasoned. Thou, Roland, who shouldst 
have made tlie essay, wei*t readily doomed to die with us, Oli, 
dearest Lady Fleming, pardon, pard»>n, for the injuries I said to 
yon in my anger — your w'ords wvre prompted by Heaven to 
save our lives, and espceUlly that of the injure<l (iueeii. But 
what have we now' to do ? that old crocodile of the lake w'ill be 
prosently back to shod her hypocritical tears over our dying 
agonies, — Lady Fleming, what shall w'e do 1” 

Our Lady help us in our need !” she replied ; how should I 
tell ? — unless wc wore to make our plaint to the Regent.” 

“Make our plaint to tlie devil,” said Catherine impatiently, 
“and accuse his dam at the foot of his burning throne ! — 'Fiie 
Queen still sleeps — w'e must gain time. The poisoning hag 
must not know her scheme has miscarried ; tlie old eni euoined 
spider has but too many ways of mending lj(*r broken w'cb. — The 
jar of succory- water,” said she — “Roland if thou be’st a inau, 
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help me — empty the jar on the cliimney or from the window — 
make sueh waste among the viands as if we hn<l made our usual 
mcal^ and leave the fragments on cup and porringer, but taste 
nothing as thou lovest thy life. I will sit by the (iueen, and tell 
her at her waking, in what a fearful pass wo stand. Her sharp 
wit and ready spirit will teach ua wliat is beat to be done. Mean- 
while, till farther notice, observe, Itelaud, that the Queen is in a 
state of torpor — that Lady Fleming is indisposed— that character” 
(speaking in a lower tone) “ wDl suit her best, and save her wits 
some labour in vain. I am not so much indisposed, thou imder- 
standcst.” 

“ And I ?” said the page 

“You replied Catherine, “you are quite well — who thinks 
it worth while to poison puppy-dogs or pages 

“Does this levity become the time 1” asked the page. 

“ It does, it does,” answered Catherine Seyton ; “ if the Queen 
approves, I see plainly how this disconcerted attempt may do us 
good service.” 

She went to work while she spoke, eagerly assisted hy Roland. 
The breakfast table soon displayed the appearance as if the meal 
had been eaten as usual ; and tlie ladies retired as softly as pos- 
sible into the (Queen’s sleeping apartment. At a now snnimcuis 
of the Lady Lochleven, the page undid the door, and admitted 
her into the anteroom, asking her pardon for having w'ithstood 
her, alleging in excuse, that the Queen had fallen into a heavy 
slumber since she had broken her fast. 

“ She has oaten and drunken, then said the Lady of Loch- 
leven. 

“ Surely,” replied the page, “ according to her Gi’acc’s ordinary 
custom, unless upon the fasts of the church.” 

“ The jar,” she said, ’oastily examining it, “ it is empty — drank 
the Lady JMary the whole of this water 1” 

“ A largo part, madam ; and I heard tlie lady Catherine Seyton 
jestingly upbraid the Lady Mary Fleming with liaving fciken more 
tliau a just share of what remained, so that but little fell to her 
own lot.” 

“ And are they well in health ?” said the Lady of Lochleven. 

“ Lady Fleming,” said the page, “ complains of lethargy, and 
looks duller than usual ; and the Lady Catherine of Seyton feels 
her head somewhat more giddy than is her wont.” 

He raised his voice a little as he said those words, to apprise 
the ladies of the part assigned to each of them, and not, perhaps, 
wiUiout the wish of convoying to Uie ears of Catherine the page- 
like jest which lurked in the allotment. 

“ 1 will enter the Queen’s bedchamber,” said the Lady Loch- 
Leven ; “ my business is express.” 

As she advanced to tlie dour, the voice of Catherine Seyton 
was hoard from within — “ No one can cuter here — tlie Queen 
sleeps.” 
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‘‘ I will not be controlled, youu" lady,*’ replied the Lady of 
Loch It; veil ; “ there is, I wot, no inner bar, and I will enter in 
yoar despite.*’ 

Thorc is, indeed, no inner bar,” answered Catherine, firmly, 
but there are tlie staples where that bar should be ; and into 
those staples have I thrust mine arm, like an ancestress of your 
own, when, better employed than the Douglasses of our days, she 
thus defended the bodehainher of her sovereign against murderers. 
'I’l'y your force, tlicn, and sec whether a Seytoii cannot rival in 
courage a maiden of the house of Douglas.” 

“ J dare not attempt the pass at kucIi risk,” said tlie Lady of 
TiOehleven ; “ Strange, that lliis I’riiieess, with all that justly 
attaches to her ii.s blameworthy, should jircserve such eaipife ov(n‘ 
the minds of her attendants. — Daiiisi'l, I give thee niy honour 
tliat 1 come for the (Queen’s sjifety and advantage. Awaken her, 
il thou lovest her, and pray her leave tliat I may enter -- 1 will 
retire from tin* door the whilst.” 

“ Thou wilt not aw'aken the Queen T’ said the Lady rieming. 

“ What choice have we 1” said the ready-witted nvaiih :i, 
unless you d(‘om it better to wait till the Lady Loehlevcn liLiself 
plays lady of the bedchamber. Her fit of patience will not last 
long, and the (i,n(‘eu must be prepared to meet her.” 

“ ilut thou w'ilt bring back her Grace’s fit by thus disturbing 
her,” 

“ Ilea Veil forbid !” replied Catherine ; but if so, it must puss 
for an efiect of the poison. I liope better ilinigs, and that the 
Queen will be able wlieii slie wakes to form her own judgment in 
tills terrilile <Tisis. Meanwhile, do tlion, dear Lady Fleming, 
practise to look as dull and heavy as the alertness of thy spirit 
will permit.” 

(’atheriiie kneeled by the side of the Queen's bed, and, kissing 
her hand repeatedly, .succeeded at last iu awakening without 
alarming her. She seemed surpri.sed to find that she was ready 
d)v.s«cd, but sate iij) in her bed, ami appeared so perfectly coiii- 
jnised, that Cathei'iue Sey ton, without farther preamble, judged 
it safe to inform her of tlie predicament in which they were placed. 
Mary turned pale, and crossed herself again and again, wdien she 
heard the iinniment danger in which .she Lad stood. But, like 
the Ulysses of Homer, 

Hardly waking yot, 

Sprung in licr uiind iite moiiioDtary wit, 

and she at once undershiod her situation, with the dangers and 
advantages that attended it. 

‘‘ We cannot do better,” she .said, after her hasty conference 
with Catherine, pressing her at the same time to her bosom, and 
kisfoing her forehead ; “ we cannot do better tliaii to follow the 
scheme so happily devised by thy quick wit and bold alfection. 
Undo the door to the Lady Lochleveii — blie shall meet her 
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match in art, though not in perfidy. Fleming, draw close the 
curtain, and get tliet* lx ‘hind it — thou art a better tire-woman 
than an actress; do but breathe heavily, and, if thou wilt, groan 
slightly, and it will toj) thy part. Hark ! they come. Now, 
Catherine of Medicis, may thy spirit inspire me, for a cold northern 
brain is too blunt for this scene !” 

Ushered by Catherine Soy ton, and stepping as light as she 
could, the Lady Lochlcvon was shewn into the twilight apartment, 
and condueted to the side of the couch, wdiorc Mary, pallid and 
exhausted from a sleepless night, and the subsequent agitation of 
the mf)riiing, lay extended so listlessly as might well confirm the 
Avorst fears of her hostess. 

“ Now, God forgive us onr sins !” said tlio Lady of Lochlevf*n, 
forgetting her pride, and throwing herself on hcT knees by the 
side of the bed ; “ It is too trne — she is murdered !” 

“ Who is in the chamber 1” said Mary, as if awaking from a 
heavy sleep. ‘ Soy ton, Fleming, where are ^\ou ? I heard a 
strange voice. Who waits i — Call Courcolles.” 

“ Alas ! her memory is at Holy rood, thougli her body Ls at 
Loclileven. — Forgive, madam,’' continued the Lady, “if I call 
your attention to me — I am Margaret ErsKine, of the house of 
Mar, by marriage Lady Douglas of Lochleven.” 

“ Oh, our gentle hostess,” answered the Queen, “ who hath such 
care of 6ur lodgings and of our diet — We cumber you loo much 
and too long, good Lady of Lochleven ; but we now trust your 
task of hospitality is AvelLnigh ended.” 

“ Her words go like a knife through my heart,” said the Lady 
of Lochleven — With a brealdng Iioart, I pray your Grace to 
tell me wdiat is your ailment, that '..id may bo had, if tlicrc be yet 
time.” 

“ Nay, my ailment,” replied the Queen, “ is nothing worth 
telling, or wortli a leech’s, notice — my limbs feel heavy — my 
heart feels cold — a prisoner’s limbs and heart are rarely other- 
wise — fresh air, methinks, and freedom, would soon revive mo ; 
but as the Estates have ordered it, death alone can break my 
prison-doors.” 

“ Were it pos.sible, madam,” said the Lady, “ that your liberty 
could restore your perfect health, T would myself encounter tlic 
resentment of the Regent — of my son, Sir William — of my 
whole frientb., rather than you should meet your fate in tliis 
castle.” 

“ Alas ! madam,” said the Lkdy Fleming, who conceived the 
time propitious to slicw that her own address had been hold too 
lightly of ; “ it is but trying what good freedom may work upon 
us ; for myself, I think a free walk on tlie greensward would do 
mo much good at heart.” 

The Lady of Lochleven rose from the bedside, and darted a 
penetrating look at the elder valetudinary. “ Are you so evil- 
disposed, Lady Fleming 
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“ Evil-disposed indeed, raadani,” replied the court dame, “ and 
more especially since breaKfast.” 

“ Help ! hel]) !’’ exclaimed Catherine, anxious to break off a 
conversation which bo(lc<l her schemes no prjod ; “help ! J say, 
help ! the Queen is about to pass away. Aid her, Lady Locli- 
leven, if you be a woman !” 

The Lady hastened to support the Queen’s head, who, turuin;^ 
her eyes towards her witli an air of ;;reat languor, exchiimed, 
“ Tliuiiks, my dearest Lady of Lochleven — notwithstanding some 
passagi'S of l.ite, I have never misconstrued or misdoubted }our 
att'eetioii to our hous<x it was proved, as 1 have heard, before 1 
was born.'' 

li\e Lady Loelileven sprung from the lli>or, on wbicli she had 
again knelt, and, having j»a<*eil the apartment in great disorder, 
hung open the lattii'o, as if to get air. 

“ Now, Our Lady forgive me !” said Catherine to herself. 
“ llow' deep must tho love of sarcasm be implniited in the breasts 
of ns Avonnui, since the Queen, with all hc*i* sense, will risk ruin 
rather than leiii in her wit!” She then adventured, stoop- 
ing over tlie Queen's pers(/n, to press her arm with her hand, 
saying, at llie same time, “ For Cud's sake, madam, restrain 
youi’seif r 

“ iiiou art too forward, maiden,” said the Qu(3en ; but imme- 
diately added, in a low' whisper, “ Forgive m(‘, Catherine ; but 
wh(‘n I felt the hag's murderous hands busy about my head and 
ncek, I felt such disgust and hatred, that I imi -t have said some- 
thing, or died. Hut 1 will be schooled to better behaviour — only 
see that thou lot her not toneh me.*’ 

“ Now', (lod be praised !” said the Lady Lochleven, w'itlulraw- 
iiig her head from tlie window, “ the boat comes as fast as sail 
and oar can send wood througli w’ater — It brings the leech and 
a female -- ceriamly, from tin; a))pearuiice, the very person 1 was 
ill <]uost of. Were slie but well out ol thi^ castle, with our honour 
safe, f W'ould that she were on the top of the wildest mountain in 
Norway ; or 1 would 1 had been there injself, ere T had imder- 
takeii Ibis trust.” 

While she thus expi’essed herself, staiidliig apart at one w indow', 
lloland (Irivme, from the other, watched tbc boat bursting through 
the w'ateis of the lake, which glided from its side in rij)j)le and in 
foam, lit', too, became seiisilde, that at the stern was sealed the 
medical Chamberlain, eUd in his black vtdvct cloak; and that his 
own relative, Magdalen (Jneme, in her assumed character of 
Mother Nicneven, stood in the bow', her hands clasped together, 
and pointed tow'ards the castle, and her attitude, even at that 
distance, expressing enthusiastic eagerness to arrive at tlie land- 
ing-place. They arrived there accordingly, and while tho 
supposed witch was detained in a room oencatli, the physician 
was ushered to tnc Queen’s apartment, w hich he entered with all 
due professional solemnity. Catherine had, in tlie meanwhile, 
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fallen back from tlio Queen's bed, and taken an opportunity to 
whisper to Roland, ‘‘ Metbinks, from the information of the 
threadbare velvet cloak and tho solonin beard, there would bo 
little trouble in haltering yonder ass. But thy grandmother, 
Roland — thy grandmother’s zeal will ruin us, if she get not a 
hint to dissemble.” 

Roland, Avithout reply, glided towards the door of the apart- 
ment, crossed the parlour, and safely entered the aiiteehanibcr ; 
but when he attempted to pass farther, the word Back ! Back !” 
echoed from one to the other, by two men armed with carabines, 
convinced him that the Lady of Loehleven’s suspicions had not, 
even in the midst of her alarms, been so far lulled to sleep as U) 
omit the precaution of stationing sentinels on her prisoners. He 
was compelled, therefore, to return to the parlour, or audience- 
chamber, in which he found tlie Lady of tho castle in conference 
w ith her learned leech. 

“ A tructj with your cant phrase and your solemn foppery, 
Lundin,” in such terms she accosted the man of art, “ and let me 
Know instantly, if thou canst tell, w-hether this lady hath swallowed 
aught that is less than wholesome 

“ Nay, but, good lady — honoured patroness — to whom I am 
alike bondsman in my medical and official capacity, deal 
reasonably with me. If this, mine illuHtrions patient, will not 
answer a question, saving with sighs and moans — if that other 
honourable lady will do nought but yawn in my face wlien 1 
inquire after the diagnostics — and if that other young damsel, 

who 1 profess is a comely maiden ” 

Talk not to me of comeliness or of damsels,” said the Lady 
of Lochlevcii, “1 .say, are they evil-disposed? — In one word, 
man, have they taken poison, ay or no ?” 

I’oisons, madam,” said tho learned leech, “ arc of various sort'- 
There is your animal poison, as the Icpus marinus, as mentioned 
l)y Dioseorides and Galen — there are mineral and semi-mineral 
jioisons, as those compounded of sublimate rogulus of antimony, 
vitriol, and tho arsenical salts — there arc your poisons from 
Jierbs and vegeiables, as the aqua cyrabalarite, opium, aconitum, 
eantharides, and the like — there are also ” 

“ Now, out upon thee for a learned fool ! and I myself am no 
better for expecting an oracle from such a log,” said the Lady. 

“ Nay, hut if your ladyship will have patience — if 1 knew what 
food tliey have partaken of, or could see but the remnants of what 
they have last eah'n — for aB to the external and internal symi>- 
toms, I can discover nought like ; for, as Galen saith in his second 
book (ie Antldolh ” 

“ Away, fool !” said the Lady ; “ send me that hag hither ; slu' 
shall avouch what it was that she hath given to the wretch Dryfes- 
dale, or tho piluiewinks and thumbikins shall wrench it out of her 
finger joints !” 

“ Ai’t Imth no enemy unless the ignorant,” said the mortified 



THE ABBOT. 297 

Doctor ; vcilint^, however, liis remark under the Latin vemon, 
and steppiiif; apiirt into a comer to watch the result. 

Ill a niiiiiite or two Maj^dalen Grronie entered the apartment, 
dressed as we liave descrihed her at the revel, but with her 
iniifller thrown back, and .all afloctation of disj;uise. Sho was 
attended by tw'o guards, of who'io presence she did not seem 
even to be conscious, and who followed her w^ith an air of em- 
barrassment und timidity, which w.as probably owing to their 
belief in her suponiatural power, coujued with the effect produced 
by her hold and undaunted demeanour. She confront(;d the Lad} 
of Lochlevon, \vho st'emed to eiiduro with high disdain the confi- 
dence of her air and iminner. 

“ Wretched woman !” said the Lady, after essaying for a moment 
to hear her down, before she addressed her, by the stiuely severity 
of her look, “ what was tijat powder which thou didst give ton 
servant of this hou^ij, by iiaim* Jasper Dryfosdalc, that he might 
work out with it some slow' and secret vengeance ? — Confess its 
nature and properties, or, by tbe honour ot Douglas, J give thee 
tt» fire and stake before the sim is hover 

Alas !” said Magdalen Cnwine in reply, ‘^aiid when became 
a Douglas or a Douglas’s man so unluvnishod of his means of 
rev(‘ngo, that he should seek them at the hands of a jioor and 
solitary woman ? The tow ei-s in which your captives ])ine away 
into unpitied graves, yet stand fast on their foundation— -the 
crimes wrought in them have not yet hurst their vaults asniuhu* 

— your men have still their crossbows, pistolcts, and daggew — 
why need you sock to herbs or charms for the execution of your 
revenges V* 

Hear me, foul hag,’* said the Lady Lochlevon, — “ but what 
avails speaking to th<;e ? — Hring Dryfesdale hither, and let them 
be confronted togetlier.” 

You may spare your j’etainers the labour,” replied Magdalen 
GnEiiie. “ I came not Iiere to»be confronted with a base groom, 
nor to answer the interrogatories of James’s heretical leinan 

- 1 came to speak with tlie Q,ueeii of Scotland — Give place 
there !” 

And while the Lady Lochleveu stood confounded at her bold- 
ness, and at the reproach she had cast u]>on her, Magdalen Grmme 
stiwlo past her into the bedchamber of the (iueen, and, kneeling 
on the floor, made a salutation as if, in the Oriental fashion, she 
meant to touch the earth with her forehead. 

Hail, Princess !” sho said, ‘Hiail, daughter of many a King, 
hut graced above them all in that thou art culled to suffer for the 
true faith — hail to thee, the piu-e gold of whose crown has been 
tried in tlie seven-times heated furnace of afiliction — hear tlio 
comfort which God and onr Lady send thee by the mouth of thy 
unworthy servant. — But first” — and stooping In r head she crossed 
heraelf repeatedly, and, still upon her knees, appeared to be rapidly 
rceitin*^ some formula of devotion. 
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“ Seize her, and drag her to the inasay-more ! — to the deepest 
dungeon with the sorceress, whose master, the Devil, could alone 
have inspired her witti boldness enough to insult the mother of 
Douglas in his (»w’n castle !” 

Thus wSpoke the incensed Lady of Lochleven, but the pbysieiau 
presumed to inti rpose. 

I pray of you, honoured madam, she be porinitled to take lier 
course witlioiit interruption. Peradventuro we shail learn somi'- 
thing concerning the nostrum she hath ventured, contrary to Ia^v 
and the rules of art, to adhibit to these ladies, through the medium 
of the steward Dryfesdale.” 

For a fool,” replied the Ijady of Lochleven, “ thou hast 
counselled wisely — 1 will bridle my resentment till their con- 
ference be over.” 

‘‘ God forbid, honoured lady,” said Doctor Limdin, “ that you 
should suppress it longer — nothing may more endanger the frame 
of your honoured body ; and truly, if there be witchcraft in tins 
matter, it is held by the vu gav, and even by solid uuihors on 
Demonology, that throe scruples of the ashes of the witch, when 
she hath been w'ell and carefully burned at a stake, is a grand 
Catliolicoii in such matter, even as they pi-escribe crinU am is 
rahidi, a hair of the dog that bit the patient, in cases of hydro- 
phobia. I warrant indther treatment, being out of llie regular 
p^acticl^ of the schools ; but, in the present case, there can be 
little liarm in trying tho conclusion upon this old iiocroinaiictT 
and quacksalver — fuU eAperimeutum (as we say) in corpora rMl.'' 

‘‘ Peace, fool !” said the Lady, she is about to speak.” 

At that moment Magdalen Grjemc arose from her knees, and 
turned her countenance on the Q,uo(Si, at the same time advancing 
her foot, extending lier arm, aii«l assuming the mien and attitude 
of a Sibyl in frenzy. As hei gray hair floated back from beneath 
her coif, and her eye gleamed lire from under its shaggy eyclirow, 
the etiect of Iier expressive, ihgugh emaciated features, was 
heightened by an enthusiasm approaching to insanity, and her 
appearance struck with awe all who were present. Her eyes for 
a time glanced wildly around as if seeking for something to 
aid her in collecting her powers of expression, and her lips 
had a nervous and quivering iiiotimi, as those of one who would 
fain speak, ,>et rejects as inadeipiate the words which pre- 
sent thcrasc‘lvos. Mary herself Ciiught tho infection as if by a 
S(‘rt of magnetic influence, and raising herself from her bed, 
without being able to withdraw her eyes from those of Magdalen, 
waited as if for the oracle of a 1 ‘ythoness. Slie waited not long, 
for 110 sooner had the ciitliusiast collected hei*self, than her gaze 
became intensely steady, her fcatuies assumed a determined 
energy, and when she began to speak, the words flowed from her 
with a profuse lluciicy, which might have passed for inspiration, 
and which, perhaps, she herself mistook for such. 

“ Arise,” she said, ‘‘ Q,ucen of France and of Englim'l ! Arise, 
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Lioness of Scotland, and bo not dismayed though the nets of the 
hiintei*s have encircled thee ! Stoop not to feign with the false 
ones, whom thou shalt soon meet in the field. The issue of battle 
is with the God of armies, but by battle thy cause shall be tried. 
Lay aside, then, the arts of lower mortals, and assume those which 
become a <J|ueeii ! True defender of the only true faith, the 
armoury of hc'aven is open to thee ! Faithful daughU'r of tlic 
Church, talic the keys of St Peter, to bind and to loose ! — Royal 
I’rinci'Hs of the land, takf‘ the sword of St Paul, to smite and to 
shear! There is darkness in thy destiny ; — hut not in these 
towel’s, not under the rule of their haughty mistress, shall tluit 
destiin be closed-- In other lauds the lioness may crouch to the 
p,jwer of th(' tigress, but not in her ow n — not in Scotland shjidi 
the Q;Ueen of ScolLiiid long remain captive — nor is ihc fate of 
the royal Stiwvart in the Iniiids of the traitor Douglas. Let the 
Lady of ].<oehlevon double her bolts and deepen her dungeons, 
they shall not retain thee — eaeh clement sball giv^e thee its 
assistance ere thou shalt coiitiniic captivi’ — the laud shall lend 
its earthquakes, the water its wa>es, the air its tempests, the fire 
its di'vouring flames, to desolate this house, ratlu r than it shul! 
continue the place of thy captivity. — Hear this, and tremble, all 
ye who fight against the light, for she says it, to whom it hath 
been assiD’od 1” 

She was silent, and the astonished physician said, “ If there 
w-as ever an Enenjumeney or possessed demoniac, in our days, 
there is a devil speaking w’ith that woman’s tongue I” 

Practice,” said the Lady of Lochlcven, recovering her sur- 
prise ; ‘‘here is all practice and imposture — To the dungeon 
with her 1” 

“ Lady of J.ochlcvon,” said Alary, arising from her bed, and 
coming forward with her wonted dignity, “ i-re you make arrest 
on any omi in our presence, hear me but one word. T bavodone 
you some wr»uig — I belicvc’d you privy to llie murderous purpose 
of your vassal, and I deceived you in sufrering you to believe it had 
taken cflect. I did you wrong, Lady of Loclileven, for I percedvo 
youi' purpo.sc to aid me was sincere. We tasted not of the liquid, 
nor are wc now sick, save that we languish for our freedom.” 

“ it is avowed like Alary of Scotland,” said Magdalen Gramic ; 
“ and know, besides, that had the Queen drained the draught to 
the dregs, it was harrnlcfis as the water from a sainted spring. 
Trow ye, proud woman,” she added, addressing herself to the 
Lady of Lochleveii, “that I- — I - — would have l)oen the WTctch 
to put poison ill the hands of a servant or vassal of the house of 
Lochlcven, knowing whom that house contained ? as soon would 
I have furnished drug to slay iny own daughter I” 

“ Ain I thus bearded in mine own cjistlo i” said the Lady ; “ to 
the dungeon witli her ! — she shall ahye what is due to the vender 
of poisons and practiser of witchcraft.” 

“ Yet hear me for an instant, Lady of Loclileven,” said Mary ; 
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“ and do you,” to Magdalen, be silent at my command. — Your 
steward, lady, has by confession attempted my life, and those of 
my household, and this woman hath done her best to save them, 
by furnishing him with what was hai'mless, in place of the fatal 
dinigs which he expected. Methinks 1 propose to you but a fair 
exchange when I say I forgive your vassal with all iny heart, and 
leave vengeance to (jod, and to his conscience, so that you also for- 
give the boldiu'ss of this woman in your presence ; for we trust you 
(io not hold it as a crime, that she substituted an innocent beve- 
rage for the morhil poison which was to have drenclied our cuj).” 

“ fleaveii forefend, madam,” said the Lady, that I should 
account that a crime which saved the house of Douglas fiom a 
foul breach of honour and hospitality ! We have written to our 
son touching our vassal’s delict, and he must abide his doom, 
which M'ill most likely be deatli. Touching this woman, her trade 
is damnable by Scripture, and is mortally punished by the wise 
laws of our ancestry — slie also must abide her doom.” 

“ And have 1 then,” said the (^ucen, “ no claim on the house of 
Loehleveu for the wrong I have so nearly suffered within their 
Avails ? J ask but in rcq^uital, the life of a frail and aged woman, 
A^ hose brain, as yourselt may judge, seems somewhat affected by 
years and suffering.” 

“ If the Lady Mary,” replied the inflexible Lady of Lochleven, 
“ hath been menaced Avith Avroug in the house of Douglas, it may 
be regarded as some compensation, that her complots have cost 
that house the exile of a valued son.” 

** Plead no more for me, my gracuuis Sovereign,” said Magda- 
len Groerne, “ nor abase yourself to ask so much as a gray hjiir 
of my head at her hands. I knoAV the j'isk at Avliich 1 served my 
Church and my Q,ueeii, ard wiis ever prompt to pay iny poor lile 
UB the ransom. It is a comfort to think, that in sla} ing me, or in 
restraining my freedom, or even in injuring that single gray hair, 
the house, whose honour she boasts so highly, Avill have filled up 
the measure of their shame by the breach of their solemn written 
assurance of safety.” — And taking from her bosom a paper, she 
handed it to the Queen. 

“ It is a solemn assuvanco of safety in life and limb,” said 
Queen Mary, “with space to come and go, under the hand and 
zeal of the Chamberlain of Kinross, granted to Magdalen Grteme, 
commonly called Mother NicncA'cn, in consideration of her con- 
.s»‘iitiiig to put herself, for the spa<;e of twenty-four hours, il 
r(*(|uired, within the iron gate of the Castle of Lochleven.” 

“ Knave !” said the Lady, turning to the Chamberlain, “ how 
dared you grant her such a protection 1” 

“It was by your Ladyship’s orders, transmitted by Randal, as 
he can bear witness,” replied Doeb r Liindin ; “nay, I am only 
like the pharmacopolist, who compounds the drugs after the order 
of the inediciner.” 

“I mneniber — I remember,” answered the Lady; “but I 
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meant the assurance only to be used in case, by residing in an- 
other jurisdiction, she could not have been apprehended under 
our warrant.” 

“ Nevertheless,” said the Queen, “ the Lady of Lochleven is 
bound by tlio action of her deputy in granting the assurance.” 

“ Madam,” replied the Lady, “ the house of Douglas have never 
broken their safe-conduct, and never will — too deeply did tliey 
ftufier by such a breacli of trust, exercised on themselves, when 
your Grace’s ancestor, the second Jaine.s, in dchauce of the rights 
of hospitiiUty, and of his own wTitten assurance of safety, poniarded 
the bra/o Kari of J)ouglas with his own hand, and within two 
yards of the social board, at which he had just before sat the 
King of Scotland’s honoured guest.” 

Methinks,” said the Queen, carelessly, “ in consideration of 
so very recent and enormous a tragedy, which I think only 
chanced some six-score years agone, the Douglasses should have 
sliewn themselves less tenacious of the company of their sove- 
reigns, than you, Lady of Lochleven, seem to be of mine.” 

“ Ijct Randal,” said the Lady, take the bag back to Kinross, 
and set licr at full liberty, discharging her from our bounds iu 
future, on peril of her head. — And let your Avisdom,” to the 
(’haiiiberlain, “ keep her company. And lear not for your cha- 
racter, though I send you in such company ; for, granting her to 
bo a witch, it w'ould bo a waste of fagots to burn you for a 
Avizard.” 

The (jrcHt-fallen Chamberlain was preparing to depart; but 
^lagdalon Gra*me, collecting herself, was about to reply, when 
the Queen interposed, saying, “ Good mother, wo heartily thank 
you for your unfeigned zeal towards our person, and pray you, 
4is our liege-AVoman, that you abstain from whatever may lead you 
into personal danger ; and, farther, it is our Avill that you depart 
without a Avord of farther parley with any one in this castle. For 
thy present guerdon, take this small reliquary — it Avas given to 
us by our uncle the Cardinal, and hath had the benediction of 
the Holy Father himself; — and now depart in ijeace and in 
silence. — For you, learned sir,” continued the Queen, advancing 
to the Doctor, avIio made his rcA’^ereucc in a manner doubly cm- 
banassed by the aw'c of the Queen’s presence, which made him 
fear to do too little, and by the apprehension of his lady’s dis- 
pleasure, in case he sliould chance to do too much, — “ for you, 
leariu'd sir, as it Avas not your fault, though surely our own good 
fortune, that we did not need your skill at this time, it would not 
become us, however circumstanced, to auftcr our leech to leave 
us Avithout such guerdon as we can offer.” 

With these words, and witli the grace which never forsook her, 
diough, ill the present case, there might lurk under it a little 
gentle ridicule, she offered a small embroidered purse to the 
Chamberlain, who, with extended hand and arched back, hia 
learned face stooping until a physiognomist might havo practised 



302 


THE ABBOT. 


the metoposcopical science upon it, as seen from behind betwixt 
liis gambadoes, was sihout to accept of the professional rocompciiso 
offered by so fair as well as illustrious a baud. But the Lady 
interposed, and, j’l'garding the Chamberlain, said aloud, “ No 
servant of our house, without instantly relinquishing that cha- 
racter, and incurring withal our highest displeasure, shall dare 
reeeivn any gratuity at the haml of the Lady Mary.” 

Sadly and slowly the Chamherlain rais(‘d his depressed stature 
into th(^ jierpendicular attitude, and left the apartment dejecte«lly, 
followed by Magdalen Grrenic, after, with mute hut exju'essive 
gesture, she had kissed the reliquary with wliieli the t^ueeu had 
presented her, and, raising her clasped lianils and uplifh'd eyes 
towards Heaven, ha<l seemed to cntn'at a benediction upon Uie 
royal dame. As she lelt the castle, and unit towards the quay 
where the boat lay, Jloland (Tra‘mc, anxious to communicate 
with her if possible, threw himself in her \\ ay, and might have 
succeeded in exehanging a few words with her, as she was 
guarded only by the dejected Chamberlain ami his halb(Tdiers, 
hut she seemed to have taken, in its most strict and lik'ral accep- 
tation, the command to be silent which she had rc'ceived irom 
the Queen ; for, to the repeated signs of her grandson, sh.c only 
replied by laying her tingoi* on her lip. Hr Liindin was not so 
reserved. Begret for the handsome gratuity, ami for the eoiii' 
pulsory task of self-denial imposed on him, had grieved the spirit 
of that W'orthy oflicer ami learned mediciiier — “ Even thus, ni} 
friend,” said ho, squeezing the page's hand as he bade him 
farewell, is merit rewarded. T came to euro this unhappy Lady 
-- and I profess she well deservi's the trouble, for, say w hat they 
will of her, she hath a most winning manner, a swei't voice, a 
gracious smile, and a most ma jestic wave of hi'r hand. If she 
was not poisoned, say, my dt'ar Master Koland, wjus that fault of 
mine, 1 being ready to cure her if she had? — aiul now' I am 
denied the permission to accept my well earned honorarium — 
O Galcii ! (> Hippocrates! is the grudu.itu’d cap and doctor's 
scarlet brought to this pass ! Frustm fatigamifs ranedl'is 
a‘(jros!” 

He w'iped his eyes, stepped on the gunwale, and the boat 
pushed off from the shore, and w ent meiTily across the lake, 
which was tiimpled hy the suiniuer wind.* 


* See Note O. Sui^poscd O/nspmu p apauist Utf Li/e o/Murp. 
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CHAPTER XXXllI. 

Dentil distant ’ — Xo. :il.i(»! lie ’s over with ns, 

And the dai t at ns in all our actinf^'i : 

TTo lurks wHliin our cup, while we 're ui health ; 
pits by our Mek-hod. mocks our niodieines ; 

^Vo cannot walk, or sit, or rule, or travel, 

Jiut Death is b> to seize us when he IistH. 

The Spaut.'h Father. 

From the ai^itating secno jii tho Qnot'ti’s jm'senct'-cfiainlnT, 
tlu* Laily of Ijfichh'von rctrctited to Iijm- own oprirtiiicnr, nnri 
ovdoroil the stcAvard to ]>o (‘ailed lud'ore her. 

“ i lave tlu*y not disa!*m(^d tht'e, Drvfe'^dah' mic said, on 
liiin enter, aocoiitred, us urtual, with Mword and d:i""er. 

“No!” replied tlie old man; “how shouhl they? — Your 
ladvshi]), when yon eonnnaiidcd me to ward, said iioiiglit of 
laying down my arnm; and, I think, none of yonr menials, with- 
nut your order, or \oiir soirs, daiv approach Jasper Dryfesdalo 
for such a purpose*. — Sliall f now give up my sword to you i — 
it is wovtl) little now, for it has fought for your house till it is 
worn down to ohl iron, hkc tlu pantler’s old chipping knife.” 

Yon have attempted a deadly (Time -- poison uuder trust.” 

“Under trust — lu'in ! — J know not 'vvhat your ladyship 
thinks of it, but the Avorld w’ithout thinks the trust was given you 
even for that very end ; and \ou would have been well oft' had it 
het'ii so ended as 1 ])ropos(*d, and you neither the worse nor the 
Avii-er.” 

“ Wretch !” exclalnu'd tlie Lady, “ and fool as well as villain, 
who could not even executes the <*rirne Ik* had planmid !” 

“1 bid ns fair for it as man could,” replied I Iryfesdah' ; “1 
went to a woman - -a witch ami a Papist — If 1 found not poison, 
it Avas beeausi' it Avas otherwise prede-itined. I tried fair for it; 
but the half-done jeh may be clouted, if you will.” 

“ Villain ! 1 am <‘A’en noAV about to send off an expi’oss mes- 
senger to my son, to take order liow' thon sliouldst be disposed 
<^f. Prepare Iby self fur d(‘ath, il 'lion canst,” 

“ I le that looks on death, Lady,” answered Diw fesdalo, “ as 
that AAliich he may not shun, and which has its own fixed and 
oortain hour, is ever jirc^pared for it. Ho that is hanged in May 
will eat no llaunes* in midsniuiner — so tlu're is the moan madt‘ 
for the old serving-num. But whom, pray 1, send you on so fair 
nn errand ?” 

“ There will be no lack of mc^ssengors,” ansAA'ored his mistress. 

“By my band, but there wall,” replied the old man; “your 
castle is but poorly manned, considering the watches that you 
must keep, haAong this charge — There is the w'ardcr, and two 
otliers, Avhora you discarded tor tampering with Master George; 

* Pancakes. 
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then for the warder’s tower, the bailie, the donjon — five men 
mount each guard, and the I'est must sleep for the most part in 
tlieir clotiies. To send away another man, were to harass the 
sentinels to death — unthrifty misuse for a household. To take 
in new soldiers were dangerous, the charge requiring tried men. 
1 see but one thing for it — 1 will do your errand to Sir William 
Dougliis myself.” 

“ That were indeed a resource ! — And on what day within 
twenty years would it be done ?” .said the J^ady. 

“ Even with the speed of man and horse,” said Dryfesdale ; 
for though 1 care not much about the latter days of an old 
HCTving-man’s life, yet 1 would like to know as soon as may be, 
whether my neck is mine own or the hangman’s.” 

“ Holdest thou thy own life so lightly 1” said the Ijady. 

Else I had recked more of that of others,” said the predesti- 
nariaii — “What is death? — it is but ceasing to live — And 
what is living ? — a weary return of light and darkness, slciepiug 
and waking, being hungered and eating. Your dead man needs 
neither candle nor can, neither fire nor feather-bed ; and ilio 
joiner’s chest serves him for an eternal fricze-jerkin.” 

“ Wretched man! belie vest thou not that after death comes the 
judgment ?” 

“ Lady,” answered Dryfesdalc, as my mistress, 1 may not 
dispute your words ; hut, iis spiritually speaking, you arc still but 
a burner of bricks in Egypt, ignorant of the freedom of the 
saints ; for, as was well shewn to me by that gifted man, Nicolaus 
Sehoefferbach, who was martyred by the bloody Bishop of 
Munster, ho cannot sin who doth but execute that which is pre- 
destined, since ” 

“ Silence 1” said the Lady, interrupting him, — “Answer me 
not with thy bold and i>resumptuous blasphemy, but hear me. 
Thou hast been long the servant of our house ” 

“ The born servant of the Douglas — they have had the best of 
me — I served them since I left Lockerbie : t was then ten years 
old, and you may soon add the threescore to it.” 

“ Thy foul attempt has miscarried, so tliou art guilty only in 
intention. It w'ero a deserved deed to hang thee on the warder’s 
tfiwer ; and yet in thy present mind, it were but giving a soul to 
Satan. I take thine offer, then — Go hence — here is my packet 
— 1 will add to it but a line, to desire him to send mo a faithful 
.servant or two to complete the garrison. Let my son deal with 
you as ho will. If thou art wise, thou wilt make for Lockerbie so 
soon as tliy foot touches dry laud, aud let the packet find another 
bearer ; at all rates, look it miscames not.” 

“Nay, madam,” replied he — “1 was bom, as -I said, tho 
Douglas’s servant, and I will bo no corbie-messenger in mine old 
age — your message to your son shall be done as truly by me as 
if it concerned anotlier man’s neck. I take my leave of your 
honour.” 
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The Lady issued her commands^ aTid the old man was ferried 
over to the shore, to procc(*d on his extraordinary pilgrimage, 
it is necessary the reader should accompany him on his jour- 
ney, which Providence had determined should not be of long 
duration. 

On arriving at the village, the steward, although his disgrace 
liad transpin'd, <vas readily accommodated with a liorac, by tlie 
Phamberlain’s autlnu’ity ; and the roatls being by no means 
cstceiiied sale, h(i associated himself with Auchtermuchty, the 
common caiTicr, in order to travel in his com])any to Edinburgh. 

The v'orihy waggoner, according to tho established custom of 
all earners, atage-coaehinen, and other persons in such public 
authority, from the earliest da^s to the pre,acnt, I'cver wanted 
gooil reasons for stopping upon tho road, as often ajs iie would ; 
and the plaee wlneli had nnist captivation for him as a resting- 
place w.as a cliaiige-liouse, as it was termed, not very distant from 
:i romantic dell, ^^ell known by the name of Keirie Craigs. 
Attractions of a kind \cry dillereiit from those which arresteil 
the progress of John Auchteniuichty and his wains, still continue 
to hover round this romantic spot, and none has visited its 
vicinity without a desire to remain long and to return soon. 

Arnvexl near liis favourite hou'f^ not all the authority ot 
Dryfesdalo (much iliininished indeed by tho rumours of his 
<lisgracc) could prevail on the can’ier, obstinate as tho brutes 
which he drove, to pass on without his accustomecl halt, for which 
the distance he had travelled funiished little or no pretence. 
Old Keltic, the landlord, who has bestowed his name on a bridge 
in the neighbourhood of his quondam dwelling, received tho 
carrier wdth his usual festive cordiality, and adjourned with him 
into tlie housfj, under pretence of important business, wduch, I 
believe, coubish'd in their emptying together a nuitchkin stoup of 
usquehaiigh. While tlie worthy host and his guest were thus 
employed, the discarded steward, with a double portion of 
moroseness in his gesture and look, walked discontentedly into the 
kitchen of the place, whicJi was occupied but by one guest. The 
stranger was a sliglit figure, .scarce above the age of boyhood, 
and in the dress of a page, but hearing an air of haughty aristo- 
cratic boldness and even insolence in his look and inamuT, tliat 
might hav« made Dryfesdalo conclude he had pretensions to 
superior nuik, had not his experience taught him how frequently 
these airs of superiority w'ere assumed by the domestics and 
military retainers of the Scottish nobility. — “Tlie pilgrim’’s 
iiioniing to you, old sir,” said tho youth; “ you c(mie, as 1 think, 
from Lochleven Castle — What news of iiiir hoiiriy Queen ? — a 
fairer dove was never pent up in so wretched a dovecot.” 

They that speak of Lochleven, and of those whom its walls 
contain/’ answered Dryfesdale, “ speak of wliat concerns the 
Douglas ; and tliey who speak of what concei’iis the Douglas, do it 
at their peril.” 

VOl.. XI. U 
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“ Do you speak from fear of them, old man, or would you make 
a quarrel for them ? — T should have deemed your age might have 
cooled your blood.” 

Ncv«?r, while there arc empty-pated coxcombs at each comer 
to keep it warm.” 

“ The sight of thy gray hairs keeps mine cold,” said the boy, 
who had risen up and now sat down again. 

‘‘ Tt is well for thee, or I had cooled it with this holly-rod,” 
replied the steward. “ 1 think thou bo ’st one of those swash- 
bucklers, who brawl in alehouses and tiivcrns ; and who, if words 
were pilies, and oaths were Andrew FeiTaras, would soon place 
the religion of Babylon in the land once more, and the woman of 
Moab upon the throne.” 

“ Now, by Saint Beiinet of Scyton,” said the yoiith, I will 
strike thee on the face, thou foul-mouthed old railing heretic !” 

“Saint Bennet of Seyton !” echoed the steward; “a proper 
warrant is Saint Rennet’s, and for a proper nest of w'olf-birds like 
tile Seytons ! — 1 will arrest tliee as a traitor to King dames and 

the good Regent. Ho ! John Aiiehtcrmuchty, raise aid against 

the King’s traitor !” 

So saying, he laid his hand on the youth’s collar, and <lrew his 
sw ord. Jolm Auchtermuohty looked in, but, seeing the naked 
w'eapon, ran faster out than he entered. Keltic, the landlord, 
stood by and helped neither party, only exclaiming, tlentlemen ! 
gentlemen ! for the love of Heaven !” and so forth. A struggh' 
en&uod, in which tlie young man, chafed at Dryfesdale’s boldness, 
and unable, with the ease he expecvcd, to extricate himself from 
the old man’s determined grasp, drew his dagger, and with the 
speed of light, dealt him throe wounds in the lircast and body, 
the least of which was mortal. The old man sunk on tlio ground 
with a deep groan, and the host set up a piteous exclamation of 
surprise. 

“ Peace, ye bawding hound I” .said the w'ounded steward ; “ are 
ilagger-stahs and dying men such rarities in Scotland, that you 
should cry as if the house were falling - Youth, I do not forgive 
thee, for there is nought betwixt us to forgive. Thou hast done 
what 1 have done to more than one — And I suffer what I have 
seen them suffer — it was all ordained to be thus and not other- 
wise. But if tliou wouldst do me right, thou wilt send this 
packet safely to the hands of Sir William of Douglas ; and see 
that my memory suffer not, as if I would have loitered on mine 
errand for fear of my life.” 

The youth, whose passion had subsided the instant he had done 
the deed, listened with sympathy and attention, when another 
person, muffled in his cloak, entered the apartment, and ex- 
claimed — ‘‘ Good God ! Dryfesdale, and expiring !” 

Ay, and Dryfesdale would that ho had been dead,” answered 
the w'ounded man, “rather tliau that his cars had heard the 
words of the only Douglas that ever was false — but yet it is 
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bettor as it is. Good niy murderer, and the rest of you, stand 
back a little, and let me .speak witli this unhappy apostate. — 
Kneed down by me*, master George — Y^ou have heard that 1 
tailed in my atteiJij)t to takeaway that Muabitish stumblingddook 
and her rotiuue — I gave them that which 1 thought would have 
removed tlie tem])tatioii out of thy path — and tins, though 1 had 
otli(*r reasons to shew to thy mother and others, I did cdiiefly 
purpo.se for lovo of thco.” 

“ For the love of me, base poisoner ! ’ answered Douglas, 
“ w'ouldst thou have committed so hoirilile, so unprovoked a 
murder, and mentioned my name with it ?” 

“ And wherefore not, George of DoTiglas V* answered Dryfes- 
dale. Breath is now scarce with mo, but ] wonl«l spend my 
last gasp on this argument. ILisi thou not, despite the iionour 
thou owest to thy parents, the iaitli th.at is due to Ihy religion, the 
truth that is due to thy king, been so carried away by the charms 
of this beautiful s<»rccress, that tho\i wouldst have helped her to 
escape from her prison-house, and lent her thine arm again to 
ascend the throne, which slu* liad made a place of abomination ? 

- - Nay, stir not from mo — my hand, though fitst stiffening, lias 
yet force enough to hold thee — What dost thou aim at?- - to 
wed tliis witch of Scotland i — I warrant thee, thou inayest suc- 
ceed — lier heart and hand have been oft w'on at a cheaper rate, 
than thou, fool that thou art, would think thyself happy to pay. 
JJut, should a servant of thy father’s house have seen thco 
embrace the fate of the idiot Darnlcy, or of the villain JJothwell 

— the fate of the murdered fool, or of th<^ living pirate — while an 
ounce of ratsbane would liavc saved tlu ‘0 

'I'liiiik on G(ul, Dryfcsdale,’* said <*eorgc Douglas, ^‘aud leave 
the utterance of thos(* horrors — Uepeut, if thou caiist— if not, 
at least ho .sik-nt. — Seytoii, aid me to support this dying wretch, 
that ho may ccMUpo.'it* liiniself to bettor thouglits, if it b(i possible.” 

“ Seytoii !” answered the dying man; *SScyb>n ! J.s it by a 
Seyton’.s hand that 1 liill at last? — There is something of retri- 
bution in that — since the house had nigh lost a sister by my 
deed.” Fixing his fading eyes on the youth, he added, “ He hath 
her very features and presence ! — - Stoop down, } imth, and let me 
see thco clostn’--' L would know thee when w'e meet in yonder 
world, for homicides wdll herd together there, and I have been 
one.” He pulled S('yt<m’s face, in spite of some resistance, closer 
to his own, lookc<l at him fixedly, and added, “ Thou hast begun 
young — thy career will be the briefer — ay, thou wait lie nu*t 
with, and that anon — a young plant never throve that was 
watered with an old man’s blood. — Yet why blame 1 thee ? 
Strange turns of fate,” he niutten-d, ceasing to address Seyton, 
“ 1 designed what 1 could not do, and ho has done what he did 
not pcr(*.hance design. — Wondrous, that our will should ever 
oppose itself to the strong and uncontrollable tide of destiny — 
tluit wo should strive w'ith the stream when we might drift w ith 
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the current ! My brain will serve mo to question it no farther 
— I would Sohoefferbaeh were here — yet why ? — I am on a 
course which the vessel can hold without a pilot. — Farewell, 
George of Douglas — 1 die true to thy father’s house.” 11c fell 
into convulsions at those words, and shortly after expired. 

Seytori and Douglas stood looking on the dying man, and when 
the scone was closed, the former was the first to speak. “As 1 
live, Douglas, I meant not this, and am sorry ; but he laid hands 
on me, and compelled me to defend my freedom, as I best might, 
with my dagger. If he wei’e ten times thy friend and follower, 
T can but say that I am sorry.” 

“ T blame thee not, Seyton,” said Douglas, “ though I lament 
the chance. There is ati overruling destiny above ns, tliougb not 
in the sense in wliich it was viewed by that wretched man, who, 
beguiled by some foreign mystagogue, used the awful word as the 
re^y apology for whatever he chose to do — wo must examine 
the packet.” 

They withdrew into an inner room, and remained deep in con- 
sultation, until they were disturbed hy the entrance of Keltic, 
who, witli an embarrassed countenance, asked Master George 
Douglas’s pleasure respecting the dispos.al of the body- “ Yfuir 
honour knows,” lie added, “ that I iiiaKo my bread by living men, 
not by dead corpses; and old Mr Jtryfesdalo, who was but a sorry 
customer w'hile he was alive, occupies my public room now that 
he is deceased, and can neither call for ale nor brandy.” 

“ Tic a stone round bis neck,” said Seyton, “ and when tlie sun 
is down, have him to the Loch of Ore, lieave him in, and let him 
alone for finding out the bottom/’ 

“ Under your favour, sir.” said George Douglas “ it shall not 
be so. — Kcltio, thou art .a true fellow to me, and thy having bpi*n 
so shall advantage thee. Send or take the body to the chapel at 
Scotland’s wall, or l.» the church of Balhngry, and tell wdiat tide 
thou wilt of his having fallen in a brawl with some unruly guests 
of thine. Auchtermuchty knows nought cls<% nor are the times 
so peaceful as to admit close looking into such accounts,” 

“ Nay, lot him tell the truth,” said Seyton, “ so far as it harms 
not our scheme. — Say that Henry Seyton met with him, my 
good fellow; — I care not a brass bodle for the feud.” 

" A tend witli the Douglas was ever to he feared, however,” 
said (ioorge, displea.suro mingling with his natural deep gravity of 
manner. 

“ Not when the best of the name is on my side,” replied 
Seyton. 

Alas ! Henry, if thou meanest me, I am but half a Douglas 
in this em prize — half head, half heart, and half hand. — - But I 
will think on one who can never be forgotten, and be all, or more, 
than any of my ancestors was ever. — Keltic, say it was Henry 
Seyton did the deed ; but beware, not a word of me ! — Let 
Auchtermuchty carry this packet ” (which he had resealed with 
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Ilia own aignet) " to iny father at Edinburgh; and here ia to pay 
for the funeral expenses, and thy loss of custom.” 

And the waslnng of the door/* said the landlord, “ which will 
be an extraordinary job ; for blood, they say, will scarcely ever 
cleanse out.” 

But as for your plan,” said George of Douglas, addressing 
Seyton, as if in continuation of what they had been before treating 
of, “ it lias a good face; but, under your favour, you .ore yourself 
too hot and too young, besides other reasons which are much 
against your jdajing the part you propose.” 

“We will consult the Father Abbot upon it,” said the youth. 

Do you ride to Kinross to-night 

“ Ay — so I purpose,” answered Douj^las ; “ the night w’lll be 
dark, and suits a imifllcd man.* — Koltit),T forgot, there should 
be a stone laid on that man’s gra,vc, recording his name, and his 
only merit, whicli w’as being a faithful servant to thc‘ Douglas.” 

“What religion Wiis the man oil” said Seytoii ; “he used 
woi’ds, w'hieh make mo fear I have sent 8atan a su)>ject before 
his time.” 

“ I can tell you little of that,” said George Douglas ; “ he w'as 
nobid for disliking both Homo and Geneva, and spoke of lights 
he had learned among the fierce sectaries of Lower Germany — 
an evil doctrine it was, if wo judge by the fruits. God keep us 
from presumptuously judging of fleavcn’s secrets !” 

“ Amen I” said the young Seyton, “ and from meeting any 
encounter this eveuing.” 

“ It is not thy wont to pray so,” said George Douglas. 

“ No ! 1 leave that to you,” replied the jouth, “ when you are 
seized with scrujdcs of engaging with your father’s vassals. But 
I w ould fain have this old man’s blood off these hands of mine 
ore i shed more — 1 will confess to the Abbot to-night, and I 
trust to have liglit penance for ridding the eartli of such a mis- 
creant. All T som)w for is, that ho was not a score of years 
younger — He drew steel first, liow^evcr, that is one comfort.” 


CHAPTER XXXtV. 


Ay, Pedro, — Come you here with mask and kuitern, 

Ladder of ropea and other moonaliuiu iooIh — 

^Vhy, youngster, thou inaybt cheat tiio old l>ucniia. 

Flatter the wiiitmK-\>oman, bribe the valet ; 

But know, that 1 her father play the (iryphon, 

"i'amelosb and sleepless, pn)Of to fraud or bribe, 

And guard the hidden treasure of her beauty. 

The Spanish Father. 

The tenor of our tale carries us back to the Castle of Loch- 
loven, where v/e take up the order of events on th© samo rernark- 


* See Note P. Mnjled Man. 



THE ABBOT. 


310 

able day on wliich Dryfesdalc had been dismissed from the 
castle. It Avas past in)oii, llie usual hour of dinner, yot no pre- 
parations seemed made for the Queen’s entertainment. Mary 
herself bad retired into her own apartment, where she was closely 
engaged in writing. Her attendants were together in the jire- 
sencc-charaber, and much disposed to speculate on the delay ot the 
dinner ; for it may be recollected that their breakfast had been 
interrupted. “ I believe in my conscience,” said the page, “ that 
having found the poisoning scheme miscarry, by having gone to 
the wrong merchant for their deadly wares, they are now about 
to try how famine will work upon us.” 

Tiady Fleming was somewhat alarmed at this surmise, but 
comforted herself by observing that the chimney of the kitchen 
had reeked that wliolef day in a manner which contradicted tlie 
supposition. — Catlierine Seytoii presently exclaimed, “They were 
bearing the dishes across the court, marshalled by the Lady Loch- 
leveii herself, di'essed out in her highest and stiffest ruff, with her 
partlet and sleeves of Cyprus, and her huge old-fashioned farthin- 
gale of crimson velvet.” 

“ 1 believe on iny word,” said the page, approaching the \\in- 
dow also, “ it was in that very fartliiugalo that she captivated the 
heart of gentle King Jamie, wliich procured our poor Queen her 
precious iiargain of a brother.” 

That may hardly be, Masttir Roland,” answered the Lady 
Fleming, who Avas a givat recorder of the changes of fashion, 
“ since tlio farthingales came first in wdu'n the Queen Regent 
Avent to Saint Andrews, after the bactlo of Finkie, and were tlieu 
called Vf’rtififardins*^ 

She AYoiild have proceeded farther in this important discussion, 
but Avas interrupted by the entrance of the Lady of Loclilevon, 
Avho preceded the servants bearing the dishes, and formally dis- 
charged the duty of tasting each of them. Lady Fleming re- 
gretted, in courtly phrase, that the Lady of Lochlevcn should have 
undertaken so troublesome an office. 

“ After the strange incident of this day, madam,” said the Lady, 
“it is neceshai’y for ray honour and that of my son, that 1 par- 
take whatever is offered to my involuntary guest. Please to in- 
form the Jiady Mary that I attend her conimamls.” 

“ Her Majesty,” replied Lady Fleming, Avith due emphasis on 
the word, “ shall be informed that the Lady Lochleven waits.” 

Mary appeared instantly, and addressed her hostess Avith cour- 
tesy, Avhich even approached to something more cordial. “ This 
is nobly done, Lady Lochleven,” she said ; “ for thougli we our- 
selves apprehend no danger under your roof, our ladies have been 
much alarmed by this morning’s chance, and our nu'al will be tlio 
moro cheerful for your presence and assurance. Please you to 

sit dOAA’ll.” 

The Lady LoehloA’^en obeyed the Queen’s commands, and 
Roland performed the office of cai*ver and attendant as usual. 
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But, notwUhstauiling what Iho Queen liad said, the meal was 
silent and unsocial ; and every effoii; which Mary made to excite 
some convorBation, died away under the Holeinn and chill replies 
of the Lady of Lochloven. At length it hecame plain that the 
Queen, who liad considered these advances as a condescension on 
her part, and who piqiuMl herself justly on her powers of pleasing, 
became offcinded at tlie repulsive conduct of her hostess. After 
looking with a significant glance at liady Fieming and (Mierine, 
she slightly shrugged her shoulders, and remained silent. A 
pause ensued, at the end of which the J^ady Douglas spoke : — 
“ I perceive, madam, I am a check on the mirth of this fair 
eompaiiy. 1 ju’ay you to excuse me- -£ am a widow — alone 
hero in a moat perilous charge — deserted by my grandson - 
betrayed by my s('rvant — 1 am little worthy of th ' grace you 
do m<i ill offering me a seat at your table, where T am aw are that 
wit and pastime arc usually c'Xpected from the guests.” 

“ If the Lady Loclileven is serious,” said the Queen, wo 
wonder by -what himplieity she expects our present meals to V)e 
easoned with mirth. If she is a widow, she lives honounsl and 
uncontrolled, at the head of her late husband's liousf'hold. But 
I know at least of one widowed woman in the world, before 
whom the words <losorlioii ainl betrayal ought never to be men- 
doned, since no one has been made so bitterly acquainted with 
ilieir import.'’ 

“ 1 meant not, madam, to remind you of your misfortunes, by 
the mention of inino,” answ’cred the Lady Loclileven, and there 
was again a deep silence. 

Alary at length addressed Lady Fleming. “ We e»u commit 
no deadly sins here, ma Inmno, where W'e are so well W'.arded and 
looked to ; hut if we could, this (/arthu«ian silence might be use- 
ful aa a kind of Y>enance, It thou hast adjusted iny wimple 
amiss, my Fleming, or if Catherine hath made a wry stit(;h in her 
broidery, when slie was thinking of something else than her 
work, or if lloland (Iraune hath missed a wikl-cluek on the wing, 
and broke a quarrel -pane * of glass in the turret window, as 
chanced to him a week since, now is the time to think on your 
sins and to repent of them.” 

Madam, 1 speak with all reverence,” said the Lady Loch- 
levcn ; “ but 1 am old, and claim the privilege of age. Methinks 
your followers might find fitter subjects for repentance than the 
trifles you mention, and so mention — once more, 1 crave your 
pardon — as if you jested with sin and repentance both.” 

‘‘ You h.avc been i)nr taster. Lady Loclileven,” said the Queen, 

I perceive you would eke out your duty with that of our Father 
Confessor — and since you choose that our conversation should 
he serious, may I ask you why the Regent’s promise — since your 
son so styles himself — has not been kept to mo in that respect ? 

* DiamoTifl-shaped ; literally, formed like the head of a quarrel^ or arrow for 
the crossbow. 
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From time to time this promise has been renewed, and as con- 
stantly broken. Metliinks those who pretend themselves to so 
much gravity and sanctity, should not debai* from others the 
religious succours which tlieir consciences require.*’ 

“ Madam, the Earl of Mun*ay w^as indeed weak enough,” said 
the Lady Ijochleven, “to give so far way to }oiir unhappy pre- 
judices, and a religioner of the Pope presented himself on his part 
at our t<nvn of Kinross. But the Douglas is Lord of his own 
oastl(‘, and will not permit his threshold to he diirkenod, no not 
for a single moment, by an cmissai*y belonging to the Bishop of 

“ iMcthinks it were well, then,” said Mary, “ that my Lord 
Regent would send mo where tlicrc is less scruple and more 
charity.” 

“ In this, madam,” answered the Lady Lochlcvon, “you mis- 
take the nature both of charity and of religion. Charity givetli 
to those who are in delirium the medicaments which may avail 
their health, but rcfus=e8 those enticing cates and lirpiois which 
please the palate, but augment the disease.” 

“This your charity, Lady Lochhjvcn, is pure eruelt}, under 
the hypocritical disguise of friendly rare. I am oppressed 
amongst you as if you meant the destruetion both of my body 
and soul; hut Heaven will not endure such iui({uity for ever, and 
they who are the most actho agents in it may speedily expect 
their reward.” 

At this moment Randal entered the apartment, with a look so 
much perturbed, that the Lady Fh.ming uttered a faint scream, 
the Queen was obviously startled, and the I^ady of Loclileven, 
though too bold and proud to evince any marked signs of alarm, 
asked ha.stily what was tho inattcT I 

“Dryfesdale has Let n slain, madam,” was Iho reply; “ niur- 
der<‘d as soon as he gained the dry laud by ^ oung Master Henry 
Seyton.” 

It w’as now' Catherine’s turn to start and grow' palo — “Has 
the murderer of tho Douglas’s vassal escaped i” was the Lady’s 
hasty question. 

There w as none to challenge him hut old Keltic, and the 
earlier Auchtermuchty,” replied Randal; “ unldiely men to stay 
one of the frackest* youths in Scotland of his years, and who was 
sure to liave fiieiids and partakers at no great distance.” 

“ Was the deed completed ?” said the Lady. 

“ Done, and done thoroughly,” said Randal; “ a Seyton seldom 
strikes twice — But tlie body was not despoiled, and your honour’s 
packet goes forward to Edinburgh by Auehtermuchty, who leaves 
Koltie-Bridgc early to-morrow — marry, he has drunk two bottles 
of aquaviUe to put tho fright out of his head, and now sleeps 
them off beside his cart-avei-s.”*!- 


* Boldest — most forwfti-d. 


+ Cart-liorsea. 
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There was a pause when this fatal tale was told. The Queen 
and Lady Douglas looked on each other, as if each thought how 
she could best turn the incident to her own advantage in tiie 
coiitrovei’sy, which was continually kept alive betwixt them — 
Catherine Seyton kept her kerchief at her eyes and wept. 

“ You see, madam, the bloody niaxinis> and practice of the 
deliifled Lapists,” said Lady Loclilcveii. 

“ Nay, madam,” replied the Queen, “say rather you see the 
deservetl judgment of Heaven, upon a Calvinistical poisoner.” 

‘‘ Dryfcsdalo was not of the Church of Geneva, or of Scotland,” 
said the Lady of Lochloven, liastily. 

“ He was a heretic, however,” replied Mary ; “ there [is but 
one true and unerring guide ; the othei*s lead alike into error.” 

“Well, madam, I ti'ust it will reconcile you to your retreat, 
that this deed shews the temper of thosi^ who might wish you at 
liberty. Bloodlhii*sty tyrants, and crncl meii-qnellers are they 
all, from tlic (Han-llariald and Clan-Tosach in the north, to the 
Fernihorst and Buccleuch in the south — the murdering Seytons 
ill the east, and ” 

Mothinks, madam, you forget that 1 am a Seyton *” ssaid 
(Catherine, withdrawing lu'r kerchief from her face, w'hich w'as 
now coloured with indignation. 

“ If I had forgot it, fair mistress, your forward bearing wouhi 
hav<' reminded me,” said Lady Lochloven 

“ If my brother lias slain the villain that would have poisoned 
his Sovereign, ami his? sister,” said Catherine, “ I am only so far 
sorry that he should have spared the hangman his jiroper task, 
h’or aught fartlier, had it been tbe best Douglas in the land, he 
would have beiui honoured in falling hy tlio Seytoii’s sword.” 

“ Farewell, gay mistress,” said the Lady of Lochlevcn, rising 
to withdraw; “it Is such maidens as you, who make giddy- 
fasliioned revellers and deadly brawlei*s. Boys must needs rise, 
forsooth, in the grace of some sprightly damsel, who thinks to dance 
through life as through a French galliard.” She then made her 
reverence to the Queen, and added, “ Do you al.so, madam, fare 
you well, till eurfow time, when 1 will make, perchance, more bfild 
than welcome in attending upon your supper board. — Come witli 
me, Randal, and tell me more of this cruel fact.” 

“ ’Tis an extraordinary chance,” said tho Queen, wheu she had 
departed; "and, villain as he was, I w'ould this man had lieen 
spared time for i-epeiitancc. Wc will cause something to be done 
for bis soul, if we ever attain our liberty, and the Church will 
permit such grace to a heretic, — But, tell me, Catherine, ma 
mi(jn6ne — tliis brother of thine, who is »o frack, as the fellow 
called him, bears lie the samo wondeHul likeness to thee as for- 
merly I” 

" If your Grace means in temper, you know whether I am so 
fi'ack as the serving-man siioke him.” 

" Nay, thou art prompt enough in all reasonable conscience,” 
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replied the Queen ; but thou art own darling notwithstanding 
— But I meant, is this tliy twin -brother as like thee in form and 
features as formerly ? 1 I’cmcmbcr thy dear mother alleged it aa 

a reason fur destining thee to the veil, that, were ye both to go at 
large, thou wouldst surely get the credit of some of thy ])rother’s 
mad pranks.’* . 

“ J believe, madam,” said Catherine, “ there arc some unusually 
simple people even yet, who can hardly distinguish betwixt us, 
especially when, for diversion’s sake, iny brother hath taken a 
female dress,” — and as she spoke, she gave a quick glance at 
Roland Cricme, to whom this conversation convoyed a ray of 
light, welcome as ever streamed into the dungeon of a captive 
through the door which opened to give him freedom. 

“ Ho must be a liaiidsome cavalier this brother of thine, if lie 
be so like you,” replied Mary. “ He w'as in France, 1 lliiiik, for 
these late years, so that I saw him not at Holyrood.” 

“ His looks, madam, have never been much found fault with,” 
answered Catherine Seyton ; “but I would he bad less of that 
angry and heady spirit which evil times ha ve encouraged amongst 
our young nobles. God knows, I grudge not his life in your 
Grace’s quarrel ; and love him for the willingness with wliicdi be 
labours for your rescue. But wlierefore should he brawd with an 
old ruffianly serving-man, and stain at once his name with such a 
broil, and liis hands with the blood of an old and ignoble wretch ?” 

“ Nay, be patient, Catherine ; I will not have thee traduce my 
galhint young knight. With H(‘iiry for my knight, and Roland 
Gruirrie for iny trusty squire, moth Inks I am like a princess of 
romance, who may shortly set at defiance the dungeons and the 
w’eapons of all wicked sorcerers. — But my head aches with the 
agitation of the day. Take me La Mer des Iliatoires, and i*esuine 
where we left off on We»hiCBday. — Our Lady lielp thy head, girl, 
or rather may she help thy heart ! — I asked thee for the Sea of 
Histories, and thou hast brought La Cronique d' Amour.** 

Once embarked upon tlie Sea of Histories, the Queen continued 
her labours with her needle, wliile Lady Fleming and Catherine 
read to her alternately for two liours. 

As to Roland Graeme, it is probable fcliat he continued in secret 
intent upon the Chronicle of Love, notwitlistanding the censure 
which the Queen seemed to pass upon that branch of study. He 
now reinembf*red a thousand circumstances of voice and manner, 
which, had his own prepossession been less, must surely have 
discriminated the brother from the sister ; and ho felt ashamed, 
that, having as it were by heart every particular of Catherine’s 
gt'Stures, word.s, and manners, he should have thought her, not- 
withstanding her spirits and levity, capable of assuming the bold 
step, loud tones, and forward assurance, which accorded well 
enough with her brother’s hasty and masculine cliaractcr. He 
endeavoured repeatedly to catch a glance of Catherine’s eye, that 
he might judge how she was disposed to look upon him since ho 
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liad made the discovery, but lie was unsuccessful ; for Catherine, 
wIkui she was not reading herself, seemed to talte so much inte- 
rest in the oxjdoits of the Teutonic knights against the Heathens 
of Ksthonia and Livonia, that he could not surprise her eye even 
for a second. But when, closing the book, the Queen commanded 
their attendance in the gard<‘n, Mary, perhaps of .set pur[)ose, (for 
Roland’s anxiety could not escape so practised an observer,) 
afiorcled him a lavonrable opportunity of aceosting Ins iiiistrcss. 
'fhe Q,ueeii commanded them to a little distiince, wliile she en- 
gaged Tiady Fleming in a particular and private con v emit ion ; 
the subject whereof we learn, from another anthonty, to have 
been tlie eomparative excellence of the high standing ruff and the 
falling hand. Roland must have heoii dulUn*, and iroif ‘heopisii 
than ever was youthful lover, if he ha«l not endeavoured to avaul 
himself of this opportunity. 

1 have heeii longing this whole evening to ask of yon, fair 
< !athei-inc,” said the page, how foolish and iinapprehciiHive you 
must have thought me, in being capable to mistake betwivt }'oiur 
lirothei' and yon 

'fhe circumstance docs indeed little honour to ray rustic 
manners,” siiiil (’atherine, “ since* those ol a wildyomig man were 
^o readily mistaken for mine. But i shall grow wiser m timo ; 
and with that Mew I am determined not to think of your follies, 
hut to corj’oct my own.” 

It will ho the lighter subject of meditation of the two,” s;iid 
Roland. 

“ I know not that,” said Catherine, very gravely ; “ I fcai* we 
ha^ e been both unpardonahly foolisli.” 

‘‘ I have been mad,” said Roland, ‘‘ uiipardoiiably mad. But 
you, lovely Catherine ” 

“ J,” said Catherine in the .same tone of unusual gravity, 

have too long suffered you to usi* .such expressions tow’ards iiio 
— 1 fear I can permit it no longer, and L blame myself for tlie 
pain it may give you.” 

‘‘ And what can have happened so suildenly to change our 
relation to eueli other, or alter, w'ith such .sudden cruelty, your 
whole deportment to me ?” 

1 can hardly tell,” replied Cathcriiie, “ unless it is that the 
events of the day have impressed on my mind the neccs.sity of our 
observing more di.stance to each otlier. A chance similar to that 
which betrayed to you the existence of my brother, may make 
known to Henry the terms you have used to me ; and, alas ! hi.s 
whole conduct, ;is well as his deed this day, makes me too justly 
appi*ehcnsivo of the couae^ucnccs.” 

“ Fear nothing for that, fair Catherine,” answered the page ; 
“ I am well able to protect myself against risks of that nature.” 

“ That is to aay,” replied she, “ that y'ou w'ould fight with my 
twin-brother to shew your regard for his sister ? 1 have heard 
the Q,uoen say, in her sad hours, that men are, in love or in hate. 
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the most sclfisli animals of creation ; and your carelessness in 
this matter looks very like it. But be not so much abashed — 
you are no worse tlian others.” 

“ You do mo iiijustic(3, Catherine,” replied the page, I thought 
but of bohig threatened with a sw'ord, and did not remember in 
whose hand yoiir fancy had placed it. If your brother stood 
before me, with his drawn weapon in his hand, so like as ho is to 
you in w'ord, person, and favour, he might shed my life’s blood 
ere I could find in my heart to resist him to his injury.” 

“ Alas !” said sho, “ it is not my brother alone. But you re- 
member only the singular circumstances in which we have mot 
in cq\iality, and I may say in intimacy. You think not, that 
whenever 1 re-enter my father’s house, there is a gulf between us 
you may not pass, but with peril of your life. — Your only known 
relative is of wild and singular habits, of a hostile and broken 
clan* — tlie re^^t of your lineage unknown — forgivo mo that I 
speak w’hat is the undeniable truth.” 

“ TiOve, my beautiful Catherine, despises genealogies,” answered 
Ktjland Gryeiue. 

‘‘ Love may, but so will not the Lord Seytoii,” rejoined the 
damsel. 

“ The Queen, thy mistress and mine, she will intercede. Oli 1 
drive me not from you at the moment I thought myself most 
happy ! — and if 1 shall aid hrj* deliverance, said not yourself that 
you and she W'ould become iny debtors V’ 

‘‘ All Scotland will become your debtors,” said Catherine ; “but 
for the active efteeta you might hope from our gratitude', you must 
remember I am wholly subjected to my father; and the poor Queen 
is, for a lotig time, mor(3 likely to be dependant on the pleasure 
of the nobles of hei party, than possessed of power to eontrul 
them.” 

“ Be it so,” replied Roland ; “ ray deeds shall control prejudice 
itself — it is a bustling world, and I will have my share. The 
Knight of Avenel, high as he now stands, rose from sis obscure 
an origin as mine.” 

“ Ay i ” said Catherine, “ there spoke the doughty knight of 
romance, tliat will cut his way to the imprisoned princess, through 
fiends and fiery dragons !” 

“ But if I can set the princess at large, and procure her the 
freedom of her own choice,” said the page, “ where, dearfjst Cathe- 
rine, will that choice alight ?” 

“ Release the princess from duresse, and sho will tell you,” 
said the damsel ? and breaking off the conversation abruptly, 
she joined the Queen so suddenly, that Mary exclaimed, half 
aloud — 

“ No more tidings of evil import — no disseiition, I trust, in my 

* A broknn clan was one who had no chief able to find socurUy for their good 
behaviour— a clan of outlaws; and the Grajiues of the Debateablc Lund were 
in that condition. 
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limited hoiischold — Then looking on Catherine’s blushing cheek, 
and Roland’s expaiidofl brow and glancing eye — No — no,” slio 
said, “ I see all is well — M<i pet'de miy hone, go to iny apart- 
ment and fetch me down — let me see — ay, fetch my pomander 
box.” 

And having thus disposed of her attendant in the manner best 
qualitu d to hide her eonfusion, the (inoen added, speaking apart 
tt> Rolajid, “ I should at least have two grateful subjects of Cathe- 
rine and you ; for what sovereign but Mary would aid true love 
so willingly ? — Ay, you lay your hand on your sword — your 
petite Jl d rien thoi*e — Well, short time will shew if all 

the good bo true that is protested to us — I hear them Loll curfew 
from Kinross. To our eliiimhcr--- this old darne hath j i tuiiised 
to ho w’ith us again at our evening meal. Were it not for the 
hope of s[)eedy deliveranet*, her JU•c^once would drive me dis- 
tractod. But I will be patient.” 

“ 1 profess,” said Catbejine, who just then entered, I would 
I could bo lloury, with all a man’s privileges, for one moment — 

I l^mg to throw my plate at that confect of pride and formal’ty, 
and iU-natiire.” 

The Lady Fleming reprimanded her young companion for this 
explosion of impatience; the Q,iieen laughed, and they went to the 
preseiice-clianibtr, where almost immediately entered supper, and 
the Lady of the castle. The Q,ueeu, strong in her i)rudent robo- 
lutions, endured her presence with great fortitude and equanimity, 
until her patieiieo was disturbed by a new form, vvbieh had hitherto 
made no part of the ceremonial of the castle. When the other 
attendant had retired, ILanda I entered, ))earing the keys of the castle 
fastened iqxui achaiii, and, announcing that the w atch was sot, am I 
the gates locked, delivered the keys with all reverence to the Lady 
of Loch Ic veil. 

The Queen and InT ladies exclianged witli each other a look of 
disappointment, anger, and vexation ; and Mary said aloud, ‘‘ Wc 
cannot regret the smallness of our court, when we see our hostess 
discharge in person so many (»f its ofhees. In addition to her 
charges of principal steward of our household and grand ahnoiier, 
she has to-night done duty as captain of our guard.” 

'•'And w'ill continue to do so in futm^c, madam,” answered the 
Lady Loelileven, wdth much gravity ; “ the history of Scotland 
may teach me how ill the duty is performed, which is done by an 
accredited deputy — We have heard, madam, of favourites of 
later date, and as little merit, as Oliver Sinclair.” * 

Oh, madam,” replied the Queen, “ my father had his female as 
well as his male favourites — there w'ero the Ladies Sandilaiids 
and Olifaunt,'!' and some otliers, inetliinks ; but their names can- 
not survive in the memory of so grave a person as you.” 

A favourite, and said to be an unwortliy one, of Jornes V. 

t Tlio names of these ladies, and a third frail favourite of James, aro preserved 
in an epigram too gaUlard for quotation. 
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The Lady Loclilevcn looked as if she co\ild have slain the 
Queen on the spot, but conunanded her temper, and retired from 
the apartment^ beariii" in her hand the ponderous buueli of keys. 

“ Now (lod be praised for that woman’s youthful frailty !”said 
the Queen. “ llnd she not that weak point in her character, T 
might waste my words on her in vain — But that stain is the very 
reverse of what is said of tho witch’s mark — 1 can make her 
feel there, though she is otherwise insensible all over, — But 
how say you, girls — here is a new ditficulty — How are these 
keys to be eomo by? — there is no deceiving or bribing this 
dnigoii, I trow.” 

“ May I crave to know,” said Roland, whether, if your Grace 
were beyond the walls of the castle, you eoiild find means of con- 
veyance to the firm land, and protection when you are there 
Tnist us for that, Roland,” said the Queen ; “ for to that 
point our scheme is indifTcrent w'ell laid.” 

“ Then if your Grace will permit me to speak my mind, T think 
J could be of some use in this matter.” 

“ As how, my good youth ? — speak on,” said the Queen, ‘‘ 
fearlessly.” 

My patron the Knight of Avenel used to compel the ymith 
educated in his houseliold to learn the use of axe and hammer, 
and working in wood and iron — ho use<l to speak of old northern 
champions, who forged their own weapons, and of tho Highland 
Captain, Donald nan Ord, or Donald of the Hammer, whom ho 
himself knew, and who used to work at tho anvil with a slodgo- 
haranier in each hand. Some said he j)raiHe(l this art, because he 
was himself of cluirrs blood. However, 1 gained some j)ractiee 
in it, as the Lady Catherine Seyton partly knows; lor .since w'e 
were hero, I wrougbi her a silver brooch.” 

“ Ay,” I’eplied Catlieriue, “ but you should tell her Grace that 
your workmanship was so indifferent that it broke to pieces next 
day, and I Hung it away.” 

“ Believe her not, Roland,” said the Queen ; “ she wept when 
it was broken, and put tlie fragments into her bosom. But for 
your scheino — could your skill avail to forge a second set of 
keys ?” 

“ No. madam, because I know not the wards. But I am con- 
vinced 1 could make a set so like that hateful bunch which the 
Lady bore off even now, tliat could they bo exchanged against 
them by any means, she would never dream she w’as possessed of 
the wrong.” 

“ And tho good dame, thank Heaven, is somewhat blind,” said 
the Queen ; “but then for a forge, my boy, and the means of 
Inbouring unobserved 

“ Tho armourer’s forge, at which I used sometimes to w'ork 
with him, is the round vault at the bottom of the turret — he was 
dismissed with the warder for being supposed too much attached 
to George Douglas. The people are accustomed to see me work 
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there, and I warrant I shall find some excuse that will pass 
current with them for putting bellows and anvil to work.” 

“ Tlie Kclieme has a promising face,” said the Queen ; “ about 
it, my lad, w ith all speed, and bcw.*re the nature of your w'ork is 
not discovered.” 

“ Nil}, I will take the liberty to draw the bolt against chance 
visiici’s, so that 1 will have time to put aivay what 1 am working 
upon, before T undo the door.” 

“ Will not that of itsi'lf attract suspicion, in a place where it is 
so curivnt already ?” said Catherine. 

“ Nut, a whit,” replied lloland ; “ Gregory the armourer, and 
e\\,ry good hamrnerinan, locks himself in when he is about somt‘ 
mastei'jnece of craft. Besides, sometliing must ]>e ritkcl.” 

“ Tart we then to-uight,” said Che Queeu, and God bless you, 
my children ! If Mary''s head ever rises above water, you shall 
all ri^e along with her.” 


CIlAVTEll XXXV. 

It is a time of <lanffer, not of revr I, 

^Vllen ctiurcluiieii tiun to niaMiuoiN. 

Upantsh Father. 

Tiir. enterprise of llobiid Grtemo appeared to prosper. A 
trinket or two, of wdiicli the w’ork did not &uv[i:is9 the substance, 
(for the materials were silver, supplied by the Queen,) w'oro 
judiciously presented to those most likely to be inqulsitivo into 
the labours of the forgo and anvil, which they thus wero induced 
to reckon profitable to others and harmless in itself. Openly, the 
page was seen w'^oi’king about such trifies. Tn j>rivatc, he forged 
a number of keys resembling so nearly in woiglit and in form 
those vvhicli w'ore presented every evening to the Lady Lochleven, 
that, on n slight inspection, it would liavr been difficult to per- 
ceive the dilfcrencc. Ho brought them to the dark laisty colour 
by the use of salt and water; and, in the triumpli of his art, pre- 
s(mtcd them at length to Queen Mary in her presence-chamber, 
about an hour before the tolling of the curfi'w. She looked at 
them with pleasure, but at the same time with doubt. — I 
allow,” she s.Tid, ‘^tliat the Lady Lochleven 's eyes, which are not 
of the clearest, may bo well deceiied, could we pass those keys on 
lier in place of the real implements of her tyranny. But how is 
this to be done, and wdiich of my little court flare attempt this 
tour de junijleur witli any chance of success ? Could we but 
engage her in some earnest matter of argument — but tliose which 
I hold with her, always hav(‘ been of a kind w hich make her grasp 
her keys the faster, as if she saifl to herself — Here [ hold wh,at 
sets me above your taunts and reproaches — And even for her 
liberty, Mary Stewart could not stoop to speak the proud licretic 
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fair. — What Rhall wo do ? Shall Lady Fleming try Ikt eloquence 
in describing the last now liead-tire from Paris ?— uliv? ! tlio good 
dainc has not change<l the fashion of her head-g(iar since Pijikio- 
field, for aught that 1 know. Shall my mhjnone Catherine sing 
to her one of those touching airs, which draw the very souls out 
of me and Roland Grixjnic ? — Alas ! Dame Margaret Douglas 
would rather hear a Huguenot psalm of Clement MaiTot, sung to 
the tunc of Rcreillez rou.f, hdlc endorrnie. — Cousins and liege 
counsellors, what is to be done, for our wits are really astray in 
this matter ? - Must our inan-at-arms and the champion of our 
body, Roland (Iranne, manfully assault the old lady, and take the 
keys from her par rota dtt fait ?'* 

‘‘Nay ! with your Grace’s i»ermission,” said Roland, “ T do not 
doubt being able to manage the matter with more discretion ; 
for though, in your Grace’s service, I do not fear ” 

“ A host of old women,” interrupted (’atheriiie, “each armed 
with rock and spindle, yet he has no fancy for pikes and partisans, 
which might rise at the cry ot Help f a iknojlas^ a Douglas /” 

“ They tliat do not fear fair ladies’ tongues,” continued the page, 
“need dread nothing else. — But, gracious Ciege, I am w'cll-uigh 
satisfied that T could piissthc <‘xchang<‘ of tliese keys on the Lady 
Lochlcvon; but I dread the sentinel wlio is now planted nightly in 
the garden, which, by necessity, we must traverse.” 

’ “ Our last advices from our friends on the shore have promised 
us assistance in that matter,” replied the Q,u(‘en. 

“ And is your Grace well assured of the fidelity and watchful- 
ness of thos<^ without ?■’ 

“ For their fidelity, I will answer with my life, and for their 
vigilance, 1 will answer with my hfc — I will give thee instant proof, 
my faithful Roland, tliat they are ingenuous and trusty as thyself. 
Come hither — Nay, CathcTiiie, attend us ; we carry not so deft 
a page infi) our pri\ate chamber alone. Make fast the door of 
the parlour, Flcmiiig, and warn us if you hear the least stop — 
or stay, go thou to tlie door, Cathci'ine,” (in a whisper, “ thy ears 
and thy wits are both sharjier.) — Good Fleming, attend us thy- 
self” — (and again she whispered, “her reverend presence will 
be a.s safe a watch on Roland as thine can — so be not jealous, 

Thus speaking, they were lighted by the Lady Fleming into the 
Queen’s bedroom, a small apartment enlightened by a projecting 
window. 

“ Look from that window, Roland,” she said ; “ see you amongst 
the several liglits which begin to kindle, and to glimmer palely 
through the gr.ay of tlie evening from the village of Kinross — 
scest thou, 1 say, one solitary spark apart from the others, and 
nearer it seems to tlie verge of tiie water ? — It is no brighter at 
this distance than the torch of tlio poor glow-worm, and yet, 
my good youth, that light is more dear to Mary Stewart, tlian 
every star that twinkles in the blue vault of heaven. By that 



THE ABBOT. 


321 

signal, I know that more than one true heni't is plotting my 
delivei'ancc ; and without that consciousness, and the liope of 
fVeedom it gives me, 1 had long since stooped to my fate, and 
died of a broken heart. Plan after plan has been formed and 
abandoned, but still the light gliinm€*rs ; and while it glimmers, 
my hope lives. — Oh! how many evenings have I sat musing in 
despair over our ruined schemes, and scarce hoping that I sliould 
again see that blessed si^al ; when it has suddenly kindl(^d, and, 
like the lights of Saint Elmo in a tempest, brought hope and con- 
solation, where there was only dejection and despair !” 

“ If I mistake not,” answered Holand, “ the candle shines from 
the house of Bliiikhoolie, the mail-gardener.” 

‘‘ Thou hast a good eye,” said the Q,ueen ; it is there where my 
trusty lieges — God and the saints poui blessings on them! — hold 
consultation for my deliverance. The voice of a wi*etched captive 
would die on these blue waters, long ere it could mingle m their 
councils ; and yet I can hold communication — I will confide the 
whole to thee — f am about to ask those fiiithful friends, if the 
moment for the great attempt is nigh. — Place the lamp in Ibo 
window, Fleming.” 

She obeyed, and immediately withdrew it. No sooner had 
she done so, than the light in the cottage of the gardener dis- 
appeared. 

“ Now, count,” said Queen Mary, for my heart beats b<» thick 
that I cannot count myself.” 

The Ijady Fleming began deliberately to count one, two, three, 
and when she had arrived at ten, the light on the shore again shewed 
its pale twinkle. 

“ Now, our Lady be praised !” said the Queen ; “ it was but two 
nights since, that the absence of the light remained, while I could 
tell thirty. The hour of deliverance approaches. May God bless 
those who labour in it witli such truth to me ! — alas ! with such 
hazard to themselves — and bless you too, my children ! — Come, 
we must to the audience-chamber again. Oui* absence might 
excite suspicion, should they serve supper.” 

They returned to the pn^sencc-chamber, and the evening con- 
cluded as usual. 

The next morning, at dinner-time, an unusual incident occurred. 
While Lady Douglas of Lochleven performed her daily duty of 
assistant and taster at the Queen’s table, she was told a man-at- 
arms had arrived, recommended by her son, but without any letter 
or other token than what he brought by word of mouth. 

‘‘ Hath he given you that token ?” demanded the Lady. 

“ He reserved it, as I think, for your Ladyship’s ear,” replied 
Randal. 

“ He doth well,” said the Lady; "tell him to wait in the haU — 
But no — with your permission, madam,” (to the Queen) " let him 
attend me heite.” 

VOL. XI. 


X 
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Since you are pleased to receive your domestics in my 
presence,” said the Queen, “ 1 cannot choose ” 

“ My infirmities must plead my excuse, madam,” replied the 
Lady; “the life I must lead here ill suits with the years which 
have passed over my head, and compels me to wave ceremonial.” 

“ Oh, my good Lady,” replied tlie Queen, “ I would there were 
nought in this your castle more strongly compulsive than the 
cobweb chains of ceremony; but bolts and bars are harder matters 
to contend with.” 

As she spoke, the person announced by Randal entered the 
room, and Roland Granne at once recognized in liim tlie Abbot 
Ambrosius. 

“ What is yoiu* name, good fellow 1” said the Lady. 

“ Edward Glendiniiing,” answered the Abbot, with a suitable 
reverence. 

“ Art thou of the blood of the Knight of Avencl 1” said the Lady 
of Lochleven. 

“ Ay, madam, and that nearly,” replied the pretended soldier. 

“ It is likely enough,” .said the Lady, “ for the Knight »» the sou 
of his own good works, and has risen from obscure lineage to his 
present high rank in tlio Estate — But he is of sure truth and 
approved worth, and his kinsman is welcome to us. You hold, 
unquestionably, the true faith I” 

“ Do not doubt of it, madam,” said the disguised churchman. 

“ Hast thou a token to me from Sir William Douglas 1” said the 
Lady. 

“ 1 have, madam,” replied he ; “ but it must bo said ki 
private.” 

“ Thou art right,” said the Lady, moving towards the recess of 
a window ; “ say in what does it consist ?” 

“ In the words of an old bard,” replied the Abbot. 

“ Repeat them,” answered the Lady; and he uttered, in a low 
tone, tlie lines from an old poem, called The Howlct, — 

“ O, Douglas! Doughis! 

Tender and true.” 

“ Trusty Sir John Holland !” * said the Lady Douglas, apos- 
trophizing the poet, “ a kinder heart never inspired a rhyme, and 
the Douglas’s honour was ever on thy heart-string ! We receive 
you among our followers, Glcndinning ^ But, ^ndal, see that 
lie keep tlie outer ward only, till we shall hear more touching 
him from our son. — Thou fearest not the night air, Gleiidin- 
ning 1” 

“ In the cause of the Lady before whom I stand, 1 fear nothing, 
madam,” answered tlie disguised Abbot. 

“ Our garrison, then, is stronger by one trust- worthy soldier,” 
said the matron Go to the buttery, and let them make much 
of thee.” 

• Bir John Holland’s poem of the Howlet li known to collectors by the 
beautiful edition presentea to the Bannatyne Club, by Mr David Lainip. 
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When the Lady Lochleven had retired, the Queen said to 
Roland Gneine, who was now almost constantly in her company, 
“ I spy comfort in that stranger’s countenance ; I know not why 
it should be so, but I am well perauaded he is a friend.” 

“Your Grace’s penetration docs not deceive you,” answered 
the page; and he informed her that the Abbot of Saint Mary’s 
himself played the part of the newly arrived soldier. 

The Queen crossed hci*self and looked upwards. Unwoi'thy 
sinner that J am,’* she said, “that for my sake a man so holy, and 
so high in spiritual office, should wear the garb of a base sworder, 
and run tlie risk of dying the death of a traitor !” 

“ Heaven will protect its own servant, madam,” said Catherinr* 
Seyton; “liis aid would bring a blessing on our undertaking, 
wei*e it not alreatly blest for its own sake.” 

“ What I admire in my spiritual tather,” said Roland, “ was 
the steady front with which he looked on me, without giving the 
least sign of former acquaintance. 1 did not think the like was 
possible, since 1 have ceased to believe that licury was the same 
person with Catlierine.” 

“ But marked you not how astuciously the good father,” said 
the Queen, “ eluded the (luestionaof the woman Lochleven, telling 
her the very trutli, which yet she received not as such 1” 

Roland thouglit in his heart, that when the truth was spoken 
for tlie piirpo.se of deceiving, it was little better than a lie in 
disguise. But it was no tune to agitate such questions of cod> 
science. 

“ And now for the signal from the shore,” exclaimed Catherine; 
“ my bosom tells me we shall see tliis night two lights instead of 
one gleam from that garden of Eden — And thou, Roland, do you 
play your part manfully, and we will dance on the greensward 
like midnight fairies !” 

Catherine’s conjecture misgave not, nor deceived her. In the 
evening two beams twinkled from the cottage, instead of one; and 
the page heard, with beating heart, tliat the new retainer was 
order^ to stand sentinel on the outside of the castle. When he 
intimated this news to the Queen, she held her hand out to him 
— he knelt, and when he raised it to his lips in all dutiful homage, 
he found it was damp and cold aa marble. “ For God’s sake, 
madam, droop not now — sink not now !” 

“ Call upon our Lady, my Liege,” said the Lady Fleming — 
“ call upon your tutelar saint.” 

“ Call the spirits of the hundred kings you ore descended from,” 
exclaimed the page; “in this hour of need, the resolution of a 
monarch were worth the sud of a hundred saints.” 

“ Oh ! Roland Graeme,” said Mary, in a tone of deep despon* 
dency, “ be true to me — many have been false to me. Alas I I 
have not always been true to myself. My mind misgives mo 
that I shall die in bondage, and that this bold attempt will cost 
all our lives. It was foretold me by a soothsayer in France, that 
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1 should die in prison, and by a violent death, and here comes 
the hour — Oh, would to God it found rno prepared I” 

Madam,” said Catherine Seyton, " remember you are a Queen. 
Better we all died in bravely attempting to gain our freedom, 
than remained here to be poisoned, as men rid them of the noxious 
vermin that haunt old houses.” 

‘‘ You arc right, Catherine,” said the Queen ; “ and Mary will 
bear her like herself. But, alas ! your young and buoyant spirit 
can ill spell the causes which have broken mine. Forgive me, 
my children, and farewell for a while — I will prepare botli mind 
and body for this awful venture.” 

They s^arated, till again called together by the tolling of the 
curfew. The Queen appeared grave, but firm and resolved ; the 
Lady Fleming, with the art of an experienced courtier, knew 
perfectly how to disguise her inward tremors ; Catherine’s eye 
wras fired, as if witli the boldness of the project, and tho half 
smile which dwelt upon her beautiful mouth scorned to contemn 
all tho risk and all the consequences of discovery ; Roland, who 
felt how much success depended on his own addi‘ess and boldness, 
summoned together his whole presence of mind, and if he found 
his spirits Hag for a moment, cast his eye upon Catherine, whom 
he tliougbt he had never seen look so beautiful. — “1 may bo 
fcjiled,” ho thought, but with this reward in prospect, they must 
bring the devil to aid them ere they cross me.” Thus resolved, 
he stood, like a greyhound in the slips, with hand, heart, and eyo 
intent upon maliing and seizing opportunity for the execution of 
their project. 

The keys had, witli the wonted ceremonial, been presented to 
the Lady Lochleven. Slw stood with her back to the case- 
ment, which, like that of tho Queen’s apartment, commanded a 
view of Kinross, with ti^e church, which stands at some distance 
from the town, and nearer to the lake, then connected with tho 
town by straggling cottages. With her back to this casement, 
then, and hoi face to the table, on which the keys lay for an in- 
stant while she tasted the various dislies which were placed there, 
stood tho Lady of Lochleven, more provokingly intent than usual 
— so at least it seemed to her prisoners — upon the huge and 
heavy hunch of iron, the implements of their restraint. Just 
when, having finished her ceremony as taster of the Queen’s table, 
she was about to take up the keys, the page who stood beside her, 
and had handed her tho dishes in succession, looked sideways to 
tho churchyard, and exclaimed he saw corpse-candles in the 
churchyard. The Lady of Lochleven was not without a touch, 
though a slight one, of the superstitions of the time ; the fate of 
her sons made her alive to omens, and a corpse-light, as it was 
called, in the family burial-place, boded death. She turned her 
head towards the casement — saw a distant glimmering — forgot 
her charge for one second, and in that second were lost the whole 
fruits of her former vigilance. The page held the forged keys 
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under his cloak, and with great dexterity exchanged them for 
the real ones. His utmost address could not prevent a slight 
clash as he took up the latter hunch. " Who touches the keys V* 
said the Lady ; and while tlie page answered that the sleeve of his 
cloak had stirred them, she looked round, possessed herself 
of the bunch which now occupied the place of the genuine keys, 
and again turned to gaze on the supposed corpse-candles. 

“ I hold these gleams,” she said, after a moment’s consideration, 
to come, not from the churchyard, but from tho hut of the old 
gardener Blinklioolie. I wonder what thrift that churl drives, 
that of late he hath ever had light in his house till the night grew 
deep. I thought him an industrious, peaceful man — If he turns 
resetter of idle companions and night-walkers, the pW t; nmot be 
rid of him.” 

“ He may work his baskets perchance,” said the page, desirous 
to stop tho train of her suspicion. 

‘‘ Or nets, may he not answered the Lady. 

Ay, madam,” said Roland, “ for trout and salmon.” 

“ Or for fools and knaves,” replied the Lady : “ but this shall 
he looked after to-morrow. — 1 wish your Graoo and your com- 
pany a good evening. — Itaudal, attend us.” And Randal, who 
w'aited in the antechamber after having surrendered his bunch of 
keys, gave his escort to his mistress as usual, while, leaving the 
Queen’s apartments, she retired to her own. 

“ To-morrow !” said the page, rubbing his hands with glee as he 
repeated the Lady’s last words, “ fools look to to-morrow, and 
wise folk use to-night. — May 1 pray you, my gracious Liege, to 
retire for one half hour, until all the castle is composed to rest 1 
I must go and rub with oil these blessed implements of our freedom. 
Courage and consbincy, and all will go well, provided our friends 
on the shore fail not to send tho boat you spoke of.” 

“ Fear tluim not,” said Catherine, “ th<;y are true as steel 
— if our dear mistress do but maintain her noble and royal 
courage.”* 

“Doubt not me, Catherine,” replied the Queen; “a while 
since I was overborne, but 1 have recalled the spirit of my 
earlier and more spriglitly days, when I used to accompany my 
armed nobles, and wish to be myself a man, to know what life 
it was to be in the fields with sword and buckler, jack and knap- 
scap.” 

“ Oh, the lark lives not a gayer life, nor sings a lighter and 
gayer song than the merry soldier,” answered Catherine. “ Your 
Grace shall be in the midst of tliem soon, and the look of such a 
liege Sovereign will make each of your host worth three in the 
hour of need : — but I must to my task.” 

“We have but brief time,” said Queen Mary ; “ one of tho 
two lights jm the cottage is extinguished — that shews the boat 
is put off.” 

* See Note Q. Demeanour of Queen Mary. 
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“ They will row very slow,** said the page, "or kent where depth 
permits, to avoid noise. — To our several tasks — I will com- 
municate with tlie good Father.’* 

At the dead hour of midniglit, when all was silent in the castle, 
the page put the key into the lock of the wicket which opened into 
the garden, and which was at the bottom of a staircase which 
descended from the Queen’s apartment. " Now, turn smooth 
and softly, thou good bolt,” said he, "if ever oil softened rust !” 
and his precautions had been so effectual, that the bolt revolved 
with little or no sound of resistance. He ventured not to cross 
the threshold, but exchanging a word with the disguised Abbot, 
asked if the boat were ready 1 

“ This half hour,'* said the sentinel. She lies beneath the wall, 
too close under the islet to be seen by the warder, but 1 fear she 
will hardly escape his notice in putting off' again.” 

“ The darkness,” said the page, " and our profound silence, 
may take her ofiT unobserved, as she cainc in. Hildebrand has 
the watch on the tower — a heavy-headed knave, who holds a 
can of ale to be the best headpiece upon a night-watch. He sleeps 
for a wager.” 

“ Then bring the Queen,” said tlie Abbot, " and I will call 
Henry Seyton to assist them to the boat.” 

On tiptoe, with noiseless step and suppressed breath, trembling 
at every rustle of their own apparel, one after another the fair 
prisoners glided down the wining stair, under the guidance of 
Roland Greeme, and were received at the wicket-gate by Henry 
Seyton and tlie churchman. The former seemed instantly to 
take upon himself the whole direction of the enterprise. “ My 
Lord Abbot,” he said, " give my sister your arm — 1 will conduct 
the Queen — and that youth will have the honour to guide Lady 
Fleming.” 

This was no time to dispute tho arrangement, although it was 
not that which Roland Grrenie would have chosen. Catherine 
Seyton, who well knew the garden path, tripped on before like a 
sylph, rather leading the Abbot than receiving assistance — the 
Queen, her native spirit prevailing over female fear, and a thou- 
sand painful reflections, moved steadily forward, by the assistance 
of Henry Seyton — while the Lady Fleming encumbered with her 
fears and her helplessness Roland Grseme, who followed in the 
rear, and who bore under the other arm a packet of necessaries 
belonging to the Queen. The door of the garden, which commu- 
nicated with the shore of the islet, yielded to one of the keys 
of which Roland had possessed himself, although not until he had 
tried several, — a moment of anxious terror and expectation. 
The ladies were then partly led, partly carried, to the side of the 
lake, where a boat with six rowers attended them, the men 
couched along the bottom to secure tliem from observation. 
Henry Sej'ton placed the Queen in the stern ; tho Abbot offered 
to assist Catherine^ but she was seated by the Queen’s side before 
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he could utter his proffer of help ; and Roland Grteme was just 
lifting Lady Fleming over tlio boat-side, when a tliought suddenly 
occurred to him, and exclaiming, “ Forgotten, forgotten ! wait 
for me but one half minute,” he replaced on the shore the lielp- 
less Lady of the bed-cliamlwr, threw the Queen’s packet into the 
boat, and sped back through the garden with the noiseless speed 
of a bird on the wing. 

“ By Heaven, he is false at last !” said Seyton ; " 1 ever 
feared it !” 

lie is as true,” said Catherine, " as Heaven itself, and that 
I will mainbiin.” 

“ Be silent, minion,” said her brother, “ for shame, if not for 
fear — Fellows, put off, and row for your lives !” 

“Help me, help me on board!” said the deserted Lady 
Fleming, and that louder than prudence warranted. 

“ Put off — put off !” cried Henry Seyton ; “ leave all behind, 
so the Queen is safe.” 

“ Will you permit this, madam V* said Catherine, imploringly ; 
“ you leave your deliverer to death.” 

‘'‘1 will not,” said the Queen. — “Seyton, I command you to 
stay at every risk.” 

“ Pardon me, madam, if I disobey,” said the intractable young 
man ; and with one hand lifting in Lady Fleming, he began liim- 
tself to push off the boat. 

She was two iathoms’ length from the shore, and the rowers 
were getting her head round, when Roland Graeme, arriving, 
bounded fron. the beach, and attained tlio boat, o>erturning 
Seyton, on wiioiu he lighted. The youth swore a deep but sup- 
pressed oath, and stojiping Grajinc as he stepped towards the 
stern said, “ Your place is not with high-born dames — keep at 
the head and trim the vessel — Now give way — give way — Row, 
for God and the Queen !” 

The rowers obeyed, and began to pull vigorously. 

“ Why did ye not inufile the oars?” said Roland Gramme; “ the 
dash must awaken the simtincl — Row, lads, and get out of reach 
of shot ; for had not old Hildebrand, the warder, supped upon 
poppy-porridge, this whispering must have waked him.” 

“ It was all thine owti delay,” said Seyton ; “ thou shalt reckon 
with me hereafter for that ami other niattci’s.” 

But Roland’s apprehension was verified too instantly to permit 
him to reply. The sentinel, who.se slumbering had withstood the 
whispering, was alarmed by the dasli of Bic oars, liis challenge 
was instantly heard. “ A boat — a boat ! — bring to, or 1 shoot !” 
And, as they continued to ply tlieir oars, he called aloud, 
“ Treason ! treason 1” rung the bell of the castle, and discharged 
his harquebuss at the boat. The ladies crowded on each other 
like startled wild-fowl, at the flash and report of the piece, while 
tlie men urged the rowers to the utmost speed. They heard 
more than one ball whiz along the surface of the lake, at no great 
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distance from their little bark ; and from the lights, which 
glanced like meteors from window to window, it was evident the 
whole ciistle was alarmed, and their escape discovered. 

Pull !” again exclaimed Seyton ; “ stretch to your oars, or I 
will spur you to the task with my dagger — they will launch a 
boat immediately.” 

‘‘ That is cared for,” said Roland ; " I locked gate and wicket 
on them when 1 went back, and no boat will stir from the island 
this night, if doors of good oak and bolts of iron can keep men 
witliin stoiie-walLs. — And now I resign my office of porter of 
Lochlovcn, and give tho keys to tho Kelpie’s keeping,” 

As the heavy keys plunged in tho lake, the Abbot, who till 
then had been ix'peating his prayers, exclaimed, “ Now, bless thee, 
my son ! for thy ready prudenco puts shame on us all.”* 

‘‘ I knew,” said Mary, drawing her breath more freely, as they 
were now out of reach of tho musketry — “ I knew my squire’s 
truth, promptitude, and sagacity. — f must have him dear iriends 
with my no less true knights, Douglas and Seyton — but where, 
then, is Douglas 1” 

‘‘ Here, madam,” answered the deep and melancholy voice of 
the boatman who sat next her, and who acted as stt'orsman. 

“ Alat ! was it you who stretched your body before me,” said 
the Queen, when tlie balls wore raining around us 

“ Believe you,” said he, in a low tone, that Douglas would 
have resigncnl to any one tlio clionco of protecting his Queen’s 
life with his own ?” 

Tho dialogue was here interrupted by a shot or two from one 
of those small pieces of artillery called falconets, then used in 
defending castles. Tlio shot was too vague to have any effect, 
but tho broader flash, the deeper sound, the louder return which 
was made by tlio midnight echoes of Bennarty, terrifled and im- 
posed silence on the liberated prisoners. The boat was alongside 
of a rude quay or landing-placo, running out from a garden of 
considerable extent, ere any of them again attempted to speak. 
They landed, and while tho Abbot returned thanks aloud to 
Heaven, which had thus far favoui'od their enterprise, Douglas 
rnjoyod the best reward of his desperate undertaking, in con> 
ducting tho Queen to tlie house of the gardemer. Yet, not un- 
mindful of Roland Gnome even in that moment of terror and 
exhaustion, Mai-y expressly commanded Seyton to give his 
assistance to Fleming, while Catherine voluntarily, and witliout 
bidding, took the arm of the page. Seyton presently resigned 
Lady Fleming to the care of the Abbot, alleging, ho must look 
after their horses; and his attendants, disencumbering themselves 
of their boat-cloaks, hastened to assist him. 

While Mary spent in the gardener’s cottage the few minutes 
which were necessary to prepare tlie steeds for their departure, 


• See Note Jl. Escape o/ Queen Marp/tom LocMcven. 
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she perceived, in a comer, Oie old man to whom the garden 
belonged, and called him to approach, lie came as it were with 
reluctance. 

brother,” said the Abbot, “so slow to welcome thy 
royal Queen and mistress to liberty and to her kingdom I” 

The old man, thus admonished, came forward, and, in good 
terms of speech, gave her Grace joy of lier deliverance. The 
Queen n‘turn<Kl him thanks in the most gracious manner, and 
added, “ Tt will remain to us to oB'er some immediate reword for 
your fidelity, for wo wot well your house has been long the refuge 
ill which our trusty servants liave met to concert measures for 
our freedom.” So saying, she offered gold, and added, “We 
will consider your services more fully hereafter.” 

“ Kneel, brother,” said the Abbot, “ kneel instautl) , and thank 
her Grace’s kindness.” 

“ Good brother, that wert once a few steps under mo, and art 
still many years younger,” replied the gardener, pettishly, “ let 
mo do mine acknowledgments in my own way. Queens have 
knelt to irie ere now, and in truth my knees are too old and stiff 
to bend even to this lovely-faced lady. May it pleasti your 
Grace, if your Grace’s servants have occupied my house, so that 
I could not call it mine own — if they have trodden down my 
Howers in the zeal of thcii* midnight comings and goings, and 
destroyed the hope of the fruit season, by bringing their war- 
Jiorses into my garden, I do but crave of your Grace in requital, 
that you will choose your residence as far from me as possible. 
J am an old man, who would willingly creep to my grave as 
easily as he can, in peace, good-will, and quiet labour.” 

“ I promise you fairly, good man,” said the Queen, “ I will not 
make yonder castle my residence again, if 1 can help it. But let 
mo press on you this money — it will make some amends for tlic* 
havoc we have made in your little garden and orchiml.” 

“ I thank your Grace, but it will make mo nut the least amends,” 
said the old man. “ The ruined labours of a whole year are not 
so easily replaced to him who has perchance but that one year to 
live ; and besides, tlicy tell me I must leave this place and become 
a wanderer in mine old age — I that have nothing on earth saving 
these fruit-trees, and a few old parchments and family secrets not 
worth knowing. As for gold, if I had loved it, I might have 
remained Lord Abbot of Saint Mary’s — and yet, I wot not — 
for, if Abbot Boniface be but the poor peasant Blinkhoolie, his 
successor, the Abbot Ambrosius, is still transmuted for tlic worse 
into the guise of a sword-and-buckler-man.” 

“Is tills indeed the Abbot Boniface of whom I have heard ?” 
said the Queen- “ It is indeed 1 who should have bent the knee 
for your blessing, good Father.” 

“ Bend no knee to me. Lady ! The blessing of an old man, 
who is no longer an Abbot, go with you over dale and down — I 
hear the trampling of your horses.” 
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Farewell, Father,” said the Queen. " When we are once more 
seated at Holyrood, we will neither forget thee nor thine injured 
garden.” 

“ Forget us both,” said the Ex- Abbot Boniface, “ and may God 
be with you !” 

Ah they hurried out of the house, they heard the old man talking 
and muttering to himself, as he hastily drew bolt and bar behind 
them. 

The revenge of the Douglasses will reach the poor old man,” 
said the Queen. “ God help me, 1 nun every one whom I 
approach !” 

“ His safety is cared for,” said Soy ton ; “ ho must not remain 
here, but will be privately conducted to a place of greater security. 
But I would your Grace were iu the saddle. — To horse ! to 
horse I” 

The party of Soyton and of Douglas were increased to about 
ten by those attendants who had remained with the horses. The 
Queen ami her bidies, with all the rest who came from the boat, 
were instantly mounted ; and holding aloof from the village, which 
was already alarmed by the firing from the castle, witlj Douglas 
acting as their guide, they soon reached the open ground and 
began to ride as hist as was consistent with keeping together in 
good order. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

lie mounted himself on a coal-black stood, 

And licr on a freckied Kmy, 

With a bugolet honi lumif down from his side, 

And roundly tbey rodo away. 

Old Ballad. 

The influence of tlie free, a»r, the rushing of the horses over 
high and low, the ringing of the bridles, tho excitation at once 
arising from a semse of freedom and of rapid motion, gradually 
dispelled the confused and dejected sort of stupefaction by which 
Queen Mary was at first overwhelmed. She could not at last 
conceal tho change of her feelings to the person who rode at her 
rein, and who she doubted not was the Father Ambrosius ; for 
Seyton, with all the heady impetuosity of a youth, proud, and 
justly so, of his first successful adventure, assumed all the bustle 
and importance of commauder of the little parly, which escorted, 
in the language of the time, the Fortune of Gotland. He now led 
tho van, now cheeked his bomiding steed till tlie rear liad come 
up, exhorted the leaders to keep a steady, though rapid pace, and 
commanded those who were hindmost of the party to use tlieir 
spurs, and allow no interval to take place in their line of march ; 
find anon he was beside the Queen, or her ladies, inquiring how 
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they brooked the hasty journey, and whetJier they had auy 
commands for him. But while Seyton thus busied liiniself in the 
general cause with some advantage to the regular order of the 
march, and a good deal of personal ostentation, the horseman who 
rode beside the Queen gave her his full and undivided attention, 
as if he had been waiting upon some sujicrior being. When the 
r(jad was rugged and dangcjroiis, he abandoned almost entirely 
the care of his own horse, and kept his hand constantly upon the 
Queen’s bridle ; if a river or larger brook traversed their course, 
his left arm retained her in the saddle, while his right held her 
palfrey 's rehi. 

“ 1 had not thought, reverend Father,” said the Queen, when 
they reached the other bank, that the convent bred such good 
horsemen.” — The person slie addressed sighed, but made no 
other answer. — “ I know not how it Is,” said Queen Mary, “ hut 
either the sense of freedom, or the pleasure of my favourite 
exercise, from which I liave been so long debarred, or both 
combined, bcem to have given Agings to me - no lisli ever shot 
through tlie water, no bird through the air, with the huiTicd feel- 
ing of liberty and rapture Avith AAliieh I sweep through this nmht- 
wind, and over these wolds. Nay, such is the magic of feoTiiig 
myself once more in the saddle, that I could almost swear I am 
at this moment mounted on my own favourite llosabcllc, who was 
never matched in Scotland for swiftness, for ease of motion, and 
for .soreness of foot.” 

** And if the horse which hoars so dear a burden could speak,” 
ansAvered the deep voice of the melancholy George of Douglas, 
“ would she not reply, avIio hut Iltisabelle ought at sucli an cmcr- 
gt,'uee as this to serve her beloved mistress, or who but Douglas 
ought to hold her bridlo-reiii ?” 

Quetm Mary started ; she foresaw at once all the evils like to 
arise to herself and him from the deep enthu.siastic passion of 
this youth ; but her feelings as a woman, grateful at onef? and 
compassionate, prcA'onted lier assuming the dignity of a Queen, 
and she endeavoured to continue the conversalioii in an indiffe- 
rent tone. 

Methought,” she said, ** 1 heard that, at the division of my 
spoils, Rosahelle had become the property of Lord Morton’s 
paramour and ladye-love, Alice.” 

“ Tlie noble palfrey had indeed been destined to so base a lot,” 
answered Douglas ; “ sho was kept under four keys, and under 
the charge of a nimierous crew of grooms and domc*stics — but 
Queen Mary needed Ilosabelle, and Jiosabclle is here.” 

“And was it well, Douglas,” said Queen Mary, “when such 
fearful risks of various kinds must needs bo encountered, that you 
should augment their perils to yourself, for a subject of so little 
moment as a palfrey ?” 

“ Do you call that of little moment,” answered Douglas, “ which 
has afforded you a moment’s pleasure? — Did you not start with 
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joy ^hen I first said you were mounted on Rosabelle ? — And to 
purchase you tliat pleasure, though it were to last no longer than 
the flash of lightning doth, would nut Douglas have risked liis 
life a thousand times 

Oh, i)eace, Douglas, peace,” said the Q,ueen, “ this is unfitting 
language ; and, besides, I would si)eak,” said she, recollecting 
herself, with tlie Abbot of Saint Mary’s — Nay, Douglas, I will 
not let you quit iny rein in displeasure.” 

‘‘ Displeasiu-e, lady !” answered Douglas ; “ alas ! sorrow is all 
that I can feel for your well-warranted contempt — I should be 
as soon displeased with Heaven for refusing the wildest wish 
which mortal can form.” 

“ Abide by my rein, however,” said Mary, “ there is room for 
my Lord Abbot on the other side ; and, besides, I doubt if his 
assistance would be so useful to Ibosabello and me as yours has 
been, should the road again require it.” 

The Abbot came up on the other side, and she immediately 
opemed a conversation with him on the tfjpic of the state of par- 
ties, and the plan fittest for her to pursue in consequence of her 
deliverance. In this conversation Douglas took little share, and 
never but when directly applied to by the Queen, while, as before, 
his attention seemed entirely engrossed by the care of Mary’s 
personal safety. She learned, however, she had a new obligation 
to him, since, by his conti*ivauce, the Abbot, whom he had fur- 
nished with tlie family pass-word, was introduced into tho castle 
as one of the garrison. 

Long befoitj daybreak they ended their hasty and perilous 
journey before the gates of Niddrie, a castle in West Lothian, 
belonging to Lord Seyton. When the Queen was about to alight, 
Henry Seyton, preventing Douglas, received her in his arms, and, 
kneeling down, prayed her Majesty to enter tlie house of his 
father, her faithful servant. 

^ Your Grace,” he added, “ may repose yourself here in per- 
fect safety — it is already garrisoned with good men for your 
protection ; and I have sent a post to my father, whose instant 
arrival, at the head of five hundred men, may be looked for. Do 
not dismay yourself, therefore, should your sleep be broken by 
the trampling of horse ; but only think that hero are some scores 
more of the saucy Seytons come to attend you.” 

And by l>etter friends than the Saucy Seytons, a Scottish 
Queen cannot be guarded,” replied Mary. “ Rosabelle went 
fleet as the summer breeze, and well-nigh as easy ; but it is long 
since T have been a traveller, and 1 feel that i-epose will be wel- 
come. — Catlieriuo, ma mignone, you must sleep in my apartment 
to-night, and bid me welcome to your noble fatlier’s castle. — 
Thanks, thanks to all my kind deliverers — thanks, and a good 
night is all I can now offer ; but if I climb once more to tlie 
upper side of Fortune’s wheel, I will not have her bandage. Mary 
Stewart will keep her eyes open, and distinguish her friends. — 
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Seyton, I need scarcely recommend the venerable Abbot, the 
Douglas, and my page, to your honourable cai’e and hospitality.” 

Henry Scytoii bowed, and Catherine and Lady Fleming at- 
tended the Queen to her apartment ; where, acknowledging to 
them that she should have found it difficult in that moment to 
keep her promise of holding her eyes open, she resigned herself 
to repose, and awakened nut till the morning was advanced. 

Mary’s first feeling when she awoke, was the doubt of her 
freedom ; and the impulse prompted her to start from bed, and 
hastily throwing her mantle over her shoulders, to look out at the 
casement of her apartment. Oh, sight of joy ! instead of tho 
crystal sheet of Loclileven, unaltered save by the infiuenco of the 
Avind, a landscape of wood and moorland lay beforc her, and 
tho park around the castle wiis occupied by the troops of her 
most faithful and most favourite nobles. 

“ Rise, rise, Catherine,” cried the enraptured Princess ; ‘‘arise 
and come hither ! — here ai*e sw'<irds and spears in true hands, 
and glittering armour on loyal breasts. Here are banners, my 
girl, floating in the wind, as lightly as summer clouds — Great 
Go(l ! what pleasure to my weary eyes to trace their devices — 
thine own brave father’s— the princely Hamilton’s — the faithful 
Fleming’s — See — see they have caught a glimpse of me, aud 
throng towards the window !” 

She flung the casement open, and with her bare head, from 
which the tresses flew back loose and dishevelled, her fair arm 
slenderly veiled by her mantlo, returned by motion and sign tho 
exulting shouts of the warriors, which echoed for miiny a furlong 
around. When the first burst of ecstatic joy was over, she re- 
collected how lightly she was dnjssed, and, putting her hands to 
her face, wliich was covered with blushes at the recollection, 
withdrew abruptly from the window. The c.*iuse of her retreat 
was easily conjectured, and increased tho gener.al enthusiasm for 
a Princess, who had forgotten her rank in her haste to acknow- 
ledge the services of her subjects. The unadorned beauties of 
tho lovely woman, too, movt*d the military spectators more than 
the highest display of her regal state might ; and what might 
have seemed too free in her mode of appearing before them, was 
more than atoned for by tho enthusiasm of the moment, and by 
tlie delicacy evinced in her hasty retreat. Often as the shouts 
died away, as often were they renewed till wood and hill rung 
again ; and many a deep oath was made that morning on the 
•cross of the sword, that the hand should not part with the weapon, 
till Mary Stewart was restored to her rights. But what are pro- 
mises, what the hopes of mortals I In ten days, these gallant and 
devoted votaries were slain, wore captives, or liad fled. 

Mary flung herself into the nearest seat, and still blushing, yet 
half smiling, exclaimed, “ Ma mignone, what will they think of 
me ? — to shew myself to them with my bare feet hastily thrust 
into the slippers — only this loose mantle about pie — my hair 
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loose on my slioulders — my arms and neck so bare — Oh, the 
best they can suppose is, that her abode in yonder dungeon has 
turned tJieir Queen’s brain ! But my rebel subjects saw me 
exposed when I was in the depth of affliction, wliy should I 
hold colder ceremony with these faithful and loyal men ? — Call 
Fleming, however — 1 trust she has not forgotten the little mail 
with my apparel — We must be as bnive as we can, mhjnone.'^’ 

“ Nay, madam, our good Lady Fleming was in no case to 
remember any thing.’* 

“ You jest, Catherine,” said the Queen, somewhat offended ; 
“ it is not in her nature, surely, to forget her duty so far as to 
leave us without a change of apj^arel 1” 

Roland Grceine, madam, took care of that,” answered Cathe- 
rine ; “ for ho threw the mail, with your highness’s clothes and 
jewels, into the boat, ere he ran back to lock the gate — 1 never 
saw so awkward a page as tliat youth — the packet well-nigh fell 
on my head.” 

“ Ho shall make thy heart amends, my girl,” said Queen Mary, 
laughing, for that and all other offences given. But call 
Fleming, and let us put ourselves into appartd to meet our faith- 
ful lords.” 

Such had been tlie preparations, and such was the skill of I^ady 
Fleming, that the Queen appeared before her assembled nobles 
in such attire as became, though it could not enhance, her 
natural dignity. With the most winning courtesy, she expressed 
to each individmil her grateful thanks, and dignified not only 
every noble, but many of the lesser barons by her particular 
attention. 

“ And whither now, my lords?” slie said ; ‘‘ what >vay do your 
counsels determine for ns 

« To Draphane Castle,” replied Lord Arbroath, “ if your 
Majesty is so pleased ; and thonce to Dunbarton, to place your 
Grace’s person in safety, after which wo long to prove if these 
traitors will abide us in tlie held.” 

“ And when do we journey ?” 

** We propose,” said Lord Seyton, “ if your Grace’s fatigue will 
permit, to take horso after tlie morning’s meal.” 

“ Your pleasure, my lords, is mine,’’ replied tho Queen ; “ we 
will ruk? our journey by your wisdom now, and hope hereafter to 
have the advantage of governing by it our kingdom. — You will 
permit my ladies and me, my good lords, to break our fasts along 
with you — Wc must be half soldiers ourselves, and set state apai't.” 

Low bowed many a helmeted head at this gracious proffer, 
when the Queen, glancing her eyes through the assembled leaders, 
missed both Douglas and Roland Greemc, and inquired for them 
in a whisper to Catherine Seyton. 

“ They are in yonder oratory, madam, sad enough,” replied 
Catherine ; and the Queen observed that her favourite’s eyes were 
red with weeping. 
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‘‘ This must not be,” said the Queen. " Keep the company 
amused — I will seek them, and introduce them myself.” 

She went into the oratory, where the first she met was George 
Douglas, standing, or rather reclining, in tlie rcccsa of a window. 
Ills back rested against the wall, and his arms folded on his breast. 
At the sight of the Queen he started, and his countenance shewed, 
for an instant, an expression of intense delight, which was in* 
stautly exchanged for his usual deep melancholy. 

“ What means this ?” she said ; “ Douglas, why does the first 
deviser and hold executor of the happy scheme for our freedom, 
slum Lho company of his fellow-nobles, and of the Sovereign 
whom he has obliged 

“ Madam,” rcjdied Douglas, those whom you graci^ with your 
presence bring followei*s to aid your cause, wealtli to support 
your state, — cun offer you halls in which to feast, and impreg- 
nable castles for your defence. I am a houseless and laudless 
man — disinherited by my mother, and laid under her male- 
diction — disowned by my name and kindred — who bring 
nothing to your stondjird hut a single sword, and the poor life of 
its owner.” 

“ Do you mean to upbraid me, Douglas,” replied the Queen, 
“ by slicwing what you have lost for iny sake V' 

** God forbid, madam !” interrupted the >oung man, eagerly ; 

were it to do again, and had 1 ten times as much rank and 
wealth, and twenty times as many friends to lose, my losses 
would bo over-paid by the fii*st step you made, as a free princess, 
upon the soil of your native kingdom.” 

“ And what then ails you, that you will not rejoice witli Uiose 
who rejoice upon the same joyful occiision ?” said the Queen. 

“ Madam,” replied the youth, ‘‘ though exheridated and dis- 
owned, I am yet a Douglas : with most of yonder nobles my 
family have been in feud for ages — a cold reception amongst 
them were an insult, aud a kind one yet more humiliating.” 

“ For shame, Douglas,” replied tlie Queen, “ shake off tliis 
unmanly gloom ! — J can make thee match for the best of tliem 
in title and fortune, and, believe me, I will. — Go then amongst 
them, T command you.” 

That word,” said Douglas, " is enough — I go. This only let 
me say, tJiat not for wealth or title would I have done that which 
1 have done — Mai*y Stewart will not, and the Queen cannot, 
reward mo.” 

So Baying, he left the oratory, mingled with the nobles, and 
placed himself at the bottom of the tabic. The Queen looked 
after him, and put her kerchief to her eyes. 

“ Now, Our Lady pity me,” she said, " for no sooner are 
my prison cares ended, than those which beset me as a woman 
and a queen again thicken around me. — Happy Elizabeth I to 
whom political interest is ever}' thing, and whose heart never 
betrays thy head. — And now must 1 seek this other boy, if I 
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would prevent daggers-drawing betwixt him and the young 
Seyton.” 

Roland Graeme waa in the same oratory, but at such a distance 
hrom Douglas, tliat he could not overhear what passed betwixt the 
Queen and him. He also was moody and thoughtful, but cleared 
his brow at the Queen’s question, How now, Roland ? you are 
negligent in your attendance this morning. Are you so much 
overcome with your night’s ride 

“ Not so, gracious madam,” answered Graeme; " but I am fold 
the Page of Loclileven is not the Page of Niddrie-Castle; and so 
Master Henry Seyton hath in a manner been pleased to supersede 
ray attendance.” 

" Now, Heaven forgive me,” said the Queen, how soon these 
cock-chickens begin to spar ! — with children and boys, at least, 
I may be a queen. — 1 will have you friends. — Some one send 
me Henry Seyton hither.” As she spoke the last words aloud, 
the youth whom she had named entered the apartment. “ Come 
hither,” she said, “ Henry Seyton — I will have you give your 
hand to this youth, who wi well aided in tho plan of ray escape.” 

Willingly, madam,” answered Seyton, so that the youth will 
grant me, as a boon, that he touch not the hand of another Seyton 
whom he knows of. My hand has passed current for hers with 
him before now — and to win my friendship, he must give up 
thoughts of my sister’s love.” 

Henry Seyton,” said the Queen, " does it become you to add 
any condition to my command ?” 

“ Madam,” said Henry, " I am tiie servant of your Grace’s 
throne, son to the most loyal man in Scotland. Our goods, our 
castles, our blood, arc yours ; Our honour is in our own keeping. 
I could say more, hut ” 

*‘Nay, speak on, rude boy,” said the Queen; ‘‘what avails it 
that I am released from Ijochleven, if 1 am thus enthralled under 
the yoke of my pretended deliverers, and prevented from doing 
justice to one who has deserved as well of me as yourself P* 

“ Be not in this distemperature for me, sovereign Lady,” said 
Roland ; “ this young gentleman, being the faithful servant of 
your Grace, and the brother of Catherine Seyton, bears that about 
him which will charm down my passion at tho hottest.” 

“ T warn tliee once more,” saicl Henry Seyton, haughtily, “ that 
you make no speech which may infer that the daughter of Lord 
Seyton can be aught to thee beyond what she is to every churl’s 
blood in Scotland.” 

The Queen was again about to interfere, for Roland’s com- 
plexion rose, and it became somewhat questionable how long his 
love for Catlierine would suppress the natural hro of his temper. 
But the interposition of another person, hitherto unseen, prevented 
Mary’s interference. There was in the oratory a separate shrine, 
enclosed with a high screen of pierced oak, within which was 
placed an image of Saint Benuet, of peculiar sanctity. From this 
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recess, in which she had been probably engaged in her devotions, 
issued suddenly Magdalen Grannie, and addressed Henry Seyton, 
in reply to his last offensive expressions — “ And of what clay, 
then, are they moulded these Seytons, that tlie blood of the 
Griemes may not aspire to mingle with theirs I Know', proud 
boy, tliat when I call tliis youth my daughter’s child, J affirm his 
descent from Mjdise Earl of Strathern, called Malise with the 
Bright Brand; and I trow the blood of your house springs from 
no higher source.” 

“ Good mother,” said Seyton, “ methinks your sanctity should 
make you superior to these worldly vanities ; and indeed it seems 
to have rendered you somewhat oblivious touching tliem, since, 
to be of gentle descent, the father’s name and lineage must be as 
w'ell qualified as the mother’s.” 

“ And if 1 say he comes of the blood of A vend by the father’s 
side,” replied Magdalen Groiiiie, name 1 not blood as richly 
coloured as thine own ?” 

Of Avenel ?” said the Queen ; is my page descended of 
Avenol ?” 

Ay, gracious Princess, and the last male heir of that ancient 
house — Juliau Avenel was his father, who fell in battle against 
the Southron.” 

I have heard the tale of sorrow,” said tJie Queen ; “ it was 
thy daughter, then, who followed that unfortunate baron to the 
field, and died on iiis body ? Alas ! how' many ways dot»s 
woman’s affection find to work out her own misery I The talc 
has oft been teld and sung in hall and bower — And thou, Roland, 
art tliat child of misfortune, who was left among the dead and 
dying \ Henry Seaton, he is thine equal in blood and birtli.” 

Scarcely so,” said Henry Seyton, “ even were ho legitimate ; 
but if the tale ho told and sung aright, Julian Avenel W'iis a false 
knight, and his leinan a frail and credulous maiden.” 

“ Now', by Heaven, thou best !” said Roland Gnemc, and laid 
his hand on his sword. The entrance of Lord Seyton, however, 
prevented violence. 

Save me, my lord,” said the Queen, “ and separate tiicse wild 
and untamed spirits.” 

" How, Henry,” said the Baron, “ are my castle, and the 
Queen’s presence, no checks on tliine insolence and impetuosity ? 
— And with wlu»m art thou brawling \ — unless my eyes spell 
that token false, it is with the very youth who aided me so gallantly 
in the skirmish witli the Leslies — Let me look, fair youtli, at the 
medal which tliou wearest in tliy cap. By Saint Bennet, it is the 
same ! — Henry, I command tliee to forbear him, as thou lovest 
my blessing ” 

“ And os you honour my command,” said the Queen ; “ good 
service hath he done me.” 

Ay, madam,” replied young Seyton, “ as when he carried the 
billet enclosed in the sword-sheath to Lochleven — marry, the 
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good youth knew no more than a pack-horse what he was CB.rry- 
ing.” 

“ But I who dedicated him to this great work,” said Magdalen 
Groeme — “I, by whose advice and agency diis just heir hath 
been unloosed from her thraldom — I, who spared not the last 
remaining hope of a falling house in this great action — I, at 
least, know and counselled ; and what merit may be mine, let the 
reward, most gi'acious Queen, descend upon this youth. My 
ministry here is ended ; you are free — a sovereign Princess, at 
the head of a gallant army, surrounded by valiant barons — My 
service could avail you no farther, but might well prejudice you ; 
your fortune now rests upon men’s hearts and men’s swords — 
May they prove as trusty as the faith of women !” 

You will not leave us, mother,” said the Queen — *‘you whose 
practices in our favour were so powerful, who dared so many 
dangers, and wore so many disguises, to blind our enemies and to 
oonfiriii our friends — you will not leave us in the dawn of our 
reviving fortunes, ere we have time to know and to thank you s” 

“ You cannot know her,” answ'ered Magdalen Grceme, “^who 
knows not herself — there are times, when, in tliis woman’s frame 
of mine, there is the strength of him of Gath — in this overtoiled 
brain, the wisdom of the most sago counsellor — and again the 
mist is on mo, and my strength is weakness, my wisdom folly. I 
have spoken before princes and cardinals — ay, noble Priucess, 
even before the princes of thine own house of liorraine ; and I 
know not whence the words of persuasion came which flowed 
from my lips, and were drunk in b> their ears. — And now, even 
when I most need words of porsuasion, there is sometliing which 
chokes my voice, and rohs roe of uttcTanee.” 

‘‘If there be aught in my power to do theo pleasure,” said the 
Queen, “the barely naming it shall avail as well as all thiiu' 
eloquence.” 

“ Sovereign Lady,” replied the enthusiast, “ it shames me that 
at this high raomeut something of human frailty should cling to 
one, wliose vows the saints have heard, whoso labours in the 
rightful cause Heaven has prospered. But it will be tlius while 
the living spirit is shrined in tlie clay of mortality — I will yield 
to the folly,” she said, weeping as she spoke, “ and it shall be tlie 
last.” Then seizing Roland’s baud, she led him to tlie Queen’s 
feet, kneeling herself upon one knee, and causing him to kneel on 
both. “ Mighty Princess,” she said, “ look on this flower — it 
was found by a kindly stranger on a bloody flcld of battle, and 
long it was ere my anxious eyes saw, and my arms pressed, all 
that was left of my only daughter. For your sake, and for tliat 
of the holy faith we both profess, 1 could leave this plant, while it 
was yet tender, to the nurture of strangers — ay, of enemies, by 
whom, perchance, Iiis blood would have been poured forth as 
wine, had the heretic Glendinning known that he had in his house 
the heir of Julian Aveuel. Since then I liave seen him only in a 
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few hours of doubt and dread, and now 1 part with the child of 
my love — for ever — for ever ! — Oh, for every weary step 1 have 
made in your rightful cause, in this and in foreign lands, give 
protection to the child whom I must no more call mine !” 

I swear to you, mother,** said the Queen, deeply affected, 
“ that, for your sake and his own, his happiness and fortunes shall 
be our charge !** 

“ 1 tliank you, daughter of princes,’* said Magdalen, and pressed 
her lips, first to the Queen’s hand, then to the brow of her grand- 
son. “ And now,” she said, drying her tears, and rising with 
dignity, “ Earth has had its own, and Heaven claims the rest. — 
Lioness of Scotland, go forth and conquer ! and if the prayeiTi of 
a devoted votaress can avail thee, they will rise in many a land, 
and from many a distant shrine. 1 will glide like a ghost from 
land to land, from temple to temple ; and whore the very name 
of my country is unknown, the priests shall ask who is the Queen 
of that distant northern laiul, for whom tho aged pilgrim was so 
fervent in prayer. Farewell ! Honour bo tliine, and earthly 
prosperity, if it be the will of God — if not, may the penance tliou 
shalt do here ensure thee happiness hereafter I — Lot no one 
speak or follow me — my resolution is taken — my vow cannot be 
cancelled,’* 

She glided ft'om their presence as she spoke, and her last look 
was upon her beloved grandchild. lie would have risen aud 
followed, but the Queen and Lord Scyton intei*fered. 

" Press not on her now,” said Lord Seyton, “ if you would not 
lose her for ever. Many a time have we seen the sainted mother, 
and often at the most needful moment ; but to press on her privacy, 
or to thwart her purpose, is a crime which she cannot pardon. 
I trust we shall yet sec her at her need — a holy woman she Is 
for certain, and dedicated wholly to prayer and penance ; and 
henco the heretics hold her as one distracted, while true Catholics 
deem her a saint,” 

“ Let me then hope,” said the Queen, “ that you, my lord, will 
aid me in the execution of her lost request.” 

What ! in the protection of my young second ? — cheerfully 
— that is, in all that your majesty can think it fitting to ask of 
me. — Henry, give tliy hand upon the instant to Roland Avonel, 
for so 1 presume he must now be called.” 

“ And shall be Lord of the Barony,” said tlie Queen, “ if God 
prosper our rightful arras.” 

“ It can only be to restore it to my Idnd protectress, who now 
holds it,” said young Avenel. I would rather be landless all 
iny life, than she lust a rood of ground by me.” 

“ Nay,” said the Queen, looking to Lord Scyton, his mind 
matches his birth — Henry, thou hast not yet given thy hand.” 

“ It is his,” said Henry, giving it with some appearance of 
courtesy, but whispering Roland at the same time, — For all 
this, thou liast not my sister’s.” 
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“ May it please your Grace,” said Lord Seyton, now that 
these passages aro over, to honour our poor meal. Time it were 
that our banners were reflected hi the Clyde. We must to horse 
witli as little delay as may be.” 


CHAPTER XXXVIT. 

Ay, sir — our ancient crown, m these wild times. 

Oft stood upon a cast-~-tlio gamester’s ducat. 
bi> often staked, and lost, and then regain’d, 

Scarce know so many liazards. 

The Spamsh Father. 

It is not our object to enter into the historical part of the reign 
of the ill-fated Mary, or to recount how, during the week which 
succeeded her flight from Lochloven, her partisans mustered 
around her with their followers, forming a gallant army, amount- 
ing to six thousand men. So much light has been lately thrown 
on the most minute details of the period, by Mr ChalmeT*d, in his 
valuable History of Queen Mary, that the reader may be safely 
referred to it for the fullest information which ancient records 
afford concerning that interesting time. It is sufficient for our 
purpose to say, that while Mary’s head-quarters were at Hamilton, 
the Regent and his adhei*ent8 had, in the King’s name, assembled 
a host at Glasgow, inferior indeed to that of tlie Queen in numbers, 
but formidable from the military talents of Murray, Morton, the 
Laird of Grange, and others, v. ho had been trained from their 
youth in foreign and domestic wars. 

In these circumstances, it was the obvious policy of Queen 
Mary to avoid a confli( t, secure that were her person once in 
safety, the number of her adherents must daily increase ; whereas, 
the forces of tliose opposed to her must, as had frequently hap- 
I>ened in the previous history of her reign, have diminished, luid 
their spirits become broken. And so evident w'as this to her 
counsellors, that they resolved their first step should be to place 
the Queen in the strong castle of Dunbarton, there to await the 
course of events, the arrival of succours from France, and tlie 
levies which were made by her adherents in every province of 
Scotland. Accordingly, orders were given, that all men should 
be on horseback or on foot, appai*elled in their armour, and ready 
to follow the Queen’s standard in array of battle, the avowed 
determination being to escort her to the castle of Dunbarton in 
defiance of her enemies. 

The muster was made upon Hamilton-Moor, and the march 
commenced in all the pomp of feudal times. Military music 
sounded, banners and pennons waved, armour glittered far and 
wide, and spears glanced and twinkled like stars in a frosty sky. 
The gallant spectacle of warlike parade was on this occasion dig- 
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nified by the presence of the Q,ueen herself, who, with a fair 
retinue of ladies and household attendants, and a special guard 
of gentlemen, amongst whom young Scyton and Roland were dis- 
tinguished, gave grace ut once and confidence to tlic army, which 
spread its ample files before, around, and behind her. Many 
churchmen also joined the cavalcade, most of wliom did not 
scruple to assume arms, and declare their intention of wielding 
them in defence of Mary and the Catholic faith. Not so the 
Abbot of Saint Mary’s. Roland had not seen this prelate since 
the night of their escape from Lochlevon, and he now beheld 
him, robed in the dress of liia order, assume his station near the 
Queen’s person. Roland hastened to pull off his basnet, and 
beseech the Abbot’s blessing. 

“ Thou hast it, iiiy sou !” said the priest ; “ 1 see thee now under 
thy true name, and in thy rightful garb. The helmet with the 
holly branch befits your brows well — T have long W'aited for the 
hour thou shouldst assume it.” 

“ Then you knew of iny descent, my good father !” said Roland. 

I did so, but it was under seal of confession from thy grand- 
mother ; nor was 1 at liberty to tell the secret, till she herself 
should make it known.” 

“ Her reason lor such secrecy, my father ?” said Roland 
AveneJ. 

“ Fear, perchance, of my brother — a mistaken fear, for Halbert 
w'ould not, to ei\sure himself a kingdom, have offered wTong to an 
orphan ; besides that, your title, in quiet times, eveji had your 
father done your mother that justice which I well hope he did, 
could not have competed w ith that of my brother’s wife, the child 
of .Julian’s elder brother.” 

“ They need fear no competition from me,” said Avenel. 
“ Scotland is wide enough, and there are many manors to win, 
without plundering my bene factor. But prove to me, my reve- 
rend father, that my father was just to my iiiotlier — shew me that 
I may call myself a legitimate Aveuel, and make me your boundeii 
slave for ever.” 

“ Ay,” replied the Abbot, “ I hear the Soy tons hold thee cheap 
for that stain on thy shield. Something, lu)\vcver, 1 have learnt 
from the late Abbot Boniface, which, if it prove sootli, may 
redeem that reproach.” 

“ Tell me that blessed nows,” said Roland, “ and the futuro 
service of my life ” 

“Rash boy!” said the Abbot, “I should but madden thino 
impatient temper, by exciting hopes that may never be fulfilled 
— and is this a time for them t Think on what perilous march 
we are bound, and if thou hast a sin uncoufessed, neglect not the 
only leisure which Heaven may percliance afford thee for confes- 
sion and absolution.” 

“ There will be time enough for both, I trust, when we reach 
Dunbarton,” answered the page. 
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Ay,” said tho Abbot, “ thou crowcst as loudly as the rest — 
but wo are not yet at Dunbarton, and there is a lion in the path.” 

“ Mean you Murray, Morton, and the other rebels at Glasgow, 
my reverend father ? Tush ! they dare not look on tlio royal 
banner,” 

" Even so,” replied the Abbot, " speak many of those who are 
older, and should be wiser, than thou. — 1 have returned from 
the southern shires, where I left many a chief of name arming in 
the (Queen’s interest — I left the lords here wise and considerate 
men — I find them madmen on my return — they are willing, for 
mere pride and vainglory, to brave the enemy, and to carry the 
Queen, as it were in triumph, past tho walls of Glasgow, and under 
the beards of tho adverse army. — Seldom does Heaven smile on 
such mistimed confidence. We shall bo encountered, and that to 
tho purjiosc.” 

“ And so much the better,” replied Roland, “ tho field of battle 
was my cradle.” 

“ Beware it bo not thy dying bod,” said the Abbot. “ But 
what avails it whispering to young wolves the dangera of tho 
chase ? You will know, perchance, ere this day is out, what 
yonder men are, whom you hold in rash contempt.” 

“ Why, what arc they ?” said Henry Soyton, who now joined 
them ; “ have they sinews of wire, and flesh of iron ? — Will lead 
pierce and steel cut them 1 — If so, reverend father, wc have 
little to fear.” 

** They are evil men,” said the Abbot, “ but tho trade of war 
demands no saints. — Murray and Morton arc known to be the 
best generals in Scotland. No one ever saw Lindesay’s or 
Ruthven’s back — Kirkaldy of Grange was named by the Con- 
stable Montmorency the first soldier in Europe — My brother, 
too good a name for su^:h a cause, has been fai’ and wide known 
for a soldier.” 

The better, tho better!” said Scyton, triumphantly; “ we shall 
have all tliose traitors of rank and name in a fair field before us. 
Our cause is the best, our numbers are the strongest, our hearts 
and limbs match theirs — Saint Bennet, and set on !” 

The Abbot made no reply, but seemed lost in reflection; and 
his anxiety in some measure communicated itself to Roland 
Avenel, who ever, as their line of march led over a ridge or an 
eminence, cast an anxious look towards the towers of Glasgow, as 
if he expected to see symptoms of the enemy issuing forth. It 
was not that he feared the flght, but the issue was of such dorp 
import to his country, and to himself, that the natural fire of his 
spirit burned with a less lively, though with a more intense glow. 
Love, honour, fame, fortune, all seemed to depend on the issue of 
one field, rashly hazarded perliaps, but now likely to become 
unavoidable and decisive. 

When, at length, their march came to be nearly parallel with 
the city of Glasgow, Roland became sensible that the high grounds 
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V»efore them were already in part occupied by a force, shewing, 
like their own, the royal banner of Scotland, and on the point of 
being supported by columns of infantry and squadrons of horse, 
which the city gates had poured forth, and which hastily advanced 
to sustain those troops wlio already possessed the ground in front 
of the Queen’s forces. Horseman aftt r horseman galloped in from 
the advanced guard, with tidings that Murray had taken the field 
with his whole army ; that his object was to intercept the Queen’s 
march, and his purpose untpiestionable to hazard a battle. It 
was now that the tempers of men were subjected to a sudden and 
a severe trial ; and that those who had too presumptuously con- 
cluded that they would pass without combat, w'cre something dis- 
concerted, when, at once, and w'lth little time to drliber».te, they 
found themselves placed in front of a resolute enemy. - * Their 
chiefs immediately assembled around the Queen, and held a hasty 
council of war. Mary’s quivering lip confessed the fear which 
she endeavoured to conceal under a bold and dignified demeanour. 
But her efforts were overcome by painful recollections of the dis- 
astrous issue of her last appearance in arms at Carberry-hill ; and 
when she meant to have asked them their advice for ordering the 
battle, she involuntarily inquired whether there were no means 
of escaping without an engagement ? 

“ Escaping ?” answered the Lord Seyton ; ‘‘ wdicn I stand as one 
to ten of your Highner s’s enemies, I may think of escape — but 
never while 1 stand with three to two !” 

“Battle! battle!” exclaimed the assembled lords; “we will 
drive the rebels from their vantage ground, as tlie hound turns 
tlie hare on the hill side.” 

“ Methinks, my noble lords,” said tho Abbot, “it were as well 
to prevent his gaining that advantage. — Our road lies through 
yonder hamlet on the brow', and whichever party hath the luck 
to possess it, with its little gardens and enclosures, will attain a 
post of gi’eat defence.” 

“ The reverend father Is right,” said the Queen. “ Oh, haste 
thee, Seyton, haste, and get ttiither before them — they are 
marching like the wind.” 

Seyton bowed low, and turned his horse’s head. — “Your 
Highness honours me,” he said ; “ 1 w'ill instantly press forward, 
and seize tho pass.” 

“ Not before me, my lord, whose charge is the command of the 
vanguard,” said tho Lord of Arbroath. 

“ Before you, or any Hamilton in Scotland,” said the Seyton, 
“having the Queen’s command — Follow me, gentlemen, my 
vassals and kinsmen — Saint Benuet, and set on !” 

“ And follow' me,” said Arbroath, “ my noble kinsmen, and brave 
men-teiiants. we will sec which will firat reach the post of danger. 
For God and Queen Mary!” 

“ Ill-omened haste, and most unhappy strife,” said the Abbot, 
who saw tliem and their followers rush hastily and emulously to 
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ascend tiie height, without waiting till their men were placed in 
order. — " And you, gentlemen,” he continued, addressing Roland 
and Seyton, who were each about to follow those who hastened 
thus disorderly to the conflict, "will you leave the Queen’s 
person unguarded 

" Oh, leave me not, gentlemen !” said tlio Queen — " Roland 
and Seyton, do not leave me — thei*e are enough of arms to strike 
in this fell combat — withdraw not those to whom I trust for my 
safety.” 

" We may not leave her Grace,” said Roland, looking at Seyton 
and turning his horse. 

" I ever looked when thou wouldst find out that,” rejoined the 
fiery youth. 

Roland made no answer, but bit his lip till the blood came, and 
spurring his horse up to the side of Catherine Seyton’s palfrey, 
ho whispeml in a low voice, " Inevcrthoiighttohave done aught 
to deserve you; but this day I have hoard myself upbmded with 
cowardice, and my sword remained still sheathed, and all for the 
love of you.” 

" There is madness among us all,” said the damsel; "my father, 
my brother, and you, are all alike bereft of reason. Yo shoidd 
think only of this poor Queen, and you are all inspired by your 
own absurd jealousies — The Monk is the only soldier and man 
of. sense amongst you all. — My Lord Abbot,” she cried aloud, 
" were it not better we should draw to the westward, and wait the 
event that God shall send us, instead of remaining here in the 
highway, endangering the Queen’s person, and cumbering tlio 
troops in their advance 

" You say well, my daughter,” replied the Abbot; "had we but 
one to guide us where the Queen’s person may be in safety — 
Our nobles hun’y to the conflict, without casting a thought on tlie 
very cause of the war.” 

" Follow me,” said a knight,orman-at-armH, well mounted, and 
attired completely in black armour, but having the visor of his 
helmet closed, and bearing no ci'est on his helmet, or device upon 
his shield. 

" Wc will follow no stranger,” said the Abbot, " without somo 
warrant of his truth.” 

" I am a stranger and in your hands,” said the horseman ; " if 
you wish to know more of me, tlie Queen herself will be your 
warrant.” 

The Queen had remained fixed to the .spot, as if disabled by 
fear, yet mechanically smiling, bowing, and waving her hand, as 
banners were low^ered and speara depressed before her, while, 
emulating the strife betwixt Seyton and Arbroath, band on band 
pressed forward their march towards the enemy. Scarce, how- 
ever, had the black rider whispered something in her ear, than 
she assented to what he said; and when he spoke aloud, and with 
an air of command, " Gentlemen, it is the Queen’s pleasure that 
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yoa should follow mo,** Mary uttered, with something like eager- 
ness, the word “ Yes.’* 

All were in motion in an instant ; for the black horseman, 
throwing off a-sort of apathy of manner, which his first appearance 
indicated, spurred his horse to and fro, making him take such 
activo bounds and short turns, as shewed the rider master of the 
animal ; and getting the Q,ueeu*s little retinue in some order for 
marching, he led them to the left, directing his course towards a 
castle, which, crowning a gentle yet commanding eminence, pre- 
sented an extensive view over the country beneath, and in parti- 
cular, commanded a view of those heights wliich both armies 
hastened to occupy, and which it was now apparent must almost 
instantly be the scene of struggle and dispute. 

“ Yonder towers,’* said the Alibot, ((uestioning the sable horse- 
man, to whom do they belong ? — and arc they now in the hands 
of friends ?’* 

“ They are uiitenaiited,’* replied the stranger, “ or, at least, they 
have no hostile inmates. — But urge these youths, Sir Abbot, to 
make more haste — this is but an evil time to satisfy their idle 
curiosity, by peering out upon tlie battle in which they are to lake 
no share.” 

The worse luck mine,’* said Henry Seyton, who overheard 
him; “I would rather be under my father’s banner at this moment 
than bo made Chamberlain of llolyrood, for this my present duty 
of peaceful ward well and patiently discharged.” 

“ Your place under your father’s banner will shortly bo right 
dangerous,” said Roland Avcnel, who, pressing his horse towards 
the westward, had still his look reverted to the armies; " for I see 
yonder body of cavalry, which presses from the eastward, will 
reach the village ere Lord Seyton can gain it.” 

They are but cavalry,” said Seyton, looking attentively ; “ they 
cannot hold the village without shot of harquebusa.” 

Look more closely,” said Roland ; you will see that eaeh of 
these horsemen who advance so rapiiUy from Glasgow, carries a 
footman behind him.” 

Now, by Heaven, he speaks well !” said the black cavalier ; 
" one of you tw’o must go carry the news to Lord Seyton and 
Lord Arbroath, that they hasten not their horsemen on before the 
foot, hut advance more regularly.” 

“ Be that my errand,” said Roland, “ for 1 first marked the 
stratagem of the enemy.” 

“ But, by your leave,” said Seyton, " yonder is my father’s 
banner engaged, and it best becomes me to go to the rescue.” 

1 will bUiud by tlie Queen’s decision,” said Roland Avenel. 

“ What now appeal ? — what new quarrel ?” said Queen Mary 
— ‘‘ Are there not in yonder dark host enemies enough to Mary 
Stewart, but must her very friends turn enemies to each otlier I” 

“ Nay, madam,” said Roland, “ the young Master of Seyton and 
1 did but dispute who should leave your person to do a most 
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needful message to the host. He thought his rank entitled him, 
and 1 deemed that the person of least consequence^ l>eing myself', 
were better perilled ” 

“ Not so,” said the Queen ; “ if one must leave mo, be it 
Seyton.” 

Henry Seyton bowed till the white plumes on his helmet mixed 
with the flowing mane of his gallant war-horse, then placed him- 
self firm in the saddle, shook his lance aloft w ith an air of triumph 
and determination, and striking his horse with the spurs, made 
towards his father’s banner, which was still advancing up the liill, 
and dashed his steed over eveiy obstacle that occurred in his 
headlong path. 

“ My brother ! my father !” exclaimed Catherine, with an ex- 
pression of agonized apprehension — “they are in the midst of 
peril, and I in safety!” 

Would to God,” said Roland, “ that T were with them, and 
could ransom every drop of their blood by two of mine !” 

“ Do I not know thou dost wish it ? ’ said Catherine — Can a 
woman say to a man what I have wtdl-nigli said to thee, and yet 
think that ho could harbour fear or faintness of heart ? — There 
is that in yon distant sound of approaching battle that pleases mu 
even while it affrights mo. 1 would [ were a man, that I might 
feel that stern delight, without the mixture of terror !” 

“ Ride up, ride up, Lady Catherine Seyton,” cried the Abbot, 
SLS they still sw'ept on at a rapid pace, and were now close beneath 
the walls of the castle — ride up, and aid Lady Fleming to sup- 
port the Queen — she gives way inure and more.” 

They halted and lifted Mary from the saddle, and were about 
to support her towards tlic castle, when she said faintly, “ Not 
there — not there — these wails will I never enter more !” 

“ Be a Queen, madam,” said the Abbot, and forgot tiiat you 
are a woman.” 

" Ob, I must forget inucli, much more,” answered the unfortu- 
nate Mary, ui an under tone, “ ere I can look with steady eyes on 
these well-known scenes ! — 1 must forget the days which 1 spent 
l\ere as the bride of the lost — the murdered ” 

"This is the Castle of Crookstone,” said the Lady Fleming, 
" in which the Queen held her flrst court after she w^as married to 
Darniey.” 

" Heaven,” said the Abbot, " thy hand is upon us ! — Bear yet 
up, madam — your foes are the foes of Holy Church, and God will 
this day decide whether Scotland shall be Catholic or heretic.” 

A heavy and continued fire of cannon and musketry, bore a 
tremendous burden to his words, and seemed far more than they 
to recall the spirits of the Queen. 

" To yonder tree,” she said, pointing to a yew-tree which otow 
on a small mount close to the castle; "I know it well — from 
thence you may see a prospect wide as from the peaks of Sche- 
halHon.^’ 
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Ami freeing herself from her assistants, she walked with a 
determined, yet somewhat wild step, up to tlie stem of the 
noble yew. The Abbot, Catherine, and Roland Aveiiel followed 
her, while Lady Fleming kept back the inferior persons of her 
train. The black horseman also followed tlie Queen, waiting on 
her as closely as the shadow upon the light, but ever remaining 
at the distance of two or three yards — he folded his arms on his 
bosom, turned his back to the battle, and seemed solely occupied 
by gazing on Mary, through the bars of his closed visor. The 
Queen regarded him not, but fixed her eyes upon the spreading 
yew. 

“ Ay, fair and stately tree,” she said, as if at the sight of it she 
had been rapt away from the present scone, and had overcome 
tlie horror which had oppressed her at the first approach to 
Crookstone, “ there thou staiidest, gay and goodly as ever, though 
thou hearest the sounds of w'ai*, instead of the vow^s of love. All 
Is gone since 1 last greeted thee — love and lover — vows and 
vower — king and kingdom. — How goes the iield, my Lord Abbot 1 
— with us, 1 trust — y et what but evil can Mary’s eyes witi-ess 
from this spot 1” 

Her attendants cagci'ly bent tboir eyes on the field of battle, but 
could discover nothing more than that it was obstinately contested, 
'rile small on closures and cottage gardens in the village, of which 
they hud a full and commanding view, and which shortly before 
lay, with their lines of sycamore and ash-trees, so still and quiet 
in the mild light of a May sun, wore now each convei'ted into a 
line of fire, canopied by smoko ; and the sustained and constant 
report of the musketry and cannon, mingled witli the shouts of 
meeting combatants, shewed that as yet neither party had given 
ground. 

“ Many a soul finds its final departure to heaven or hell, in 
these awful tlnmders,” said the Abbot; ‘Met those that believe 
in the Holy Clhurch, join mo in orisons for victory in this dread- 
ful combat.” 

“Not liere^ — not hero,” said the unfortunate Queen ; “pray 
not hero, father, or pray in silence — my mi in I is too much tom 
between the past and the present, to dare to approach the heavenly 
throne — Or, if we will i>ray, be it for one whose fondest affec- 
tions have boon her greatest crimes, and who has ceased to be a 
queon, only because she was a deceived and a tender-hearted 
woman.” 

“ Were it not well,” said Roland, “ that I rode somewhat nearer 
the hosts, and saw tlie fate of the day ]” 

“ Do so, in the name of Gi>d,” said tlie Abbot ; “ for if our 
friends are scattered, our flight must be hasty — but beware thou 
approach not too nigh tlic conflict ; there is more than thine own 
life depends on thy safe return.” 

“ Oh, go not too nigh,” said Catherine ; “ but fail not to see how 
the Seytons fight, and how they bear themselves.” 
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“ Fear nothing, I will be on my guard,” said Roland Avenel ; 
and without waiting farther answer, rode towards the scene of 
conflict, keeping, as he rodo, the higher and unenclosed ground, 
and ever looking cautiously around him, for fear of involving 
himself in some hostile party. As he approached, the shots rung 
sharp and more sharply on his ear, the shouts came wilder .'ind 
wilder, and he felt that thick beating of the heart, that mixture 
of natural apprehension, intense curiosity, and anxiety for the 
dubious event, which even the bravest experience when they 
approach alone to a scene of interest and of danger. 

At length he drew so close, that from a hank, screened by 
bushes and underwood, he could distinctly see u hero the struggle 
was most keenly maintained. This was in a hollow' way, leading 
to the village, up which the Queen’s vanguiird had marched, with 
more hasty courage than well-advised conduct, for the purpose of 
possessing themselves of that post of advantage. Tliey found 
their scheme anticipated, and the hedges and enclos\ires already 
occupied by the enemy, led by the celebrated Kirkaldy of 
Grange and the Earl of Morton; and not small was the loss 
which they sustained while struggling forward to come to close 
with the men-at-arms on the other side. IJiit, as the Queen’s 
followers were chiefly noblemen and barons, with their kinsmen 
and followers, they had pressed onward, contemning obstacles 
and danger, and liad, when Roland arrived on the gi’ound, met 
hand to hand at tho gorge of the pass with the Regent’s van- 
guard, and endeavoured to bear them out of tho village at the 
spear-point; while their foes, equally determined to keep tlie 
advantage which they had attained, struggled witli the like 
obstinacy to drive hack the assailants. 

Both parties were on foot, and armed in proof ; so that, when 
tlie long lances of the front ranks were fixed in each other’s 
shields, corslets, and breastplates, the struggle resembled that of 
two bulls, who, fixing their frontlets hard against each other, 
remain in that posture for hours, until the superior strength or 
obstinacy of the one compels tho other to take to flight, or beai'S 
him down h) tho earth. Thus locked together in the deadly 
struggle, which swayed slowly to and fro, as one or other party 
{gained the advantage, those who fell were trampled on alike by 
friends and foes ; those whose weapons were broken, retired from 
the front rank, and had their place supplied by others ; while the 
rearward ranks, unable otherwise to drnre in the combat, fired 
their pistols, and hurled their daggers, and the points and 
truncheons of tho broken weapons, like javelins against the 
enemy. 

“ God and the Queen 1” resounded from the one party ; “ God 
and the King !” thundered from the other ; while, in the name of 
their sovereign, fellow-subjects on both sides shed each other’s 
blood, and, in the name of their Creator, defaced his image. Amid 
the tumult was often heard tlie voices of the captains, shouting 
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their commands ; of leaders and chiefs, crying their gathering 
words ; of groans and shrieks from the falling and the dying. 

The strife had lasted nearly an hour. The strength of both 
parties seemed exhausted ; but their rage was unabated, and 
tlieir obstinacy unsubdued, when Roland, who turned eye and ear 
to all around him, saw a column of infantry, headed by a few 
horsemen, wheel round the base of the bank where lie had 
stationed lunisclf, and, levelling their long lances, attack the flank 
of the Queen’s vanguard, closely engaged as they were in conflict 
on their front. I’lie very first glance shewed him that the leader 
who directed this movement was tlie Knight of Avenel, his ancient 
master ; and the next convinced him, that its efieets W'ould be 
decisive. The result of the attack of fresh and unbroken forces 
upon the Hank of those already wearied with a long and obsti- 
nate struggle, was, indeed, instiuitaneous. 

The column of the assailants, which had hitlierto shewn on© 
dark, dense, and united line of helmets, surmounted with j)luin- 
age, was at once broken and hurled in confusion down the hill, 
vvliich they had so long ortdeavoured to gain. In vain were Die 
leaders heard calling upon their followers to stand to the combat, 
and seen personally resisting when all resi-^Uince was evidently 
\iim. They were slain, or felled to the earth, or hurried back- 
wards by the mingled tide of flight and pursuit. Wliat were 
Rxdaiid’s feelings on beholding the rout, and feeling that all that 
roiuaiued for liim was to turn bridle, and endeavour to ensure 
tlie safety of the Queen’s ])erson ! Yet, keen as his grief and 
shame might be, they wei-e both forgotten, when, almost close 
beneath tlie banic which he occupieil, he saw Henry Seyton forced 
away from his own party in the tumult, covered with dust and 
blood, and defending himself desperately against several of the 
i-nemy who had gathered around him, attracted by his gay 
armour. Roland paused not a moment, but imciliiug his steed 
down the bank, leaped him among-st tbo hostile party, dealt three 
or four blows amongst Diem, wliioh struck down two, and made 
the rest stand aloof ; then reaching Seyton his hand, he exhorted 
him to seize fast on liis horse’s mane. 

“ Wc live or die together this day,” said he; “ keep but fast 
hold till we are out of the press, and tlien my horse is yours.” 

Seyton heard and exerted his remaining strength, and, by 
tlieir joint efforts, Roland brought him out of danger, and behind 
the spot from whence he had witnessed the disastrous conclusion 
of the fight. But no sooner were they under .shelter of the trees, 
than Seyton lot go his hold, and, in spite of Itoland’s efforts to 
support him, fell at length on tlic turf. “ Trouble yourself no 
more with me,” he said ; “ this is my first and my lost battle — 
and 1 have already seen too much of it to wish to see tlio close. 
Hasten to save the Queen — and commend me to Catherine — 
she will never more be mistaken for me nor I for her — the last 
sword-stroke has made an eternal distinction.” 
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“ Let me aid you to mount my horse/’ said Kolaud, eagerly,' 
“ and you may yet be saved — 1 can find my own way on foot — 
turn but my horse’s head westward, and he will carry you fleet 
and easy as tho wind.” 

“ I will never mount steed more,” said the youth ; "farewell — 
1 love thee better dying, than ever 1 thought to have done while 
in life — 1 would that old man’s blood were not on my hand — 
Sancte Benedicte, ora pro me — Stand not to look on a dying man, 
but haste to save the Queen !” 

T)ie.se words were spoken with the last effort of his voice, and 
scarce w'ere they uttered ere the speaker was no more. They 
recalled Roland to the sense of the duty wliieh he had well-nigh 
forgotten, but they did not reach his care only. 

"The Queen — where is the Queen?” said Halbert Glendin- 
iiing, who, followed by two or three horsemen, appeared at this 
ifistont. Roland made no answer, but, turning liis horse, and 
confiding in his speed, gave him at once rein and spur, and rode 
over height and hollow towards the Castle of Crookstone. Mere 
heavily armed, and mounted upon a horse of less speed, Sir 
Halbert Glendinning followed with couched lance, calling out as 
he rode, " Sir, with the holly-branch, halt, and shew your right 
to bear that badge — fly not thus cowardly, nor dishonour the 
cognizance thou dcservost not to w^ear ! — Halt, sir coward, or by 
Heaven, 1 will strike thee with my lance on the back, and slay 
thee like a dastard — 1 am the Knight of Avcnel — I am Halbert 
Glendinning.” 

But Roland, who had no purpose of encountering his old 
master, and who, besides, knew tho Queen’s safety depended on 
liis making the best speed be could, answci'cd not a word to the 
defiances and reproaches which Sir Halbert continued to throw 
out against him ; but making the best use of his spurs, roie yet 
harder than before, and had gained about a hundred yards upon 
his pursuer, when coiiiiug near to the yew-tree where he had left 
the Queen, ho saw them already getting to horse, and cried out as 
loud as he could, " Foes I foes 1 — Ride for it, fair ladies — Brave 
gentlemen, do your devoir to protect them 1” 

So saying, he wheeled his horse, and avoiding the shock of Sir 
Halbert Glendinning, charged one of that knight’s follow ei's, who 
was nearly on a lino with him, so rudely with his lance, that he 
overtlirew horse and man. He then drew his sword and attacked 
the second, while the black man-at-arms, throwing himself in the 
way of Glendinning, they rushed on each other so fiercely, that 
both horses were overthrown, and the riders lay rolling on the 
plain. Neither was able to arise, for tho black horseman wxis 
pierced through with Glendinning’s lance, and the Knight of 
Avenel, oppressed with tlie weight of his own horse, and sorely 
bruised besides, seemed in little better plight than he whom he 
had mortally wounded. 

" Yield thee, Sir Knight of Aveuel, rescue or no rescue,” said 
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Rolan dj who had put a second antagonist out of condition to com- 
bat, and hastened to prevent Cileudiniiiug from renewinc: the 
conflict. 

“ I may not choose but yield,” said Sir Halbert, “ since I can 
no longer figlit ; but it shames mo to speak such a word to a 
coward like thee !” 

Call me not coward,” said Roland, lifting his visor, and help- 
ing his prisoner to rise, “ since but for old kindness at thy hand, 
and yet more at tliy lady’s, I had met thee as a brave man 
should.” 

“ 'fho favourite page of my wife !” said Sir Halbert, asto- 
nished ; “ Ah ! wretched boy, I have hoard of thy treason at 
Lochloven.” 

“ Reproach him not, ray brother,” said tlie Abbot, •* he was 
but an agent iy the hands of Heaven.” 

" To horse, to liorsci I” said Catherine Seyton ; “mount and be- 
gone, or we are all lost. I see our gallant army fl.ving for many 
a league — To horse*, ray Lord Abbot — To horse, Roland — My 
gracious Liege, to horse ! Ere this, we should have ridden a 
mile.” 

“ Look on these features,” said Mary, pointing to the dying 
knight, who had been unhelmed by some corapassioiiate hand ; 
“ look there, and tell mo if she wli<» ruins all who love her, ought 
to fly a foot farther to save her wretched litc !” 

The reader must have long anticipated the discovery which 
the Queen’s feelings had made before her eyes confirmed it. It 
w'as the features of the unhappy George Douglas, on which deatli 
was stamping his mark, 

“ Look — look at him well,” said tlic Queen, “thus has it been 
with all who loved Mary Stewart ! — The royalty of Francis, tlie 
wit of Chastoiar, the power and gallantry of the gay Gordon, the 
melody of Rizzio, the portly form and youthful grace of Darnley, 
the bold address and courtly manners of Botliwell — and now 
the deep-devoted passion of the noble Douglas — nought could 
save them — they looked on the wretched Mitry, and to have loved 
her was crime enough to deserve early death ! No sooner had 
the victim formed a kind thought of me, than the poisoned cup, 
the axe and block, the dagger, the mine, were i*eady to punisli 
tliem for casting away affection on such a wretch as I am I — 
Importune me not — I will fly no farther — I can die but once, 
and I will die here.'* 

While she spoke, her tears fell fast on the face of the dying 
man, who continued to fix his eyes on her with an eagerness of 
passion, which death itself could hardly subdue. — “ Mourn not 
for me,” he said faintly, “ "but care for your own safety — I die 
in mine armour as a Douglas should, and 1 die pitied by Mary 
Stewart !” 

He expired with tliese words, and without withdrawing his eyes 
from her face ; and the Queen, whose heart was of that soft and 
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gentle mouldy which in domestic life, and with a more suitable 
partner than Darnlcy, might have made her happy, remained 
weeping by the dead man, until recalled to herself by the Abbot, 
who found it necessary to use a style of unusual remonstrance. 
“We also, madam,’* he said, “ we, your Grace’s devoted follow- 
ers, have friends and relatives to weep for. I leave a brother in 
imminent jeopardy — the husband of the Lady Fleming — the 
father and brothers of the Lady Catherine, are all in yonder 
bloody field, slain, it is to be feared, or prisoners. We forget the 
fate of our own nearest and dearest, to wait on our Queen, and 
she is too much occupied with her own sorrows to give one 
thought to ours.” 

“ 1 deserve not your reproach, father,” said the Queen, check- 
ing her tears ; “ but 1 am docile to it — where must we go — 
what must we do ?” • 

“ We must fly, and that instantly,” said the Abbot ; “ whither 
is not so easily answered, but we may dispute it upon tlie road — 
Lift her to her saddle, and set fonvard.” * 

They set off accordingly — Roland lingered a moment, to com- 
mand the attendants of the Knight of Avenel to convey their 
master to the Castle of Croukstone, and to say that he demanded 
from him no other condition of liberty, than his word, that ho 
and his followers would keep secret the direction in which the 
Queen fled. As he turned his rein to depart, the honest counte- 
nance of Ad.am Woodcock shtred upon him with an expression of 
surprise, which, at another time, would have excited his hearty 
Qiirth. He had been one of the followers who had experienced 
the weight of Roland’s arm. and they now knew each other, 
Roland having put up his visor, and the good yeoman having 
thrown away his barret-cap, with the iron i)ar8 in front, that he 
rni^ht the more readily assist his master. Into this barret-cap, 
as it lay on the ground, Roland forgot not to dro): a few gold 
pieces, (fruits of the Queen’s liberality^) and with a signal of kind 
recollection and enduring friendship, he departed at full gallop 
to overtake the Queen, the dust raised by her train being aCeady 
far down the hill. 

“ It is not fairy-money,” said honest Adam, weighing and 
handluig the gold — “ And it was Master Roland himself, that is 
a certain thing — the same open hand, and, by our Lady 1” — 
(shrugging Ids shoulders) — “the same ready fist ! — My Lady 
will hear of this gladly, for she mourns for him as if he wore her 
son. And to see how gay he is ! But tliesi^ light lads are as sure 
to be uppermost as the froth to be on tlie top of the quart-pot — 
Your man of solid parts remains evei;,a falconer.” So saying, he 
went to aid his comrades, wlio liad now come up in greater num- 
bers, to carry his master into the Castle of Crookstone. 


« See Note S. Battle qfLangside. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

My native land, good-night I 

UVHON. 

Many a bitter tear was shed, during the hasty flight of Queen 
Mary, over fallen hopes, future prospects, and slaughtered friends. 
The deaths of the brave Douglas, and of tlie fiery but gallant 
young Seyton, sccraed to affect the Queen as much as the fall 
from the thrtuie, on vvhioh she had so nearly been again seated. 
Catherine Seyton devoured in secret her own grie^ anxious to 
support the broken spirits of her mistress ; and the Abbot, bend- 
ing Ilia troubhnli^houghLs u}>ou futurity, endeavoured in vain to 
forin some plan which liad a shadow of hope. The spirit of young 
Roland — for he also mingled in the hasty debates held by the 
companions of the Queen’s flight — continued unchecked and 
unbroken. 

“ Your Majesty,” he said, “has lost a battle — Your ancestor, 
Bruce, lost seven successively, ere he sat triumphant on the Scot- 
tish throne, and iiroclaimed with the voice of a victor, in the field 
of Bauiiockbiirn, the iiidependouce of his country. Are not those 
heaths, which we may traverse at will, better than the locked, 
guarded, and lake-moated Castle of Lochlcvcn * — -|We are free — 
in that one word there is comfort for all our losses.” 

He sti'uck a boM nob*, but the heart of Mary made no response. 

“ Better,” she said, “ 1 had still been in Lochlcven, than seen 
the slaughter made by rebels among the subjects w'ho offered 
themselves to death for my sake. Speak not to me of farther 
efforts — they would only cost tlic lives of you, the friends who 
recorainend them ! I would not again undergo what I felt, when 
I fla\v from yonder mount tlio swords of the fell horsemen of 
Morton raging among the faithful Seytons and llamiltons, for 
their loyalty to their Queen — 1 would not again feel wdiat 1 felt 
when Douglas’s life-blood stained my mantle for his love to Mary 
Stewart — not to be empress of all that Britain’s seas enclose. 
Find for me some place where I can hide my unhappy head, which 
brings destruction on all who love it- — it is the last favour that 
Mary asks of her faithful followers.” 

In this dejected mood, hut still pursuing her flight with unabated 
rapidity, the unfortunate Mary, after having been joined by Lord 
Herriea and a few followers, at length halted, for the first time, at 
the Abbey of Dundreniian, nearly sixty miles distant from the 
field of battle. In this remote quarter of Galloway, the Reforma- 
tion not having yet been strictly enforced against the monks, a 
few still lingered in their cells unmolested ; and the Prior, with 
fears and reverence, received the fugitive Queen at the gate of his 
convent. 

VOL. XI. Z 
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“ I bring you ruin, my good Father,” said the Queen, as she 
Avas lifted from her palfrey. 

“ It is welcome,” said the Prior, “ if it corned in the train of 
duty.” 

Placed on the ground, and supported by her ladies, the Queen 
looked for an instant at her palfrey, which, jaded and drooping 
its head, seemed as if it mourned the distresses of its mistress. 

“Good Roland,” said the Queen, whispering, “let Rosabelle 
be cared for — ask thy heart, and it will tell thee why I make this 
trifling request even in this awful hour.” 

She was conducted to her apartment, and in the hurried con- 
sul hitioii of her attendants, tlie fatal resolution of tho retreat to 
Kngland was finally adopted. In the morning it received her 
approbation, and a messenger was des])atched to the Englisli 
warden, to pray him for safe-conduct and hospit|^ity, on the part 
of the Queen of Scotland. On the next day, the Abbot Ambrose 
walked in tho garden of the Abbey with Roland, to whom he 
expressed his disapprobation of the course pursued. “ It is madness 
and ruin,” ho said ; “ better commit herself to the savage High- 
landers or wild Bordermen, than to the faith of Elizabeth. A 
woman to a rival woman — a presumptive successor to the keeping 
of a jealous and childless Queen ! — Roland, Ilerries is true and 
loyal, but his counsel has ruined his mistress.” 

' “ Ay, ruin follows us every where,” said an old man, with a spade 
in his hand, and dressed like a lay-brother, of wdiose presence, in 
the vehemence of his exclamation, the Abbot had not been aware 

— “ Gaze not on me with such wonder 1 — 1 am he who was the 
Abbot Boniface at Kennaquhair, who was the gardener Blinkhoolie 
at Lochlevcn, hunted round to the place in which I served my 
noviciate, and now yo arc come to rouse me up again ! — A 
weary ^ife 1 have had for one to whom peace was ever the dearest 
blessing !” 

“ We will soon rid you of our company, good father,” said the 
Abbot ; “ and the Queen will, I fear, trouble your retreat no 
more.” 

“ Nay, you said as much before,” said the querulous old man, 
“ and yet I was put forth from Kinross, and pillaged by troopers 
on the road. — They took from me the certificate that you wot of 
— that of the Baron — ay, he was a moss-trooper like themselves 

— You asked me of it, and I could never find it, but they found 

it — it shewed the marriage of — of — iny memory fails me — 
Now see how men differ I Father Nicholas would liavo told you 
an hundred tales of the Abbot Ingclram, on whoso soul God 
have mercy 1 — He was, I warrant you, fourscore and six, and T 
am not more than — let mo s^je ” 

“Was not Avenel the name you seek, my good father ?” said 
Roland, impatiently, yet moderating his tone tor fear of alarming 
or offending the infirm old man. 

“ Ay, ri^t — Avenel, Julian Avenel — You are perfect in tho 
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name — I kept all the special confessions, judging it held with 
niy vow to do so — I could not find it when my successor, 
Amhrosius, spoke on ’t — but the troGjicrs found it, and the Knight 
who commanded the party struck his breast, till the target clat- 
tered like an empty watering-can.” 

‘‘ Saint Mary !” said the Abbot, “ in whom could such a paper 
excite such interest ! What was the appearance of the Knight, 
his arms, his colours 

“Ye distract me with your questions — I dared hardly look 
at him — tliey charged me witli bearing letttirs for the Q,ueen, 
and searched my mail— This was all along of your doings at 
Lochleven.” 

“ 1 trust in God,” said the Abbot to Roland, who ^too«l beside 
him, shivering and trembling w'ith inq)atience, “ the paper has 
fallen into the hands of my brother ^ — 1 hoard he had been with 
his followers on tlie scout betwixt Stirling and Glasgow, — Bort> 
not the Knight a lioUy-bough on his helmet ? — Caust thou not 
i-emetiibcr V* 

“ Oh, remember — remember,” said tlie old man pettishly ; 
“ Count as many years as I do, if your plots will let yiju, and see 
what, and how much, you remember. — Why, 1 scarce remember 
the pear-mains wliicli I graded bore with my owu liaiids some 
fifty years since.” 

At this moment a bugle sounded loudly from the beach, 

“ It is the death-blast to Queen Mary’s royalty,” said Ambro- 
sius ; “ the English warden’s answer has been received, favourable 
doubtless, for wlien was the door of the trap closed against the prey 
which it was set for ? — Droop not, Roland — this matter shall be 
sifted to the bottom — but we must not now leave the Queen — 
follow me — let us do our duty, and trust the issue with God — 
Farewell, good Father — 1 will visit thee again soon.” 

Ho was about to leave the garden, followed by Roland, with 
half-reluctant steps. The Ex-Abbot resumed his spade. 

“ I could be sorry for these men,” ho said, “ ay, and for 
that poor Queen, but what avail earthly sorrows to a man of 
fourscore 1 — and it li a rare dropping morning for the early 
cole wort.” 

“ He is stricken wdth age,” said Ambrosius, as lie dragged 
Roland down to tlie sea-beach ; “ wc must let him take his time 
to collect himself — nothing now can be thought on but the fate of 
the Queen.” 

They soon arrived where she stood, surrounded by her little 
train, and by her side the sheriff of Cumberland, a gentleman of 
the house of Lowther, richly dressed and accompanied by soldiers. 
Tho aspect of the Queen exhibited a singular mixture of alacrity 
and reluctance to depart. Her language and gestures spoke 
hope and consolation to her attendants, and she seemed desirous 
to persuade eveu herself that the step she adopted was secure, 
and that the assurance she had received of kind reception was 
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altogether satisfactory ; but lier quivering lip, and unsettled eye, 
betrayed at once her anguish at departing from Scotland, and 
her fears of confiding herself to tlie doubtful faith of England. 

“ Wcilcome, my Lord Abbot,” she said, speaking to Ambrosius, 

and you, Roland Avenel, wo have joyful news for you — our 
loving sister’s officer proffers us, in her name, a safe asylum from 
the rebels who have driven us from our own — only it grieves me 
we must here part from you for a short space.” 

“ Pai't from us, madam !” said the Abbot. “ Is your w'elcome 
ill England, tlicn, to commence with the abridgment of your 
train, and dismissal of your counselloi's ?” 

“ Take it not tlius, good Father,” said Mary ; “ the Warden 
and the Sheriff, faitliful servants of our Royal Sister, deem it 
necessary to obey her instructions in the present case, even to 
the letter, and can only take upon them to admit mo with my 
female attendants. An express will instantly he despatched 
from London, assigning me a place of residence ; and 1 will 
speedily send to all of } on whenever my Coui*t shall he formed.” 

** V'our Oairt formed in England ! and while Elizabeth lives 
and reigns ?” said the Abbot — “ that will be when we shall see 
two suns in one heaven !” 

“ Do not think so,” implied the Queen ; wo are well assured 
of our sister’s good faith. Elizabeth loves fame — and not all 
that she has won by her power and Ikt wisdom will eqiud that 
which she will acipiire by extending hei' hospitality to a distressed 
sister! — mit all that she may hciHafter do of good, wdse, and 
groat, would blot out the reproach of abusing our coiifideiiee. — 
Farewell, my page ~ now my knight — farewell for a brief 
season. I will dry the teai's of Catherine, or I will weep with 
her till neitlier of us can weep loiig('r.” She held out her hand 
to Roland, who, flinging himself on his knees, kissed it with much 
emotion, lie was about to render the same homage to Cathe- 
rine, when the Queen, assuming an air of sprightl incss, said, 
“ Her lips, tlniu Polish boy ! and, Catherine, coy it not — tlieso 
]higli.sh gentlemen should see, that, even in our cold clime. 
Beauty Imows how to reward Bravery and P’idelity !” 

“ We are not now to learn the force of Scottish beauty, or the 
mettle of Scottish valour,” said the Sheriff of Cumberland, cour- 
teoush — “ 1 would it were in my power to bid these attendants 
upon lier who is herself the mistress of Scottish beauty, as 
w^elcomo to England as my poor cares would make them. But 
our Queen’s orders are positive in case of such an emergence, 
and they must not be disputed by her subject. — May I remind 
your Majesty that the tide ebbs fast ?” 

The Sheriff took the Queen’s hand, and she had already placed 
her foot on the gangway, by which she was to enter the skiff, 
when the Abbot, starting from a trance of grief and astonishment 
at the words of the Sheriff, rushed into the water, and seized 
upon her mantle. 
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She foresaw it ! — She foresaw it !*’ — he exclaimed — “ she 
foresaw your flight into her realm; and, foreseeing it, gave orders 
you should be Uius received. Blinded, deceived, doomed Prin- 
cess ! your fate is sealed when you quit this strand. — Queen of 
Scotland, thou shalt not leave thiuo horitnge !” he continued, 
holding a still firmer grasp upon her mantle ; trao men shall 
turn rebels to thy will, that they may save thee from captivity 
or death. Fear not the bills and bow's whom that gay man has 
at his beck — we will withstand him by force. Ob, for the arm 
of my warlike brother ! — Roland Aveuel, draw thy sword.” 

The Queen stood irresolute and frightened ; one foot upon tlio 
plank, the other on the sand of her native shore, which she was 
quitting for ever. 

“ What needs this violence, Sir Priest V* said the Sheriff of 
Cumberland ; “ I came hither at your Queen’s oommand, to do 
her service ; and 1 will depart at her least order, if she rejects 
such aid as I can offer, marvel is it if our Queen’s wisdom 
forcHJiw that such chance as this might happen amidst the tur- 
moils of your unsettled State ; and, while willing to afford fair 
hospitality to her Royal Sister, deemed it wise to prolubii the 
entrance of a broken army of her followers into the Englis.'i 
frontier.” 

“ You hear,” said Qiicon Mary, gently unloosing her robe 
from the Abbot’s grasp, “ that we exercise full liberty of choice 
in leaving this shore ; and, questionless, Ihe choice will moain 
free to us in going to France, or returning t(* our own domiiiionb, 
as w’e shall dctcrimne-- Besidoa, it is too late — Your blessing, 
Father, and CJod speed thee !” 

“ May lie have mercy on thee. Princess, and speed thee also 1” 
said the Abbot, retreating. ‘‘ But my soul tells mo 1 look on 
thee for the last time !” 

The sails were hoisted, the oars were plied, the vessel w^nt 
freshly on her way through the firth, which divides the sliores of 
Cumberland from those of Calloway ; but imt till tho vessel 
diminished to the size of a child’s frigate, did the doubtful, and 
dejected, and dismissed followers of the Queen cease to linger on 
the sands ; and, long, long could they discern the kerchief of 
Mary, as she waved the oft-repeated signal of adieu to her faith- 
ful adherents, and to the shores of iScoUand. 


Ip good tidings of a private nature could have consoled Roland 
for parting with his mistress, and for the distrcjsses of his sove- 
reign, he received such comfort some days subsequent to the 
Queen’s leaving Dundrennan. A breathless post — no other than 
Adam Woodcock — brought despatches from Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning to the Abbot, whom he found with Roland, still residing 
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at Dundrennan, and in vain torturing Boniface witli fresh inter- 
rogations. Tho packet bore an earnest invitation to his brother 
to mako Avenol Castle for a time his residence. “ The clemency 
of the Regent,” said the writer, " has extended pardon both to 
Roland and to you, upon condition of your remaining a time 
under my wardship. And I have that to communicate respecting 
the parentage of Roland, which not only you will willingly listen 
to, but which will be also found to afford me, as the husband of 
his nearest relative, some interest in the future course of liis 
life.” 

The Abhot read this letter, and paused, as if considering what 
were best for him to do. JM can while. Woodcock took Jloland 
aside, and addressed him as follows: — “ Now, look, Mr Roland, 
that you do not let any papistric nonsense lui*c either the priest 
or you from the right rpiarry. See ^ou, you ever bore yourself 
as a bit of a gentleman. Read that, and Uiaiik God that threw 
old Abbot Boniface in our way, as two of the ttcyton’s men were 
conveying him towards Diindrennan here. — We searched him 
for intelligence concerning that fair exploit of yourvS at Loch- 
icvcii, that has cost many a man his life, and me a set of sore 
bones — and we found >vhat is better lor your puri)oBe than 
ours.” 

TJio paper w'hieli he gave, was, indeed, an attestation by 
Father Philip, subscribing himself unworthy Sacristan, and 
brother of the House of Saint Mary’s, stating, “ that under a vow 
of secrecy he had unitod, in the lu>!y sacrament of marriage, 
Julian Avcnel and Catherine (Jranie ; but that Julian having 
repented of his union, ho, Fatlier I’hilip, liad been sinfully pre- 
vailed on by him to conceal and disguise the same, according to a 
complot devised betwixt him and tho said Julian Avcnel, whereby 
the poor damsel was iiiduced to believe that the ceremony had 
been performed by oin* net in holy orders, and having no autho- 
rity to that effect. Which sinful concealment the undersigned 
conceived to bo tho cause why he was abandoned to the mis- 
guiding of a water-fiend, whereby he had been under a spell, 
which obliged him to answer every question, even touching tho 
most solemn matters, with idle snatches of old songs, besides 
l)oing sorely afflicted with rheumatic pains over after. Where- 
fore he had deposited this testitiejitc and confession, witli the day 
and date of the said marriage, with his lawful superior Boniface, 
Abbot of Saint Mary’s, sub sujlllo confession is.'* 

It appeared by a letter from Julian, folded carefully up with 
the certificate, that the Abbot Boniface had, in effect, bestirred 
himself in the affair, and obtained from the Baron a promise to 
avow liis marriage ; but tlic death of both Julian and his injured 
bride, together with the Abbot's resignation, his ignorance of the 
fate of their unhappy offspring, and, above all, the good father’s 
listless and inactive disposition, had suffered tlie matter to 
become totally forgotten, until it was recalled by some accidental 
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conversation with the Abbot Ambrosiua concerning the fortunes 
of the Avenel family. At the re<j[ncst of his successor, the 
quondam Abbot made search for it; but, as he would receive no 
assistance in looking among the few records of spiritual expe- 
riences and important confessions, which he had conscientiously 
treasured, it might have i*cmaincd for ever hidden amongst 
them, but for the more active x*esearchc8 of Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning. 

“ So that you are like to be heir of Avenel at last, Master 
Holuiid, after my lord and lady have gone tt) their place,’’ said 
Adam^ “ and as 1 have but ojn‘ boon to ask, 1 trust you will not 
nick me with nay.” 

“ Not if it bo in my power to say yes, my trusty friend ” 

Why then, 1 must needs, if I live to see that day, keep on 
feeding the eyasi-s with unwashed flesh,” said Wt>odcock sturdily, 
yet as if doubting the reception that his rt'quest might meet 
with. 

“ Thou shalt feed them with what you list for me,” said 
Roland, laughing ; ‘‘ J anj not many inontlis older than when I 
left the Castle, but 1 trust I have gathered wit enough to cross 
no man of skill in his own vocation.” 

Tlien f would not change places with the King’s falconer,” 
said Adam Woodcock, “nor with the (Queen’s neither — but 
they say she will be mewed up and never need one. — 1 sec it 
gri(jves you to think of it, and J could grieve for company ; but 
what help for it i - - b'ortune will fly her own tliglit, let a man 
hollo himself lioarsc.” 

The Abbot and Roland journeyed to Avenel, where the former 
WHS tenderly received by his brother, while the lady wept for 
joy to find that in her favourite orphan she had protected the 
sole surviving branch of her own family. Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning and his household wi're not a little surprised at the 
change which a brief acquaintance with the world had produced 
in their former inmate, and rejoiced to find, in the pettish, 
spoiled, and presuming page, a modest and im assuming young 
man, too much acquainted with his own expectations and cha- 
racter, to be hot or petulant in demanding the consideration 
which was readily ami voluntarily yielded to him. The old 
Major Homo Wingate was the first to sing his praises, to which 
Mistress Lilias boro a loud echo, always hoping that God would 
teach him the true gospel. 

To the true gospel tlie heart of Roland had secretly long in- 
clined, and the departure of the good Abbot for France, with the 
purpose of entering into some house of liLs order in that kingdom, 
removed his chief objection to renouncing the Catliolic faith. 
Another might havo existed in the duty which he owed to Mag- 
dalen Graeme, both by birth and from gratitude. But ho learned, 
ere he had been long a resident in Avenel, that his grandmother 
liad died at Cologne, in the performance of a penance too severe 
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for her age, which she had taken upon herself in behalf of tlie 
Queen and Churcli of Scotland, so soon as alie heard of the 
defeat at Langside. The zeal of the Abbot Ainbrosius was more 

regulated ; but he retired into the Scottish convent of , and 

so liyed there, that the fraternity were inclined to claim for him 
the honours of canonization. But he guessed their purpose, and 
prayed them, on his doatli-bcd, to do no honours to the body of 
one as sinful as themselves ; but to send his body and his heart 
to bo buried in Aveiicl burial-aisle, in the monastery of Saint 
Mary’s, that the last Abbot of that celebrated house of devotion 
might sleep among its ruins.* 

Long before that period arrived, Bnland A vend was wedded 
to Catherine Seyton, who, after two years’ residence with her un- 
liappy mistress, was dismissed, upon her being subjected to closer 
restraint than had been at first exercised. She returned to her 
father’s house, and as Roland was acknowledged for the successor 
and law'ful heir of the ancient house of Avend, gi*eat]y increased 
as the estate was by the providence of Sir Halbert Cllendinning, 
there occiirred no objections to the match on the part of her 
family. Her mother was recently dead when sho first entered 
the convent; and her fatlier, in the unsettled times which 
followed Queen Mary’s flight to England, was not averse to an 
alliance with a youth, who, himself loyal to Queen Mary, still 
held some influence, through means of Sir Halbert Glondinuing, 
witli the party in power. 

Roland and Catherine, therefore, were united, spito of their 
differing faiths; and the White J^ady, wh(»se apparition liad been 
infrequent when the house of Avend seemed verging to extinc- 
tion, was seen to sport by hev haunted well, with a zone of gold 
around her bosom as broad os the baldrick of an Karl. 

* See Note T. Burial of the Abbot's Heart in the Avenel Aisle. 


FND OF THE ADUOT. 



NOTES 


TO 


THE ABBOT. 


Note A, p. 31. GliENDONlVVNK OK Ol.E.VDON\VYNK. 

Thia was a house of ancient descent and Rupcrior conscijucnc.s including pc' anna 
who fought at Bannockburn and Otterbuni, and connccled bv allianco 

and friendship with the great Karls of Doughis. The Kiught m tlio storv argno« 
as most Scotsmen would do in his situation, for all of the same clan arc popularly 
considered as descended from the same stock, aiKl as iuiving a right to tlie ances'- 
tral honour of the chief hiancli. Tins optnion, tliough sumettmes ideal, is so 
strong, oven at this day of Innovation, that it may be observed as a national 
difference between my countrunen and the English. If you ask an I'kigliKhinan 
of good birth, whether a person of the same name be connected with Iiun. bo 
answers, (if ui dHbio,) “ No — be is a mere names:* he.*’ Ask a similar question 
of a Scot, (I mean a Scotsman,) lie replies — “ lie is one of our elan ; 1 daresay 
there is a relationship, though I do not Know how d).staiit.” Tlio Enghshmnti 
thinks of discountenancing a species of i ivalry in society ; the Hcotsinan's answer 
is grounded on the ancient idea of sireiigtlicning the clan. 

Note B, p. (Ki. Ckw. of Sawt CtrriiBKRT. 

I may here observe, that tin's is entirely an ideal scene. S.aiiit Ciithbert, a 
person of established sanctity, had, no doubt, sevi'i-al places of worship on the 
Borders, where he flourished whilst living; but I'liliuonth Chapel is the only one 
which bears some rcsomblanou to the lieimitaire desciibed in the to\t. It has. 
indeed, a well, fuinoiis for gratifying llireo wislies tor every worshipper who shall 
quaff the fountain with suflicicnt belief m its eflicney. At tins spot the Saint is 
said to have landed in Ins .stone coflin, in which lie sailed down the Tweed from 
Melrose, .and here the stone coffin long by, in evidence of the fact. The late Sir 
Francis Dlake Delaval is said to have Uikcn the exact measure of the cotfiii, and 
to have ascertained, by hydrostatic principles, that it might have actually swum. 
A profane farmer in the neighbourhood announced Ins intention of converting 
this last bed of the Saint into a trough for liis swine ; but the profanation was 
rendered impossible, either by the or by some pious votary in his behalf, 
for on the following morning the stone sarcophagus was found broken in two 
fragments. 

Tillmouth Chapel, with the.se points of rescmbl.ancc, lies, however, In exactly 
the opposite direction as regards Alelrose, which the supposed cell of iSaint Cuth- 


Noto C, p. 77. Guos-IIawk. 

The comparison is taken from some beantifiil verses In an old ballad, entitled 
Pause Foodrage, published in the “ Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border.’* A 
deposed queen, to preserve her infant son from the traitors who have slain his 
father, exchanges him with the iemale offspring of a foitliful friend, and goes on 
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to direct the education of the clilldren, and the private signals by which the 
parents are to hear news each of her own offspring. 

" Aritl }ou bIirII loarn my gay goiis>hAwk 
JijRjit well to hrmtt n hteeM . 

AikI bu will 1 your turtle duw. 

Ah Well to write ami leoil. 

And ye iihall learn my g:iy gnus-havik 
T<i wieKl both bow .'iml brand. 

Ami so will 1 your turtb- dow. 

To lay gowd with her hand. 

At kirk or miirket when we meet, 

We ‘II d.in. make no avi>w, 

Ilut, ‘ hanie, how docM inj ft* ss-hawl. •>' 

Miulame, how dote my dow i*’ " 


Note 1), p. ‘1.1. Nunnkry op Saivt Hridokt. 

This, like the coll of S.iint Cuthbert, is an imaginary scene, but I took one or 
two ideas of the desolation of the interior from a story told me by my failier. In 
Ins youth — it may bo near eighty years since, as he uns born in 17^9 — he iuirt 
iicousiun to visit an old lady wtio resided m a Border castle of considerable 
renown. Only one very limited portion of the extensive rums sufticcd for the 
accoinmodivtlun of the iniiiates, and my father ainnscd himself by wandering 
through the part that was untenanted, in a dining aptirlincnt, having a roof 
richly adorned with arches ancl drops, there was deposited a large stuck of liay, 
to winch calves were helping tliem'-elves from opposite hides. As my father was 
scaling a.dark ruinous turnpike stairciise, his gre>li()und ran up before him, and 
probably was the means of saving ins lito, tor the aniiinl tell tlirougli a tr ip-duor, 
or aperture in the stair, ttius wnnung the owner of the danger of the ascent. As 
the dog continued howling from a great depth, my father got the old butler, who 
uione knew most of the localities about the castle, to unloek a sort of stable, in 
which Kilhbuck wa.s found safe and sound, the id.ice licing hlled with the same 
commodity which littered the stalls of Augcas, luid wliieli liad rendered the dog’s 
fall an easy one. 


Note E, p. 97 . Nir.v OP ICe.vt. 

A fanatic nun, called the Holy Maid of Kent, who pretended to the gift of 
prophecy and power of miracles. Having denounced the doom of speedy death 
against Henry ’N'lll. for ids marriage with Anne lloleyn, the prnplici^ss was 
Attainted in I’lirliameot, arid executed with lier accomplices. Her imposture 
was for a time so bucce^iiiful, Uiat even Sir Thomas Mure was disposed to be a 
believer. 


Note F, p. 105. Abbot ok IFniieasov. 

We loam iroin no less authority than that of Napoleon Bonaparte, that there 
is but a single step between the sublime and ridiculous ; .and it is a transition from 
one extreme to another, so very easy, that the vulgar of every degree are pecu- 
liarly captivated with it. 1'lius the* inclination to laugh becomes uncontrollable, 
when the I'olomnity and gravity of time, place, and circumstances, render It 
peculiarly improper. Some species of general license, like that which inspired 
the ancient Saturnalia, or the modern Carnival, has been commonly indulged to 
the people at all times and in almost all countries. But it was, I think, peculiar 
to the Roman Catholic Church, that while they studied how to render their 
church rites imposing and magnificent, by all tliat pomp, music, architecture, 
and external display could add to them, they nevertholeas connived, upon special 
occasions, at the frolics of the rude vulgar, who, in almost all Catholic countries, 
enjoyed, or at least assumed, the privilege of making some Lord of the revels, 
who, under the name of the Abbot of Unreason, the Boy Bishop, or the Presi- 
dent uf Fools, occupied the churches, profaned the holy places by a mock imita- 
tion of the sacred rites, and sung indecent parodies on hymns of the church. The 
indifferoncQ of the clergy, even when tlieir power was greatest, to the indecent 
exhibitions which they odways tolerated, and sometimes encouraged, forms a 
strong contrast to the sensitiveness with which tliey regarded any serious attempt, 
by preaching or writing, to impeaoli any of the doctrines of the church. It could 
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only bo compared to the sinrrnlar apathy with which they endured, and often 
admired the KroAfl novels wlucli Chaucer, Dunbar, lioccacio, Riindello, and others, 
compo«>od upon the bad morals of the clergy. It seems as if the churchmen in 
botli instances had endeavoured to conipromlse with the laity, and alloweil lliem 
occasionally to gratify their coarse humour by Indecent satire, provided they 
would abstain from any grave qiieccion concerning the foundation of the doctrines 
on which was erected such an irnmorise fabric of ecclesiastical pow'er 

But the sports thus licensed assnrned a very different appearance, so soon os 
the I'rotcstfint doctrines began to prevail ; and the licenso which tlieir forefathers 
had exercised in mere gaiety of heart, and without the least intention of dishon- 
ouring religion by their frolics, were now persevered in by the common people 
as a mode of testifying their utter disregaid for the lloinaii priesthood and its 
cerciiionics. 

1 may observe, for example, the case of an apparitor sent to Borthwick from 
the Primate of Waiiit Andrews, to cite the lord of that castle, who was opposed 
by an Abbot of Biircason, at whose coiiimund the otticor of the spiritual conrt 
was appointed to bo ducked in a mill-dam, and obliged to eat up lus parchment 
citation. 

The reader may ho aniuscd noth the following whimsical details of this Incident, 
which took place in the castle of Borthwick, in the year 1547. It appears, that 
in consequence of a process betwixt Slaster Gcorgo Hay de Minzeanc and the 
Ijord Borthwick. letters ot excoinmunication had pa“Sed against the latter, on 
aceount of the Cfintumacy ot certain witnesses. AVdliain Langlands, an apparitor 
or macer {fmculamis) tit the .'^oe of St Andrews, presented these letters to the 
curate of the cluircii of Borthwick, requiring him to publish tlie same at the ser- 
vice of high ^nn^^ It seems that the inliabitants of the i'n«tle were at tills Imie 
engaged in the favouiitc sport of eriHCting the Abbot of Unreason, a siipcies of 
iiigh-jinks, in which iiuiiuiic prelate was elected, who, like the Lord of Misrule 
in Liiglnnd, turned all sort of lawful authority, and particularly the church 
ritual, into ridiciilo. This frolicsome pornm v%ith his rctimie, notwithstanding of 
the apparitor’s character, entered the cliurch. seized upon the primate’s oftieer 
witliout hosiUatiou, and, dragging him to the niill-dniii on thu south side of the 
castle, compelled him to leap into the water. Not contented with this partial 
immersion, the Abbot of Unreason pronounced, that Mr Willmm Langlands was 
not .let sufficiently bathed, and therefore caused lus assistants to lay him on his 
liack in the stream, and duck him in the most satisfactory and pel feet manner. 
The unlortunate fippantor was then conducted luck to the church, whore, for his 
relre'thinont alter lus hath, the letters of excommunication were torn to pieces, 
arnl steoped in a howl of wine ; the mock abbot being probably of opinion chat a 
tough parcliinent w.is hut dry eating, Langlands was coinpellecl to cat the letters, 
and swallow the wine, arnl dismissed by the Abbot of TTiirvsison, with the com- 
fortahle assurance, that if any more biich lottcis should arrive during the continu- 
ance of hi8 office, “ they should a’ gang the same gate,” /. r go the same road. 

A similar scene occurs betwixt asiun.ierot the Bi.»liop ot Rochester, and Har- 

f iool, the servant of l.ord Cohliam, in the ohl pl.iy ot bir.John Oldcastlo, when the 
ormer compels the church-officer to cat lus ciudion. The dialogue, which may 
be found in the note, conl.nns most of the jc>ts which may be supiioscd appro- 
pruile to such an extraordinary occasion. ♦ 

* Hat pool. Marry, sir, la this prciccss parchirn-nt * 

Sumnfr. Yih, m.irrj ia it 
ILirpool. AikI thiB aral 
Sumnfr It is so. 

H'trponl. Jf thia ta* pnrohm.'Tit, and this be wax, eat, you tliia pnrrhment and wax, or I 
will make parehmert ol your skin, and Neat jour brains Into wax. hjrah Muraner, Qrapatch 
— lU'ronr, Nirmh, devour 

sumnt^r. J am my X..ird of CocliesU r’s flunini-r, I riimu to do myoffloo, and thou ahalt 
answer it. 

Harpool. Sirrah, no rnllinR, but betake thyself to thy teeth. Thou ahnltent no worse 
than thou bnnii^Ht with thee. Thou brinRest it for my lord ; and wilt thou brmg my lord 
wiirao than thou wilt eat thyself 

Sumuer. Mr, I hrounht it imt my lord to eat. 

Hm pool. O, do y.ni Air me now ? All 's one lor that ; I 'll make you eat it for bringing it. 
Sumner, 1 cannot eat it 

Hnrpool. Can you not ? 'Sblood, I'll beat you tilt you have a btomoch ! ( Bents him.) 

tSumner Oh, hoid, hotd,gO(xI Mr iservinginan ; 1 will vat It. 

llurpoot. lie champing, be chewing, sir, or 1 will chew you, you rogue. Tough wax Is 
the purest of the honey. 

Sumner. The purest of the honey ^ — O Irt>rd, sir ’ oh * oh * 

Hnrpool. Feed, feed , 'tls wholas«>me, rogue, wholesome. Cannot you, like an honest 
Sumner, walk wlih the devil your brother, to fetch In your balllfTs rents, but you must 
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Note O, p. lOG. — Thb ITobbv'Uorsb. 

This exhibition, the play-mtvre of Scotland, stood ln>;h among liolyday gam- 
bols> It must be caroiully separated from the wooden chargers which fumiah 
out our uurserieB. It gives riso to Kamlet’s ejaculation, — 

But oh, but oh, ttie hobby-hoTSC In forgot ! 

There is a very comic scene in llcanmont and Fletcher's play of “ Woman 
Pleased,” where ITope-nn-higli Bombyc, a puritan cobbler, rcfiises to dance with 
the liobhy-lioi‘.c. There wasniucii difficulty and great variety m the motions 
which the hobby-hoise was expected to exhibit 

The learned I\Ir Douco, wlio has eonti ibutcd so innch to the illustration of our 
tlicutrical antiquities, has given us a full account of this pageant, and the bur- 
lesque horsemanship which it practised. 

“ The hobby-horse,” sajs Mr Douce, ” wms represented by a man equipped 
with as much 'ilmstebnard as w'ns Mifiicient to lonn the head and hinder parts oi 
a horse, the quudnipedul defects being concealed by a long mantle or footcloth 
that nearly touched tliu ground. The former, on tins occasion, exerted all his 
slcili in burlesque horseni.insliip. In Synip^m’s play of tlic Law-brcaKcrs, IGIG, 
a miller personates the hol)h 3 '-hor 8 o. and being angry that the mayor of the city 
is put in coinpetitiuii with him, exclaims, ‘ Let the mayor play tlio liobhy-horso 
among his brethren, an he will ; 1 hopo our to»vn-Iudsc.‘imiot want a hobby-hoi^o. 
Have I practised my reins, my careers, my pranckers, my ambles, my false trots, 
my smooth ambles, and ranterbiiry paces, and shall luaster ma>or put me be- 
sides tlio hobby-horse’ Have f borrowed ihe foreliorse bells, his pluine.s, hm 
braveries; nay, liad his inane new shorn and ln/z’e<l, and shiill tiie mayor put 
me besides the hobby-hoi'se ?’ ” — Doirca’s JUustnittoua, vol. II. p, 4tiU. 

Note If, p. 107. — BKi'aKSKNTATiON OK lloRiN Hood A?ri) Littlk John. 

• The reyiresentntion of Rohm Hood was the il irling xMavgarno botli in England 
and Scotland, anddouhtlcs.stIte favourite personihcation was olten revived when 
the Abbot of ITnreason, or otiier pretences of frolic, gave an uniLsual degree of 
license. 

The Protestant clergy, who had formerly reaped advantage from the opportu- 
nities which these sports afforded thorn of directing their own siitiie and the ihli 
cule of the lower ordere against the fnthohe ehunh, began to find that, when 
these purposes were served, their luvounto pastimes dcjirivcd them of the wish 
to attend divine worship, .and disturbed tho frame of nnml in wbicb it can be 
attended to advantage. The celebrated Hishop L.itiiner gives a very natve 
account of the manner in which, bishop as he wai*, lie found lumbeil compelled 
to give place to Rohm I lood and his lollowers. 

“ I came once myvlfe riding on a journey homeward from London, .and I sent 
w'ord overnight into the townu that 1 would preach thero mthenmming, bccauso 
it was holiday, and me thought it w.asa liolidayes worke. The churcli stood in 
my way, and'l took my horse and my conip.any. and went thithor, (I thought [ 
^lould have found a great company m the chmeh,) and when I came there the 
chureh doore was fObt locked. I tarryed there lulfo .an houro and more. At 
last the key was found, and one of the parish eomos to mo and said, — Sir, this 
is a busie any witli us, wc c.aniiot hear vou ; it is Robin Hood’s day. The mirish 
a>« gone abroad to gather for Robin Hood, i pray 3 ou let them not,’ 1 was 
faine there to give place to Robin Hood. I thought my rochet should have been 
regarded, though I were not : but it would nut servo, ic was fame to give place to 
Robin 1 lood’s men. 1 1 is no laughing matter, my friends, it is a weeping matter, 
a hcavie matter, a heavie matter. ITnder the pretence for gathering hir Robin 
Hood, a traytour, and a tlieif, to put out a preacher ; to have Ids office lesse 

come to a nohleman’a hmiso with prooi>f.!( ? if the seal ivrre brnail as tho lead which covers 
Kochastcr Church, thou shimldet cut it 

AVimtivr. Oh, 1 am almost choked — t am ulmoat choked ' 

Harpool. Who’s within there? Will you shame my lord .* Is there no beer In tho 
house > Butler, 1 say. 

Enter Butuer. 

Butter. Here, here. 

Harpoel, Give him beer. Tough old sheep skin 's but dry meat. 

First Barf John Oldcatlle, Act II. Scene 1. 
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esteemed ; to preferre Robin Hood before tbe ministration of God's >vord ; and 
all this liatli come of unpreacbing prelates. Tins realinu hath been ill provided 
for, that it hath had such eorrijpt'jiidi;iiients in it, to prefer Robin Hood to God’s 
word.” — Bishop Lahmer's sixth Sermon h^ore King Edwanl. 

While the English I'rotestants thus preferred the outlaw’s pageant to the 
preaching of their excellent Bishop, the Scottish calvinistic clergy, with the cele- 
orated John Knox .at their head, and backed by the authority of the magistrates 
of Edinburgh, who had of late been chosen exclusively from this party, hiiind it 
impossible to control the rage of the populace, when tliey attempted to deprive 
them of ihc jirivilegc of presenting their pageant of Robin Tfood 

(15fil.) “ Vpon the xvi day of Junij, Arehjbalde Dow'glas of Kilsplndie, 
Provest of lidr., David Syminer and Aduino Eiillurtoiin, bsiillies of the sainyne, 
enusit ane cordinare serv.iiit, ciilht James (hllion, takin of bcfoir, for playing in 
E(ir. witii Robene If tide, to wnderl3'the law. and put him to the knawledgc of 
ane iissyize qlk van haid electit of \air laxorans, qulia witli scliort dehberatioun 
eondeninit hirn to be banglt for je viid erynic. And the deacoius of ye craftismeu 
futinng vpro.ire, nuud great soiistatnis at ye handis of j'e sanl pp^vnfit Jind bail- 
lies, and alh reqiiint John Knox, minister, for eM:iiewmg ol tiiniiol, to siqierceid 
}e cxocutioun ot him, \iito jctyine yai snidadvorteisiiiy Lord Duke yairof. And 
yan, il it ncs Ins invrul and will j'at be should be dispomt vpoun, ye said dcaco- 
IDS and craftisnion sould convey Intn yairr ; qiiha answerit, yiit >ai f iild na way 
etope ye oxeeutioun of jii'^tico. (Julian ye time of ye said puuor iiiaris liiuiging 
(inprochit, and yat ye hangman wos cum to yo jibbat with yo leddor, vpoune ye 
qlk yc said cordinare .slioiild have bene liangit, ane certaine .and remanent craf- 
tiscliildor, qului wes put to ye lunne with ye said tJillione, ftor yo said Robene 
liuide's plagey', .and vyns yair assistaris .md favornris, past to wappinis, and vni 
brak down je said jibbat, .iml van cbaoit ye a.ucl provest, bnillies, and Alexr. 
ffutliiie, 111 >0 siiid Alcxainter’s w'nting buitli, and held y.imo VHirui ; and yair- 
oftcr pa-^t to’ye folbiiyt, and btcau-i the samyne wasstmkot, and onnaw.ajca culd 
get the keyes thairof. tliai brake the said tiilbiuth doro with foiiro harberis, per 
force, (the .«aid provost and baillios luckand thairon,) and not onlie put thnr the 
said Gilhone to iredfiine and liberlie, and brocht him furth of the said tolbiiit, 
bot alsuatlie remanent prosonans being tliairintill ; and tins done, the said craftis- 
nion’s servand->, with the said condemnit cordonar, past doun to the Netherbow, 
to have past furtli tliairat ; bot becaiis Ibo wirayno en tbair coming thairto wes 
closet, thai pa^t vp aganc the Die streit ot tlie said bourgho to tbe Castellhill, 
and in this menetyine ilie sautis provest and haillies and thair nssistaris being in 
the wntting buitli of the said Alo.xr. Guthrie, past and ententin the said tolbuyt, 
and ill the .s.ii(I servandos passage vp the Hie strcit, then schote furtli thairof at 
thanie ane dog and hurt ane serv.and of the said ctnider. 1 his being done, thair 
wes natlimg \tliir but the one partie Rcluitoaml out and castiind stanea furth of 
the Sftid tolhu’vt, and the vthcr pairlie scluitLcUid hagbiittis in tlie same ng,ain. And 
sua the cmfiiMnen’s sci vandis, abuuc written, held and inclosit the said provert 
tmd bailliea continewallio in the said tolbnyth, frao tIuTe houris eftemone, 
quliill auglit lioin-'s at even, and na man of tbe wid town prensit to relievo thair 
said pro\est and b.ulhes. And than thai send to the nmistersof the ChhIcII, to 
caus tiiaiii if tliai uiwlit stay the said servandis, quba rnnid nne manor to do the 
same, bot thai could not bring tlie same to anc llnall end, fl'nr tlie said servanda 
wold on now'ayes stay Ira, quiiiil thai had reieiigit the hurting of .ano ot them ; 
and thairefter tlie constable of the castell come down tbairfra, and he with the 
said'iiiaistei's treatet bclwix the said ptics m this maner : — That the said provost 
and baillies sail remit to the said craftischildcr, all uctioun, cryme. and nlTens that 
thai had comnnttit aganes thanie in any tynie bygane; and band and oblast 
tbame never topins<>w them thairfor ; and als commandit|ih'air maisters to resane 
tliem agaiie in th.iir services, as thai did bcfoir. And this being proclamit at the 
inercat cross, tliai sc.ilit, and the said provest and bailies come furth of the same 
tolbouyth ” Kc. ttc. Ate. 

John Knox, who writes at large upon this tumult, informs us it was inflamed 
hy the deacons of craftes, who, resenting the supt^riorSty assumed over them by 
the magistrates, would yield no assistance to put down the tumult. ** They will be 
iinagistrates alone, " said the recusant deacons, c ’en let them rule the populace 
alone and accordingly they passed quietly to take their /our-hours penny t and 
left the magistrates to help tbeinselvesas they could. Many nersons were excom> 
nmnicated tor this outrage, and not admitt^ to church oralnances till they had 
made satisfaction 
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Note I» p. 125. l.vAnrLiTY np Etii, Bpirith to Entkr a House 
Uninvited. 

There is a popular belief respecting evil spirits, that they cannot enter an inha- 
bited house unloMB invited, nay, dragged over tlie threshold. There ia an inatunce 
of tile same superstition in the Tales of the Genii, where an enchanter is supposed 
to liave intruded himself into the Divan of the Sultan. 

** ‘ Thus,* said the illustrious Misnar, * let the enemies of Mahomet be dis- 
mayed! but inform mo, O ye sages' under the BcnihlHnce of which of your 
brethren did tli.*it foul enchanter gam adnuttance here*''’ — ' JMay the lord of iny 
heart,’ answered Dalihu. the hermit of the faithful from Queda, ‘ triumph over 
all Ins foes! As I travelled on the moiintiiins from Qiiedn, and saw neitlier the 
footsteps of beasts, nor the flight of birds, behold, 1 chanced to pass through a 
envom, in wlinse hollow bides 1 found this accursed sage, to whom J unfolded 
the invitation of the Sultan of India, and we, joining, journeyed towards the 
Divan ; but ere we entered, he said unto me, * Put thy liand forth, and pull ino 
towards thee into the Divan, calling on the name of Mahomet, for the evil spuits 
are on me, and vex mo.’ " 

1 have understood that many partsKif tliese fine tales, and in particular that of 
the Sultan Misnar, were taken from genmno Oriental sources by the editor, Mr 
James Uidley. 

But the most pictiire.sqiio use of this popular belief occurs in Coleridge's 
beautiful and tantalizing fniguient of Christnhcl. lias nut our own imaginative 
poet cause to fear that future ages will desire to summon him from liis place of 
rest, as Milton longed 


" To oall him up, who kft half told 
The siur> ul Cainbuvuan hold ?” 

The verses 1 refer to are when Chnstabel conducts into her father’s castle a 
mysterious and malevolent being, under tho guise of a distressed female 
stranger. 

“ They cross'd the m«>at, and ChnsLihol 
Took the ki-y th.it ftttwl will ; 

A little «loor she open’d straight. 

All in the middle or ihc gate , 

The gale that wii, Iron'd within and without, 

Where an arn>y iii battle aira) hinl inari.h’d out. 

“ The lady sank, liellke through p.iin. 

And Christaliel with iidght aud iouIm 
L l(i> d her up, n w^ ary weight, 
tP.cr ^he thrcibhold of the gate 
Then the lady rose ogam. 

And moved os she wore not iq pain. 

" So free from danger, free from fear, 

Theyeroas'd therourt; — right glad they were. 

And Chrlstabel devoutly cried 
To the lady by her side 
‘.Praise we the Virgin, all divine. 

Who hath rescued thee from ‘his distress.' 

‘ Alas, alas '' said Geraldine, 

* I cannot speak from wcarinese.’ 

Bo free from danger, fri-e ftun fwir. 

They crou'd tho court nght gUd they were.” 

Note K, p. 14.1. Seytkn , or Beyton. 

George, fifth Lord Seton, was immovably faitliful to Queen Mary during all 
the mutabilities of her fortune. He tvas grand master of the iiouHohoId, in which 
caoacity he had a picture painted of himbelf, with his offidal baton, and the 
following motto : — 


Jn adrerstfafr, patiens ; 

In protfienWe, benevolut, 

Hiuiaj d, yet /or ward. 

On various parts of hU castle he inscribed, as expressing his roUgious aud poli- 
tical creed, the legend, 


Vm Dixit, vn For, vm Rot, un Lor 
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He declined to bo promoted to an earldom, which Queen Mary offered him at 
the simo time wlien siio advanced her natural brotlier to be Earl of Mar, and 
afterwards of Murray. 

On his refusing this.honour, Mary wrote, or caused to be written, the following 
lines in Latin and French : — 

Sunt oomitrs, duorsque alll ; aunt denlque regca ; 

Sotlioiii dominum Hit antis chsc mihl 

II y a (li'v c.irnpt.'S dea roya, dcs duos , ainal 
C’oat aaaoz imur nioy d'eatre Svigtu-nr da Setou 

Which may be thus rendered ; — 

F.irl, duk.', or king, Iw thou that list l)f • 

Met >n, thy lonlnhip K enough for me. 

Tills distich reminds us of the pride wliich apod liumility,” in the motto of 
the house of C'ouci : 


Ji' Bins III roy, iii piinr.* aiishi ; 

•lo suia 1 « brigui ‘111 di' Coucy. 

After tho battle of Langside, Lord Soton was obliged to retire abroad for 
safety, and was an exile for two years, during winch ho was reduced to tlie neces- 
sity of driving a waggon in Flanders for ins subsisteneo. He rose to favour m 
James VI. ’s reign, and resuming his pntei nal property, had himself painted in 
his waggoner's dross, and in tlic act of driving a waiii witli four horses, on tlie 
north end of a stately gallery at Seton Castle, lie appears to have been fond 
of the arts ; for there exists a beautiiul fanuly-piecc ol him in the centre of his 
family. Mr i’lnkcrton, iii his Scottish Iconogruphia, published an engraving of 
this curious portrait. Tlie original is the jiroperty of Lord Somerville, nearly 
connected with tho Soton family, and is at present at his lordship’s fishing villa 
of the Favilion, near Melrose 

Note L, p. 205. Thr Ursignation uv Qubkn Mahy. 

The details of this remnrkab'e event are, as given in tho preceding cliiapter, 
imaginary; but the oulline of the events is historical. Sir Itobcrt Lindesa.v, 
brother to the author ot tho Moinoirs, was at first intrusted with the deheuto 
comiiiission of persuading the imprisoned queen to resign her crown. As ho 
flatly refused to interfere, they determined to send the Lord Liiidcsay, one of tlie 
rudest and most violent of their own faction, witli instruetions, first to use fair 
persuasions, and if these did not succeed, to enter into harder terms. Knox 
associates Lord lluthven with Lindesay in this aluniiing commi'^sion. He was 
the son of that Lord Itutlivcri who was prime agent in the murder of liizzio ; 
and little mercy was to he expected from liis conjunction with Lindesay. 

The employment of such rude tools argued a resolution on the iiart of those 
who had the Queen’s person in their power, to proceed to tlie utmost extremities, 
should they find Mary obstinate. To avoid this pressing danger, Hir Robert 
Melville was despatched by them to Lochlevcn, carrying with liiin, concealed in 
the scabbard of nis sword, letters to the Queen from the Earl of Athole, Mait- 
land of Lelhington, and even fiuin Tlirogmorton, the English ambassador, who 
was then favourable to the unfortunate Mary, conjuring her to yield to tho 
necessity of the times, and to subscribe sucli deeds as Jandeaay should lay before 
her, without being startled by their tenor ; and assuring her that her doing so, 
in the state of captivity under which she was placed, would neither, in law, 
honour, nor conscience, bo binding upon her when she should obtain her liberty. 
Submitting by the advice of one part of her subjects to the menace of the others, 
and learning that Lindcstiy was arrived in a boasting, that is, threatening 
humour, tho Queen, “ with some reUictancy, and with tears,” saitli ICnox, sub- 
scribed one deed resigning her crown to her infunt son, and another establishing 
tho Earl of Murray regent. It seems agreed bv historians, that Lindesav 
behaved with great brutality on the occasion. The deeds were signed 24tn 
July, l.%7. 


Note M, p. 234. Da Lukb Lunoin. 

At Scottish fairs, the bailie, or magistrate, deputed by the lord in whose name 
tlie meeting is held, attends the fair with his guard, decides trifling disputes, and 
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punishes on the spotnny petty delinquencies. His attendants are luuolly armed 
with halberds, and, aonietnnes at least, escorted by music. Thus, in tho “ Life 
and Death of Habbie Simpson,'* we are told of that famous miustrel, — 

“ At fali^ hp play'd brfore the sptar-Tnen, 

And paily Kraithod iu thoir gcar-mon ; — 

Sti'el bon nets. Jacks, and awards hlione clear then, 

Like ony bcotl ; 

Now wha ahall play liefiwe sic weiT-mcn, 

Hiiice Htibbic'K dead 

Note N, p. 2.'id. Tub Dark Gray Man. 

By an ancient, thou^i'h improbnitle tradition, the l>ouglAs.scB are said to havo 
derived tliuir name from a ciiampion wlio had greatly distinguished liiinself in an 
action. Wlien tlio king demanded by whom tho battle had been won, tlie atten- 
dants are wild to havo answered, “ Siiolto Douglas, sir which is said to mean, 
“ Yonder dark gray man.” But the name is undoubtedly territorial, and taken 
from Douglas river and vole- 

Note O, p. 302. SupposFD (Jonspiracy against the Life of Mary. 

A rom.mcer, to use a Scottish phrase, wants but a hair to make a tether of. 
The wlinle detail of tiie steward's supposed conspiracy against the life of Mary, 
is grounded upon an exiirossion in one of her letters, which affirms, that Jasper 
Dryfesdale, one of tlie Laird of Loehleven’s servants, had threatened to murder 
william Douglas, (for his siiare m tho tiueen’s escape.) and ave'^red that he 
would plant a dagger ui Mai'y's own heart. — Chalmers’ Li/tt of ^turn Mary, 
vol. i. p. 270. 


Note P, p 303. Muffled Man. 

* Generally, a disguised man ; originally, one who wears the cloak or mantle 
muffled round the lower part of the f.ice to conceal Ids countenance. I have on 
an ancient piece of iron the representation of .% robl>er thus accoutred, endea- 
vouring to make Ids waj' into a house, and opposed by a inastifT, to whom he in 
vain offers food. The motto is spent it JonaJiUes. It is a part of a lirc-gratu 
said to have belonged to Archbishop Suarpe. 

Note Q, p. 325. Dkmkanohr of Queen Mary. 

Tn the dangerous expedi+ion to Aberdeenshire, Itandoiph, the English ambaa- 
saduT, gives Cecil the following account of Queen Mary’s demeanour ; — 

“ Tn all those garbulles, 1 niMiro your honour, 1 never saw the Queen merrier, 
never dismayed ; nur never thouglit f that stoinaclio to bo in her that 1 find. 
She repented nothing hut, when the Lonis and others, at Invernoas, cumo in tlie 
morning from Uie watches, that she was not a man to know what life it was to 
lye all night in tho fields, or tn walk upon thecauseway with a jack and a knaps- 
cap, a Ol.'isgow buckler, and a broad-sword.” — Kanoolph to Cei il, September 
18, 1562. 

The wi'itcr of the above letter seems tn havo felt the sarnc impression whioli 
Cailierine Seyton, in the text, coiibidered as proper to tho Queen’s presence 
among her armed 8ubjcct.s. 

“ Tbougli we neitlier thought nor looked for other than on that day to have 
fought' or never — what desperate blows would not liave been given, when every 
naan should have fought in tlie sight of so noble a Queen, and so many fair ladies, 
our enemies to have taken them f^rom us, and we to save our honours, not to be 
reft of them, your honour can eusilv judge 1” — The same to the same, September 
24, 1562. 

Note R, p. .328. EflCAPK of Queen Mary from Lochleyen. 

It is well known that the escape of Queen M.ary from T.ochleven was effected 
by George Douglas, the youngest brother of Sir William Douglas, tho lord of tlie 
castle ; but the minute circumstances of the event have been a good deal con- 
fused, owing to two agents having been concerned in it who bore the same name. 
It has been always supposed tliat George Douglas was induced to abet Mary’s 
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escape by tlie ambitious Iiope that, by such service, ho might merit her hand. 
But Ills purpose was discovered by his brother Kir William, and he was expelled 
from the castle, lie continued, notwithstanding, to hover in the neighbour- 
hood, and maintain a correspondence with the royal prisoner and others in the 
fortress. 

If wo believe the English ambassador Drury, the Queen was grateful to 
George Douglas, and oven proposed a marriage with Jiim ; a scheme which 
could hardly be serious, since slie was still the wife of llothwoll, but which, 
if suggested at all, might be with a purpose of gratifying the Regent Murray's 
ambition, and propitiating his favour ; since he was, it must be remembered, the 
brother uterine of George Douglas, for whom such high honour was said to be 
designed. 

The proposal, if seriously made, was tre.ated as inadmissible, and Mary again 
resumed her purpose of escape. Ifcr failure in her first attempt has some pic- 
turesque particulars, which might have been advantageously introduced in 
fictitious narrative. Drury sends Cecil tbo following account of the matter : — 

“But after, upon the 2.')th of the last. (April 1&G7,) she interpnsed an 
escape, and was the rather near effect, through her accustomed long lying In bed 
all the morning. The manner of it was thuf. : tlicre coineth in to tier tiio laun- 
dress early as other times before she w.as wanted, and the Queen according to 
such a secret practice puttetb on her the hood of the laundress, and so with 
the fardel of clothes and the miifllur upon her face, pnsseth out and entreth 
the boat to pass the Loch ; which, after some space, one of them that rowed said 
merrily, ‘ Let us see what manner of chime this is,' and therewith oftored to pull 
down her muffler, which to defend, Mic put up her hands, which they spued to be 
very fair and white ; wherewith they entered into suspicion whom she was, 
lieginiiing to wonder .at her cntcrpiise. Whereat she was little dismayed, but 
charged them, upon d, anger of their lives, to row her over to the shore, which 
they nothing regarded, but eftsoons rowed ber back again, promising her it 
should be secreted, and especially from the lord of the house, under whose guard 
she lyeth. It seemeth she knew her refuge, and where to have found it if she had 
Duco landed : fur there did, and yet do linger, at a little village called Kinross, 
bard at the Loch side, the same George Douglas, one Hempelnnd one Beton, the 
which two were sonietirno her trusty servants, and, ns yet appeareth, they mind 
her no less affection.” — Bihiiup Keith ' t* Hittot’p of the Affairs of Church aud 
State in Scotland, p. 490. 

Notwithstanding this disapjiointment, little spoke of by historians, Mary 
renowod bur attempts to cscapie. There was in tlio Castle of Lochleven a lad, 
named William Douglas, some relation probably of the baron, and about eighteen 
years old. This youth proved us accessible to Queen Mary's urayers and promises, 
as was the brother of his patron, George ]>ouglai<, from whom this William must 
be carefully kept distinct. It was young Willmin w’ho played the part commonly 
assigned to his superior, flcorge, stealing tbo kevs of the castle from the table on 
which they lay, while his lord was at supiper. lie let tiie Queen and a waiting 
woman out of the apartment where they were secured, and out of the tower itself, 
embarked with them m a small skiff, and rowed them to the slioro. To prevent 
instant pursuit, he, for precaution's sake, locked the iron grated door of the 
tovier, and threw the keys into the lake. They found George Douglas and the 
Queen’s serv,ant, Beton, waiting for them, and Lord Seyton and J.anies Hamilton 
nt Orbieston in attendance, at the bead of a party of faithful followers, with 
whom they fled to Niddrie Castle, and from thence to Hamilton. 

in narrating this romantic story, both history and tradition confuse the two 
Douglasses together, and confer on George the siiccesshil execution of the escapo 
from the cnstle, the merit of which belongs, in reality, to the boy called William, 
or, more frequently, the Little Douglas, either from his youth or Ins slight stature. 
The reader will obsen^e, that in the romance, the part of tiicLittle Douglas lias 
been assigned to Roland Graeme. In another case, it would be tedious to point 
mit in a work of amusement such minute points of historical fact; but the general 
interest taken in the fate of Queen Mary, renders every thing of consequence 
which connects itself witli her misfortunes. 


Note S, p. 352. Battle OF Lanoside. 

I am informed in the most polite manner, bj^ D. MaeVean, lilsq. of Glasgow, 
that 1 have been incorrect in my locality, in giving an account of the battle of 
l.angside. Crookstone Castle, he observes, lies four miles west from the field of 
battle, and rather in the rear of Murray's army. The real place from which 
VOL. XT. A 
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Mary saw the rout of !>er last army, was Cathoart Castle, which, being a mile 
and n half east from Langsidc, wusutuatud In the roar of the Queen’s own army. 

1 was led astray in the present caso, by the authority of my deceased friend, 
•Tamos QraUame, the excellent and amiable author of the Sabbath, in his drama 
on tlie subject of Queen Mary ; and by a traditionary report ot Mary having 
seen the battle from the Castle of C'roolistone, which seeaiod so inucli to increase 
the interest ot the scene, tliat 1 liave been unwilhng to make, in this particular 
Instance, the fiction give way to the fact, winch last is undoubtedly in favour of 
Mr MaeVean’s syshMU. 

It is singular how tradition, which is sometimes a sure guide to truth, is. in 
other cases, prone to nnstead us. In tlio celebrated field of battle at Killic- 
cr.inliie, the traveller is struck with one of thobo rugged pillars of rough stone, 
which indicate tlie scenes of ancient conflict. A friend of tlie author, well 
acquainted with the circuiiistancea of the battle, was standing near this barge 
stone, and looking on tlie scene around, when a ifiglilaud shepherd humed down 
from the hill to offer ins services os cicerone, and proceeded to inform him, that 
Dundee was slain ut that stone, which was raised tu his memory. “ Eio, 
Donald," answered my friend, ‘‘how can you tell such a story to u stranger ? 

1 am .sure you know well enough that Dundee was killed at a con.siderablo di.s- 
tance from this place, near tlio house of Faseally, and that this stone was here 
long before the battle, tn 1(1(18. Oich ! oicii I" said Donald, no way abastied, 

‘ ‘ and your honour’s in the right, and X see you ken a’ about it. And be womui 
killed on the spot neither, but lived till the next morning ; hut a’ the (saxon 
gentlemen like best to hear he was killed at the great static,’’ It is on the s.'uup 
principle of pleasing my readers, that 1 retain Crookstone Castle instead of 
Catliciirt. 

If, however, the author has taken a liberty in removing the actu.*!! field of 
battle somewhat to the eastward, ho has been tolerably strict in adhering to the 
incidcnta of the engagement, as w'lU apjiear from a comparison of events in the 
novel, with the folloiviug account from an oki writer. 

“ The Begcnt was out on foot and all his company, except the Laird of 
flrange, Alexander Tfiime of Mandcuston, and some Borderers to the imnihcr of 
two hundred. The Laird of Grange liad already viewed the ground, and with 
all imaginahle <liligciice» caused every iiorsenian to take behind him a footman of 
the Hcgcot’s, to guard heliind them, and rode with speed to the head of tho 
JiUngside-hdl, and set down the footmen with their ouivoruigs at tho head of a 
straight lane, where there were some cottage houses and yards of great advantage. 
Which soldiers with their continual .shot killed divers of the vaunt guard, led by 
the Tiannltons, who, courageously and fiercely ascending up the hill, w ero already 
out of breath, when the Begent’s vaunt guard joined witli them’. Where the 
worthy Lord Iliunc fought on foot with lus pike m Ins hand very manfully, 
assisted by the Ii.aird ot (,'c3sford, his brother-in-law, who hidpod him up again 
when ho was atrucken to the ground I»y many strokes upon lus face, through tbo 
throwing pistols at him after they had been diselitirged. Tie was also wounded 
with staves, and had many si’-okes of spears tliroiigh Ins legs; for he and ti range, 
at the joining, cried to lot ill dr adversaries first lay down their spears, to hear 
up theirs ; which spears w'erc so thick fixed in the others’ jacks, that some of tlie 
pistols and groat staves that were thrown by them wliich were beliiiid, might he 
seen lying upon the spears. 

" Upon the (^noon’s side tho Earl of Argyle commanded the battle, and the 
TiOrd of Arbroth Uie vaunt guard. But tbo Itegent committed to the Laird of 
tirange the sj ecial care, as being an e.\pcrmiented captain, to oveisce every 
danger, and to ride to every wing, to encourage and make help where greatest 
need was He perceived, at tho first joining, the right wing of the Begent’a 
vaunt guard put liack, and like to fly, wlieienf tlio greatest part wore commons 
of tlie baronj of Renfrew ; whereuiMWi in; rode to them, and told them that their 
enemy wa.^ already tuniing their baeks, requesting them to stay and debate till 
lie should bring them ficsh men foitli of the battle. Whither at full speed ho 
did ride alone, iind told the Regent that the enemy were ahaUen and flying away 
behind tlie little village, and desired a few number ot fresh men to go with him. 
vyiicre he found enough willing, as tho Lord Liudesay, the Laird ot Loehleven, 
Sir •lames Balfour, and all the Hegent’s siTvnnts, wlio followed him with dili- 
gence, and rt'infoicnl that wing which was lieginmng to fly ; which fresli men 
witii their loose weapons struck tlie enemies in tlieir flank and faces, winch 
forced them incontinent to give place and turn back after long fighting and 
piisliing others to and fro with their spears. There were not many horsemen to 
pursue after them, and tiic Regent crieil to save and not to kill, and Orange was 
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never cruel, so tliat tlicrc were few (.Iain and taken. And the only slaughter -was 
lit the first rencounter by the eiiot of the soldiers, which Grange had planted at 
tiio lane-heiid beiinid some dikes." 

It is reTtmrkable that, while passing through the HToall town of Renfrew, 
Botno partisans, adherents of the House of Lennox, attempting to arrest Queen 
Mary and her attendants, were obliged to make way for her, not without slaughter. 


Note T, p. XO. BiiRiAi. op- thk AanoT's IIlaht in the 
AvenilL Aiwle. 

This was not the explanation of the incident of searching for the heart, mcH'' 
tioned in the Introduction to the tale, wlncdi the author originally intended. It 
was designed to refer to the heart of Robert Itnice. It is generally known that 
that great monarch, being on liis dealh-1>cd, boqut athed to the good Lord James 
ot Douglas, the task of carrying bis beait to the Holy Land, to tiiltil in u certain 
degree ids own desire to pcvfoirn a crusade. Upiju Dotiglas’s death, fighting 
against the ISfoors m (spam, a sort of military Inn s d'a‘uv\‘e. to wliieh ho could 
have pleaded no regular call of duly, his lolfowers brought back the Brute's 
heart, and deposited it in the Abbey church of JMcIrose, the Kcnnaquhair of the 
tale. 

This Abbey bad been always particularly favoured by the Bruce. We liavo 
already seen Iub extreme anxiety that each of the re verend bretlircn should be 
daily supplied with a servieo of boiled almonds, rice and milk, pease, or the 
like, to be called the King’s nie?s, niul that without tlie ordinary service of their 
fcihlo being either disturbed in quantity or quality. Jhit this was not the only 
maik ot the benignity ot good King Jtobert towards the monks of Melrose, since, 
by H ebiirter of tlie date I'iHli May, Idl’C, bo conferred on the Abbot of Melroso 
the smn of two tliouyand pounds sterling, for rebuilding the church of (St Mary’s, 
ruined by the English; mid there is little or no doubt that the principal xiart of 
the remains winch now display such exquisite speeimens of (iothic architecture, 
at Its very purest period, iiad thoir origin in tins munillccnt donation. Tiio 
inoiioy was to bo paid out of crown lands, estates forfeited to the King, and other 
property or demesnes of tlie (-rown. 

A very curious letter wiitten to his son about tbreo weeks before bis death, has 
bwn pointed nut to me by my friend Mr Thomas Thomson, Deputy-Register 
tor Scotland. It enlarges so inucli on the love ol the royal writer to thcjcommii- 
iiity ot Melrose, that it is well worthy of being insertiil in a work connected m 
sonic degree with Scottish History. 

luTKnA Do:mini Rkois RonEUTi ad eilium Sutixi David. 

“Robertns dei gratia Rex Scottoruiii, David precordialissimo fllio huo, ac 
ceteris successonlms sms ; SaUitem, ot mc ejiis precepta teiiero, iit cum sua bcnc- 
dietioiui posfiint regnarc. Fih caussiiue, digne cen>eri videtur tilius, qiii, pater- 
nos in boms mores iimtans, piam ejiis nitiiiir oxcqiii voliintateni ; nec proprie 
sibi Puinit rininen beredis, (pii Nvlubribiis pi edecessons afTeetibus non adbont: 
Cupientesigitiir.ut piam uncctioncniet scnuvrain diicctioneni, qiiamcrga inona- 
stcriuiji do Molros, ubi cor nostrum ex speciiili devotiono dispu&uitnus tiimulan- 
diim, et ergtt Jleligiosns ibidem Deo servientcs, ip-oruni vit.i sancti.saima nos ad 
hoc excitante, eoncepumis ; To cetenquo sueces^ores mei pia scinceritato proso- 
quaraini, ut, ex \estre dilectionis attectu diet is Rehgiosis nostri causa post 
mortem nostrum ostonso, ipsi pro nobis ad orandura fcrvencius ot forcius ani- 
mentiir: Voids precipimus quantum possiinnis, instantcr siipplicamiis, et ex 
toto corde mjunghnus, Quathms assigiiacionibus qiias oisdem viris Ueligioais et 
fabnea Ecelesie sue de novo fecimus iic eciaiu omnibus aids donucionibus nostrls, 
ipsos bbere gaudere pemiittatis, Kasdem potius si necesse fiierit aiigmontantes 
quam dimumentcs, ipsorum iietieiones aurPms benevobs adinittenlcs ac ipans 
contra siios invosoros et ciniilos pla defensione prolegentes. Banc autem ex- 
hortacionem supplicaeioncm et precoptum tu, lib cetenque suecessores nostri, 
prestantl nnimo comploro curetis, si nostram benedictionern liabcre velitia, una 
cum bcnedictione flhi suniml Regis, qui flllos docuic patrum voluntatee in bono 
pcrticcre, asserens in muniliim so venisso non ut suain voluntatem fuceret aed 
paternam. In testimonium autem nostre devotionis erga locum predictum sic a 
nobis dilectiini et electuni conceptw, presentem iiterain Religiosis prcdictis 
dimitltmus, noMris snccessnribus m i>ostcrum ostendendam. Data opud Curdros, 
undecuno die Maij, Anno Jtegni noalri vicesimo quarto.” 
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If this cliarter be altof^ther genuine, and there ia no appearance of forgeiy. 
It gives rise to a curious doubt In Scottish itistory. The letter announces that 
the King bad already destined his Iieart to be deposited at Mebxtse. The reso- 
lution to send it to Palestine, under the charge of Douglas, must have been 
adopted betwixt ilth Mn^ 1329, the date of the letter, and 7tli June of the same 
^r, when the Bruce died ; or else we must suppose that the commission of 
Douglas extended not only to taking the Bruce's heart to Palestine, but to bring 
it safe back to its final place of deposit in the Abbey of Melrose. 

It would not bo worth inquiring by what caprice the author was induced to 
throw the incident of the Bruce's heart entirely out of the story, save merely to 
say, that ho found himself unable to. fill up the canvass he had sketched, and in- 
disposed to prosecute the management of the supernatural inacliinery with 
whicli liis plan, when it was first rough-hewn, was connected and combined. 
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